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London... Toronto ... Buenos Aires. 

Capetown... 

frogronce Gemey! 

AS THEY SAY IN 

SINGAPORE 

“chen shih miao pu k’o yen” 

4 Z2xy RE 
(INEFFABLY WONDERFUL) 

THE FRAGRANCE 

y> C vena 

Raffles Hotel, Singa- 

meets West... and 
where, os they do in 

every land, the love- 

liest women like 

by RICHARD HUDNUT 

New y, lth Fis 

. Mexico City... Berlin 

Rio Sydney Shanghai de Janeiro... 

...Barcelona... 

. Havana.. 

x 

Sas 

Budapest 

. Vienna 

In Paris or Palma, in London or Lucerne... some- 

where tonight there is music, somewhere tonight 

there is moonlight, somewhere tonight there is 

romance...anad {ne magic-in-perfume that is... 

fragrance Gemey! 

Young and fresh and joyous, fragrance Gemey 

has won its merry way around the world. High 

above the Danube or down the Rio Grande... 

wherever women dine and dance and dream 

beneath the stars. . . it lingers to enchant. For fro- 

grance Gemey is world-beloved ...a perfume 

preferred by the women of seventy-five lands. 

And in America today you may know its beauly, 

touch its glamour to your gown, your lips, your hair. 

Ask at your own favorite perfume counter for 

this essence by Richard Hudnut, perfumer inter- 

national . . . wear it tonight for the man you like 

best... the heart-stirring fragrance Gemeyl 

Fragrance Gemey (Jem-may’) in cryst 31-clear 

dressing table flacons. $2.50, $4.50, $15 
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SAYS “+ \ 
MODERN DENTIST / 

(But the civilized way to build firm gums is IPANA and MASSAGE) 

a RIGHT—quite right. This is a 
social crime! The girl is a barbarian 

—a social outlaw! But before you dismiss 
her—before you turn the page—listen to 
the frank opinion of a modern dentist. 

“A crime? Nonsense! I hope millions 
of people see this picture! It may be 

shocking to some people but, from my 
professional viewpoint, it’s a perfect les- 
son in the proper care of the teeth and 
gums. If more people chewed as vigor- 
ously, there would be a lot less evidence 
of tender, ailing gums—of that serious 
dental warning—‘pink tooth brush’.” 

Today’s soft foods rob our gums of the 
vigorous chewing they need for sturdy 

health. Denied this natural work and 
exercise, they grow flabby, tender, sensi- 

tive! And when they signal that sensi- 
tiveness, when they flash that warning 
“tinge of pink”—see your dentist. 

“Pink tooth brush” doesn’t always 
mean that you are in for serious trouble 
—but your dentist should be the judge. 
Usually it only means gums under- 
worked and over-sensitive—gums that 

need exercise—gums that will quickly 
respond to the healthful stimulation 

of Ipana Tooth Paste and massage. 
It is very simple to rub a little extra 

Ipana into your gums every time you 
brush your teeth. You'll soon feel a tin- 
gle of new circulation—new life. Gums 
look better, feel firmer. They show a 
grateful response to this new stimulation. 
For Ipana is especially made to benefit 

your gums as well as clean your teeth. 

Young or old—play safe. Even before 
you have a first warning of danger,adopt 

this modern dental health routine. You'll 
certainly be far safer from the really seri- 
ous gum troubles. 



THERE’S A STORE 

IN YOUR NEIGHBORHOOD 
that will help you get 

your money’s worth of light 

FEW people know the risk they run when 

they buy lamp bulbs of unknown make. 

Lamp making is a job that requires the 

utmost precision. The slightest flaw or 

imperfection may result in a serious loss 

in efficiency—which will mean wasted elec- 

tricity, less light for your money, or early 

blackening or burn-outs. There’s a reliable 

dealer in your neighbor- 

hood who sells Edison 

Mazpa lamps. Buy from 

him—and look for this 

mark of quality on the 

end of every bulb $8 

They slay brighter konger 
EDISON MAZDA 

LAMPS 

GENERAL @ ELECTRIC 

G-E MAKES A 10 CENT LAMP TOO! It is the 

best lamp you can buy at the price. 74, 15, 30 and 
60 watt sizes. Each dime lamp is marked... GE 
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REDBOOK’S NOVEL OF THE MONTH 
We Shall Never Meet Again Ursula Parrott 7 

COMPLETE IN THIS ISSUE — BOOK-LENGTH — 50,000 WORDS 

REDBOOK’S NOVELETTE OF THE MONTH 
Strangers Are Kind Pearl S. Buck r 

FOUR SERIALS 
Murder in the Mews Agatha Christie f 
Wings over Honolulu Mildred Cram ¥ 
Whiteoak Harvest Mazo de la Roche | 
Too Much of Everything Philip Wylie a 

SIX SHORT STORIES 
An Object Lesson Alee Waugh 
Night Life Elisabeth Sanxay Holding 
A Tough Spot George Milburn 
Watching and Waiting Morley Callaghan 
Accent on You! Octavus Roy Cohen 
A Hero for the Lady Duane Decker 

FIVE ARTICLES 
Presidential Campaigns: 

Yesterday and Today Drew Pearson and Robert S.Allen 
“| Prefer Men” Helena Huntington Smith . 
“I'm All for Women” Henry F. Pringle 
Runs, Hits and Errors of the New Deal Raymond Moley 
After Breaking into Society Helen Newport 

FOUR SPECIAL FEATURES 
The Good Earth Ogden Nash 
Redbook’s Picture of the Month H. N. Swanson 
The Garden of Marlene 
Discussing a Dorothy Parker Script? 
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The Real School Angelo Patri 
Redbook’s School Department 
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“If you want 
the truth— 
—go to a child.” And 
the old saying is certainly 

true, isn’t it? 

Here was the case of a 
young woman who, in 
spite of her personal charm 
and beauty, never seemed 
to hold men friends. 

For a long, long time 
she searched her mind for 
the reason. It was a tragic 
puzzle in her life. 

Then one day her little 
niece told her. 

* * * 

You, yourself, rarely know 
when you have halitosis (unpleas- 
ant breath). That’s the insidious 
thing about it. And even your 
closest friends won’t tell you. 

Sometimes, of course, halitosis 

comes from some deep-seated or- 
ganic disorder that requires pro- 
fessional advice. But usually— 
and fortunately—halitosis is only 
a local condition that yields to 
the regular use of Listerine as a 

mouth wash and gargle. It is an 
interesting thing that this well- 
known antiseptic that has been 
in use for years for surgical dress- 
ings, possesses these unusual 

properties as a breath deodorant. 
It puts you on the safe and po- 
lite side. 

Listerine halts food fermenta- 
tion in the mouth and leaves the 
breath sweet, fresh and clean. 

The entire mouth feels in- 
vigorated,. 

Get in the habit of using Lis- 
terine every morning and night. 
And between times before social 
and business engagements. It’s 
the fastidious thing to do. Lam- 
bert Pharmacal Company, St. 
Louis, Missouri. 

For 
HALITOSIS 
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Among Those Present 

IN REDBOOK NEXT MONT 
W. R. BURNETT 

The author of “LITTLE CAESAR” has 
written for us a complete book-length 
(50,000 words) novel. Timely as the five- 

star final edition of your favorite newspa- 
per, it deals with a very human governor 
who cannot concentrate on his election 
campaign because people interest him 
more than policies, dancing parties more 
than political parties. A”must” novel for all 
those who suspect that there is something 
else to politics besides resounding keynote 
speeches and vainglorious conventions. 

DAVID GARTH 

This extraordinary young man, whose 
meteoric rise to fame is a veritable miracle 
of the publishing world, has written for us 
a romantic novelette (complete in our next 
issue) entitled “THE FLOWER OF FRANCE.” 
It has nothing to do with either France or 
its flowers. It’s as American as the Rocky 
Mountains. 

ZONA GALE 

MARION BAXTER 

TAYLOR 

EDWIN BALMER ai 
FREDERICK VAN Ri! 

They are responsible for our news 
— a glamorous novel of a valiant gif 
was pursued by three men: a fabulo 
successful stock operator, a handsomept 
boy anda penniless missidnary. Begint 
ing it in our next issue. 

ZONA GALE, MARION BAXTER T 
LOR, MORLEY CALLAGHAN, ERN 

POOLE, CLEMENTS RIPLEY, ELEAN 
DeLAMATER, WILLIAM HARD, HEN 

VAN LOON, DREW PEARSON and RO# 

S. ALLEN, OGDEN NASH, and others. 12 

will be short stories, articles and 94 
features— 

While AGATHA CHRISTIE, MILA 

CRAM and MAZO DE LA ROCHE 
bring to you the further installmens 

their continued novels. 

Tomorrow s exciting literary events are in 

REDBOOK 

SiS Pepe, me ee a we 



For the ‘tiist Time — 

"t= THE 6 Greatest Novels .: 
ANATOLE rance 
RCtA .> 

~ 

’ Complete in ONE VOLUME 
To New Members of 
the Literary Guild 

be 
' 

REVOLT OF THE ANGELS «+ THE RED LILY 
THAIS « CRIME OF SYLVESTRE BONNARD 
THE GODS ARE ATHIRST - PENGUIN ISLAND 

All in One 1200 Page Volume! 
An Extraordinary $5 Value! 

An amazing gift to you from the Literary Guild! The six most enter- 
taining, most enduring novels of Anatole France in one volume— 
France, master of satire, genius of droll adventure, unashamed por- 
trayer of human emotions—and giant among literary immortals! 1200 
pages of sheer delight—-PENGUIN ISLAND, greatest satire of 
modern times—mock history of mankind that set a world laughing at 
its own follies; THAIS, famous romance of the monk Paphnutis, and 
the exquisite courtesan from Alexandria; THE CRIME OF SYL- 
VESTRE BONNARD, tender, ironic story of the lovable old scholar .and his 
female ward—the novel crowned by the French Academy; REVOLT OF THE 
ANGELS, hilarious tale of the strangely un-angelic angels who descended into 
the lives of mortals with upsetting results; THE RED LILY, one of the most 
moving and brilliant love stories of modern times that probes the very depths of 
a woman’s soul; and THE GODS ARE ATHIRST, masterpiece of historical 
fiction, portraying the human side of the French Revolution. 

If you bought these novels separately you would pay $2.50 for each one of them 
—$15.00 for all. Now all six have been put into ONE--beautiful volume, with 
FRANK.C..PAPE’S famous drawings and decorations. An extraordinary value 
at $5, this Edition Fleur-de-Lis, made exclusively for the Guild, will be sent you 
absolutely FREE of cost if you accept Guild membership now. 

GUILD MEMBERSHIP is free! 
THE GUILD provides the most com- rint you wish at the publishers’ price. 

plete, economical and convenient book However. if you do not want any book that 
service in the country. It selects for you month, you are not obligated to take any. 
tach month an outstanding new book be- You may buy as few as four books within 
fore publication. a year to enjoy all advantages of mem- 
_ “Wings’”—a sparkling, illustrated little bership. 
—— sent free each month to mem- 

Eiplow we piven of the ula cares YOu Save Upto 50°/o Jsomep k selection and recommendations. It is 
. a guide to the best reading and is invalua- Qutstanding of all advantages of Guild 

Begin ¢ +} “a one who wants to keep up to membership, particularly at this time, is 
ae he e new books. “Wings” contains the saving in cost of books. Remember, 
i omplete review of the forthcoming se- Guild savings are not merely fractional 
ection made by the Editors, and a descrip- savings. When you can get a $3.00, $4.00 

=e the author, as well as several illus- or $5.00 book for only $2.00, you can see 
XTER T eo pertinent to the book. The maga- at once that your book bills can be cut in 

dy sent to members one ith in ad- half, and that you can afford to buy more 
NJ, ERN2 so they may decide forehand books you are most anxious to read this 
Ny thei ler or not the selected book will be to way than under any other plan. 
ELE it liking. 

If you want the Guild selection for th t igi 
month, you pay only $2.00 for it (plus a FREE ““BONUS BOOKS” | tee 

), EN few cents carryi ' ‘ ying charges), regardless of 
' the retail price T i ° ’ and ROE Giie'seleclions rage froctae so prise pen TWICE A YEAR FREE: Anatole France's Novels 

hers. you do not want the Guild selection, The poguies new BONUS plan gives thou- THE LITERARY GUILD OF AMERICA, DEPT. one 
ne othe you may take your choice from fort sands of members an additional NEW book 906 Gadicen Avenue, Now York 

d ened Tr outstanding books recommended saab every six months, ABSOLUTELY FREE. ‘ . 
an _ by the Guild, or the Guild will de- Full details of this — plan will be Mareil me without cherge ao a member of the Literary Quite 

» Postage prepaid, any other book in sent to you upon enrollment. Magexine “WINGS ” and all other membership privileges 
It is understood that I will ppemace a minimum of cout heabe 

« F wil e the duile 

SUBSCRIBE NOW ° caat'évne "ae PE ES he 
2 o ot ec s increase rice of Guild 

7 GREATEST NOVELS PREE andy nn Be Ag ng ‘In consideration ‘a ry acre 

a eneet: you buy only the books you want and you may accept as few France's’ Six Greatest’ Novels: complete in One Volume. 
‘our books a year. The Guild service starts as soon as you send the coupon. ; 

iy Present special offer gives you Anatole France’s Greatest Novels absolute- ume 
ree. This book will come to you at once, together with full information Address 

~ the Guild Service and special savings, and the . _ ‘d’s sensational new “a a 

s are ip Bonus Book plan. 
Occupatior 

’ IL T H E Cc Oo U he Oo N ona 5 E N D N Oo M oO N EY Canadian Subscribers write direct to the Literary Guild in 
Canada, 388 Yonge St., Toronto, Canada 



““Heigh Ho Everybody! This is Rudy Vallee and Company!” Big-time vaudeville 

on the air... directed by radio’s master showman. A program studded with stag 

of stage and screen... and, more important, a prografh which constantly makes 

new stars for radio! When you hear this great variety show with a High-Fidelity 

Philco 116X . . . you hear every singer, every dramatic episode, every comedy interlude as clearly, 

as vividly as if you were in the studio! And with Philco you enjoy the same thrilling sensation of 

being at a ringside table when you listen to Don Bestor’s Orchestra . . . or seemingly find yourself 

escorted to the front row to hear-one of the presidential candidates. What does Europe think of 

political developments in America? Through the Philco Foreign Tuning System you can tune in 

London for the British reaction ... get the continental viewpoint from a news summary from Mad 

rid. All important foreign stations are named and located on the 1937 Philco Spread-Band Dial 
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The Philco Foreign Tuning System enables you to tune for- 
eign stations*by name! Berlin ... London... Paris... Japan... 

and a host of other foreign stations are named, located and spread 
six times farther apart on the Philco Spread-Band Dial. And by 
automatically tuning the Philco High-Efficiency Aerial as you tune 

the set .. . the Philco Foreign Tuning System more than doubles the 

number of overseas stations you can get and enjoy. See the classified 

telephone directory for your Philco dealer. Buy, if you choose, on 

the Philco Commercial Credit Easy Payment Plan. © 

PHILCO 116X DeLUXE* 

Automatic Tuning of favorite American stations! Like dialing* 
telephone . . . but quicker and easier. One twirl of a dial cunes the 
stations you want with unfailing precision. True High-Fi ) 

Tone-... with “boom” eliminated by Acoustic Clarifiers .. a0! 

p aa | L ( O every note brought up to ear level by the famous Philco Inclined 
Sounding Board. Five Spread-Band Tuning Ranges cover al 
that’s interesting in the airat home andabroad. $195 (Lessaem® 

A Musical Systran “cn Of KQhua lily *Sold only with Philco High-Efficiency Aerial 

to insure greatest foreign reception. 
PHILCO REPLACEMENT TUBES IMPROVE THE PERFORMANCE 

OF ANY RADIO ... SPECIFY A PHILCO FOR YOUR AUTOMOBILE FIFTY-TWO MODELS $20 TO $600 



IN_TLUNE 

het and Muni, Rainer and Muni, 

we see them velly soonee. 

flom Amelica, one flom Austlia; 

be Chinese labor costlier? 

ay, Paul! Hoolay, Luise! 

show China how play Chinese! 

— Ogden Nash 

THE GOOD EARTH 

HE girl on the photograph above looks more Chinese than any in- 
habitant of China, and yet she is no more Chinese than you or I. 

She happens to be an Austrian. Her name is Luise Rainer. You will 
hear a lot about her when the good M-G-M people release their screen 
version of Pearl S. Buck's "The Good Earth.” Rainer plays the part of 
O-lan, the wife of Wang Lung. And as for Mr. Wang Lung, he is none 
other than our old friend Paul Muni, habitat New York and Hollywood. 



Above—Anita Louise as Maria (Anthony's heart- 

broken mother). Below—Fredric March as Anthony 
Adverse, and Steffi Duna as his exotic enchantress. 

E folks in He 
wood are gett 

to the point 
we are more than fa 

tired when we hears 
important literary prope 
damned for being “narrati 

instead of “dramatic,” 
therefore of less value asa 

matic fodder. “AnthonyAdve 
as it is unrolled by the Brot 
Warner, is just magnificent 1 

tive— but it never fails to hold 
interest. It stands as a period spec 

depending almost entirely on on 
bust character, played to the hit 

Fredric March. And if it isn’t dram 
then I'm ready, willing and able to eat 

straw derby of this past season— withal 
cream and sugar, please. 
In its twentieth printing, sales of the! 

by Hervey Allen are reported to have excet 
the half-million mark during the two yearsi 
peared on the lists of best-selling fiction. 
know, it took Allen four years to write! 
million words; it took Hollywood four mé 
to adapt it to the screen. To Scenarist Shen 
Gibney and Director Mervyn LeRoy fel 
herculean task of translating just a part 
Don't expect the proceedings to follow the! 
closely; then you won't be disappointed 
you find it deletes long passages and stops 
short of the end of the story. And as! 
the book let him off without having to 

his mistress. But (ha-ha) the Hays office 
that up good! 

Stockholders of the company may find 
cheer in knowing there is enough left o* 
make two more pictures of the same leng 



Director LeRoy in- 

d the whole pro- 
Wings be pictorially 
lent, and I'm afraid he 

his way and got two 
everything. The man 
» has turned out such 
tly different box-office hits 
‘Little Caesar," "Five Star 

* and "Tugboat Annie,” in 
picture not only has a sure 

bon the necessary heavy dra- 
ics, but also lends a feather-tick- 
touch in a few scenes for what 
lightness the show possesses. I 
my moth-eaten beret and salute the 

by carriage, with golden spokes shin- 
in the sunlight, as it flashes past my 

. Yep, he’s done it again! 
ome audiences may wish, as I did, that 
had been more humor; but after all, ad- 

lure in the Eighteenth Century was a pretty 
stand lusty business. Our friend Mr. Adverse 

ta life which permitted of very little time 
), according to this film, which takes him 

ay round the world: 

) rambling and complex on the surface, the 
ory really has a very simple flow and di- 

mess. Anthony was born of a love-affair be- 
in an Irish adventurer and the young bride 
Spanish nobleman, who was what the boys 

te back room would call a heel. Left at a 
t in Leghorn, he was apprenticed as a 

ng boy to a merchant who was in reality 

grandfather. Scenes of his boyhood move 
antly around an early attraction he has for 

ela, child of the household's cook. Married, 
weedto goto Havana (Please turn to page 81) 

Above—Fredric March as Anthony Adverse, and Olivia 
de Haviland as Angela. Below—Claude Rains as Don 
Luis, and Louis Hayward as Dennis (Anthony’s father). 



THE GARDEN OF MARLENE 

T used to be known as the Garden of Allah, but now that 
Dietrich has been drafted to play the part of Mr. Hichens ® 

ine, we may just as well forget about Allah and concentratt 
Marlene. As Dietrich goes, so goes the country. 



DISCUSSING A DOROTHY PARKER SCRIPT? 

Mr. Alan Campbell and Mrs. Campbell (Dorothy Parker). Poetess 
and wit, book-reviewer and dramatic critic, Dorothy said good-by to 

Mhattan when she succumbed to the charm of Hollywood's climate 
i dollars. Both she and her husband are writing for the movies now. 
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PRESIDENTIAL CAMPAICNG, 

by a candidate for President of the United States 
was that of William Jennings Bryan in 1896. In 

a period of three and one-half months, Bryan traveled 
18,009 miles, spoke in twenty-five States and addressed 
4,800,000 people. In order to do this, he went through 
a routine which would have sent a man of less robust 
health to his grave. He slept only three or four hours 
at a time, usually fully clothed on a cot in his cam- 
paign car, and left orders that he was to be awakened 

Pirvec the most strenuous campaign ever waged 

YESTERDAY AND TODAY. 

Wide World Paes 

whenever a group wanted to see him. No cou 
crossroads where a few hundred people were gate" 
was too insignificant for Bryan to visit, and no™ 
of the night was too late for him to step out upom 
speaker's stand illuminated with gasoline torches, 
harangue the crowd of farmers who had driven a@® 
the prairies to hear him. 

The campaign of ‘96 probably set the high 
mark of activity on the part of any one candidate. 
one has equaled it since. Also it (Please turn to pat 

addressing | 

paign of 18% 

Lirgiigr 



OF DEL MONTE AND PALM SPRINGS 

Mrs. Wiii1aM I. Hotiincsworts, Jk.—popu- 

lar Californian who adds a vivid note to the 

social life of Washington, New York, London. 

She was educated abroad, and made her début 

when presented at the Court of St. James. 

pe OF MRS. WILLIAM I. HOLLINGSWORTH, JR. 

<a. 

’ “OUR GUESTS KNOW FINE TOBACCOS AS WELL AS 

eS 

FINE FOODS AND PROPER SERVICE” 

In Victor Hugo’s Charming Garden Room, Camels Are 

“The Outstanding Favorite!” 

Vietor Hugo’s is Paris in Los Angeles! Here 

Hugo himself, managing owner, personally 
Welcomes the world of society and of Holly- 

Wood to the delights of good eating and good 

digestion. When diners pause to smoke their 
Hugo himself gives the nod of ap- 

Proval. “Our guests know fine tobaccos as 

well as fine foods and proper service,” he 

says. “They have made Camels the out- 

standing favorite here.” Camels help to give 

one that delightful sense of having dined 

well. Try Camels. Enjoy their delicate 
fragrance and mellow taste. Camels open 

up a new world of pleasure, where mildness 

and rare flavor reign supreme. They set 
you right—and never get on your nerves! 

FOR DIGESTIONS SAKE...SMOKE CAMELS 

...-the swimming at Pebble 

Beach...Los Angeles for late parties...tai- 

lored clothes...swing music...Santa Anita 

for the races...the contemporary American 

themes in painting ...lapis lazuli... Parma 
violets...dining at Victor Hugo’s—a Came! 

between the entrée and the salad ... coupé 

au marrons...Camels again...and to top off 

—amusing savouries, in the English man- 

ner. “How natural it is to smoke Camels 
between courses and after dining,” says 

Mrs. Hotuincswortu. “They are so deli- 

cate in flavor, so delightfully mild. Camels 
stimulate my taste, really aid digestion.” 

Among tthe many 

distinguished women of society who 

appreciate Camel's costlier tobaccos: 

MRS. NICHOLAS BIDDLE, Philadelphia 

MISS MARY BYRD, Richmond 

MRS. POWELL CABOT, Boston 

MRS. THOMAS M. CARNEGIE, JR., New York 

MRS. J. GARDNER COOLIDGE, II, Boston 

MRS. ERNEST pw PONT, JR., Wilmington 

MRS. CHISWELL DABNEY LANGHORNE, Virginia 

MRS. JASPER MORGAN, New York 

MRS. LANGDON POST, New York 

MISS LUCY SAUNDERS, New York 

MRS. BROOKFIELD VAN RENSSELAER, New York 

MISS ROSE WINSLOW, New York 

© 1926, R. J. Reynolds Tobacce Co., Winsten-Salem, N.C 

COSTLIER TOBACCOS! 

CAMELS ARE MADE FROM FINER, MORE EX 

PENSIVE TOBACCOS... TURKISH AND DOMES 

TIC... THAN ANY OTHER POPULAR BRAND 
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PRESIDENTIAL CAMPAIGNS 
YESTERDAY AND TODAY 

by a candidate for President of the United States 
was that of William Jennings Bryan in 1896. In 

a period of three and one-half months, Bryan traveled 
18,009 miles, spoke in twenty-five States and addressed 
4,800,000 people. In order to do this, he went through 
a routine which would have sent a man of less robust 
health to his grave. He slept only three or four hours 
at a time, usually fully clothed on a cot in his cam- 
paign car, and left orders that he was to be awakened 

Pree the most strenuous campaign ever waged 

i 

Wide World 

whenever a group wanted to see him. No cow 
crossroads where a few hundred people were gatit 
was too insignificant for Bryan to visit, and no™ 
of the night was too late for him to step out upo 
speaker's stand illuminated with gasoline torches, 
harangue the crowd of farmers who had driven # 
the prairies to hear him. 

The campaign of ‘96 probably set the high 
mark of activity on the part of any one candidate 
one has equaled it since. Also it (Please twm top 
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Mrs. Wiiu1aM I. HoLtincswortn, JR.—popu- 

lar Californian who adds a vivid note to the 

social life of Washington, New York, London. 

She was educated abroad, and made her début 

when presented at the Court of St. James. 
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OF DEL MONTE AND PALM SPRINGS 

pw OF MRS. WILLIAM I. HOLLINGSWORTH, JR. 
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"OUR GUESTS KNOW FINE TOBACCOS AS WELL AS FINE FOODS AND PROPER SERVICE” 

In Victor Hugo’s Charming Garden Room, Camels Are 

“The Outstanding Favorite!” 
‘OU VJ 

Victor Hugo’s is Paris in Los Angeles! Here 

athe Hugo himself, managing owner, personally 

welcomes the world of society and of Holly- 
Wood to the delights of good eating and good 

igestion. When diners pause to smoke their 

Camels, Hugo himself gives the nod of ap- 
Proval. “Our guests know fine tobaccos as 
well as fine foods and proper service,” he 

g%e 

says. “They have made Camels the out- 

standing favorite here.” Camels help to give 
one that delightful sense of having dined 

well. Try Camels. Enjoy their delicate 

fragrance and mellow taste. Camels open 

up a new world of pleasure, where mildness 

and rare flavor reign supreme. They set 
you right—and never get on your nerves! 

FOR DIGESTIONS SAKE...SMOKE CAMELS 

...the swimming at Pebble 

Beach...Los Angeles for late parties...tai- 
lored clothes...swing music...Santa Anita 

for the races...the contemporary American 

themes in painting ...lapis lazuli... Parma 

violets...dining at Victor Hugo’s—a Came! 

between the entrée and the salad ...coupé 

au marrons...Camels again...and to top off 

—amusing savouries, in the English man- 

ner. “How natural it is to smoke Camels 
between courses and after dining,” says 

Mrs. Hotiincswortn. “They are so deli- 

cate in flavor, so delightfully mild. Camels 

stimulate my taste, really aid digestion.” 

Among ithe many 

distinguished women of society who 

appreciate Camel's costlier tobaccos: 

MRS. NICHOLAS BIDDLE, Philadelphia 

MISS MARY BYRD, Richmond 

MRS, POWELL CABOT, Boston 

MRS. THOMAS M. CARNEGIE, JR., New York 

MRS, J. GARDNER COOLIDGE, II, Boston 

MRS. ERNEST pw PONT, JR., Wilmington 

MRS. CHISWELL DABNEY LANGHORNE, Pirginia 

MRS. JASPER MORGAN, New York 

MRS. LANGDON POST, New York 

MISS LUCY SAUNDERS, New York 

MRS. BROOKFIELD VAN RENSSELAER, New York 

MISS ROSE WINSLOW, New York 

© 1996, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., Winston-Salem, N.C 

COSTLIER TOBACCOS! 

CAMELS ARE MADE FROM FINER, MORE EX 

PENSIVE TORACCOS ... TURKISH AND DOMES 

TIC... THAN ANY OTHER POPULAR BRAND 



“Camay is 

“ 1s 1s Mrs. Brown; says she. And 
even over the telephone you sense 

her charm and beauty. When she 
laughs at you with her blue-violet eyes, 
and you catch a glimpse of her mem- 
orable profile, you know that here is 
one of the world’s most engaging girls. 
Her skin? ... Just like everything else 
about her—lovely as can be. “And 
that;’ says she, “is the Camay touch: 

You, too, will find Camay’s touch so 
close to magic that at first you won’t 
believe your eyes. Always gentle, for- 
ever mild—Camay’s lather is surpris- 

THE SOAP OF 

cauly 

ingly active. Those fragrant, tiny bub- 
bles work right down, like little busy- 
bodies, into every crevice of your skin 
—a gentle, thorough, complete cleans- 
ing—the kind you should give your 
skin every day. 

hid” 
SAYS THIS LOVELY NEW YORK BRiD: 

my most important 

Camay’s perfect skin care is based @ 
the simple, sensible idea of mildnes 
Tested for mildness against the leading 
beauty soaps in laboratories and @ 
women’s skin—the result was always 

the same. Camay was mildest of al 

definitely, provably milder. 
Begin today to find new skin clarity 

new youthful freshness—by ordering 

at least a half-dozen cakes of Cam#} 
Then watch your skin, feel your skit, 
grow lovelier...Of course you 
that Camay’s price is very low. 

Camay is called Calay in Canads 

BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 

II 
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| MURDER 
in the 

MEWS 
by 

AGATHA CHRISTIE 

“I SEE WHAT YOU 

MEAN,” SAID JAPP. “IT 

LOOKS AS THOUGH 

SHE'S HOLDING IT= 

BUT SHE ISN'T.” 

(pitted 

1 

ing The mighty 

2 legions of 

* Mrs. Christie's 

readers will be 
&” 

sure to cheer 

arene TS this superb 
+e mystery story. 



ENNY for the Guy, sir?” 
A small boy with a grimy 

face grinned ingratiatingly. 
“Certainly not!” said Chief 

Inspector Japp. “And look 
here, my lad—” 

A short homily followed. 
The dismayed urchin beat a 
precipitate retreat, remarking 

briefly and succinctly to his youthful friends: 
“Blimey if it aint a cop all togged up!” 
The band took to its heels, chanting the incantation: 

Remember, remember 

The fifth of November 

Gunpowder treason and plot 

We see no reason 

Why gunpowder treason 

Should ever be forgot. 

The Chief Inspector’s companion, a small elderly man 
with an egg-shaped head and large military-looking mus- 
taches, was smiling to himself. 

“Trés bien, Japp,” he observed. “You preach the 
sermon very well! I congratulate you!” 

“Rank excuse for begging; that’s what Guy Fawkes 
Day is!” said Japp. 

“An interesting survival,” mused Hercule Poirot. “The 
fireworks go up—crack-crack—long after the man they 
commemorate and his deed are forgotten.” 

The Scotland Yard man agreed. 
“Don’t suppose many of those kids really know who 

Guy Fawkes was.” 
“And soon doubtless there will be confusion of thought. 

Is it in honor or in execration that on the 5th of Novem- 
ber the feu d’artifice are sent up? To blow up an Eng- 
lish parliament, was it a sin or a noble deed?” 

Japp chuckled. 
“Some people would say undoubtedly the latter.” 
Turning off the main road, the two men passed into 

the comparative quiet of a mews. They had been 
dining together, and were now taking a short cut to Her- 
cule Peirot’s flat. 

As they walked along, the sound of squibs was still 
heard periodically. An occasional shower of golden rain 
illuminated the sky. 

“Good night for a murder,” remarked Japp with pro- 
fessional interest. ‘Nobody would hear a shot, for in- 
stance, on a night like this.” 

“Tt has always seemed odd to me that more criminals 
do not take advantage of the fact,” said Hercule Poirot. 

“Do you know, Poirot, I almost wish sometimes that 
you would commit a murder.” 

“Mon cher!” 
“Yes, I'd like to see just how you’d set about it.” 
“My dear Japp, if I committed a murder, you would not have 

the least chance of seeing how I set about it! You would not even 

be aware, probably, that a murder had been committed.” 
Japp laughed good-humoredly and affectionately. 
“Cocky little devil, aren’t you!” he said indulgently. 

AY half-past ten the following morning Hercule Poirot’s tele- 
phone rang. 

“Allo? ’Allo?” 
“Hullo, that you, Poirot?” 
“Oui, c’est moi.” 
“Japp speaking here. 

through Bardsley Gardens Mews?’ 
“Ves?” 

“And that we talked about how easy it would be to shoot a 
person with all those squibs and crackers and the rest of it 
going off?” 

“Certainly.” 
“Well, there was a suicide in that mews—at No. 14. A young 

widow—Mrs. Allen. I’m going round there now. Like to come?” 
“Excuse me, but does some one of your eminence, my dear 

friend, usually get sent to a case of suicide?” : 

Remember we came home last night 
’ . 

Copyright, 1936, by The McCall Company (Redbook Magazine). All mghts reserved. 

A POLICE CONSTABLE DID HIS BEST TO KEEP BACK 

“Sharp fellow! No, he doesn’t. As a matter of fact, 
doctor seems to think there’s something queer about this. ¥ 

you come? I rather feel you ought to be in on it. 

Japp a 
The 

“Certainly I will come. No. 14, you say?” “Thou 
“That’s right.” ‘Quite 
Poirot arrived at No. 14 Bardsley Gardens Mews almost _ 

ei the same moment as a car drew up containing Japp and 0 

other men. 
No. 14 was clearly marked out as the center of interest 

big circle of people—chauffeurs, their wives, errand-boys, loi 
well-dressed passers-by and innumerable children were drawl 

Miliss Phe 

all staring at Number Fourteen with open mouths and a ii rs - 
nated gaze. a d 

A police constable in uniform stood on the step and did y 
best to keep back the curious. Alert-looking young me@ 
cameras were busy, and surged forward as Japp alighted. 

“Nothing for you now,” said Japp, brushing the newspape 
aside. He nodded to Poirot: “So here you are. Let's get 

They went in quickly; the door closed behind them mee 
found themselves squeezed together at the foot of a lad@ 
flight of stairs. 

A man came to the top of the staircase, recognized Ja? 
said: “Up here, sir.” 
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euRIOUS. JAPP NODDED TO POIROT; THEY WENT # IN. 

Japp and Poirot mounted the stairs. 
man at the stairhead opened a door on the left, and they 

ound themselves in a small bedroom. 
“Thought you’d like me to run over the chief points, sir.” 
‘Quite right, Jameson,” said Japp. “What about it?” 
Divisional Inspector Jameson took up the tale. 
Deceased’s a Mrs. Allen, sir. Lived here with a friend—a 

puss Plenderleith. Miss Plenderleith was away staying in the 
wimtry, and returned this morning. She let herself in with her 

» Was surprised to find no one about. A woman usually comes 
at nine o'clock to do for them. She went upstairs first into 

+ iriend’s room. Door was locked on the inside. She rattled 
ie handle. Knocked and called, but couldn’t get any answer. In 
me end, getting alarmed, she rang up the police station. That 

§ at ten-forty-five. We came along at once, and forced the 
™ open. Mrs. Allen was lying in a heap on the floor, shot 
rough the head. There was a small revolver in her hand—a 
] ; and it looked a clear case of suicide.” 
J@P nodded briefly. 

ere is Miss Plenderleith now?” 
$ downstairs in the sitting-room, sir. A very cool efficient 

» I should say. Got a head on her.” . 
to her presently. I'd better see Brett now.” 

JO ng 

Accompanied by Poirot, he crossed the landing and 
entered the opposite room. A tall, elderly man looked 
up and nodded. 

“Hullo, Japp! Glad you’ve got here. Funny business 
this.” 

Japp advanced toward him. Hercule 
quick searching glance round the room 

It was much larger than the room they had just 
quitted. It had a built-out bay window; and whereas 
the other room had been a bedroom pure and simple, this 
was emphatically a bedroom disguised as a sitting-room 

The walls were silver, and the ceiling emerald green 
There were curtains of a modernistic pattern in silver 
and green. There was a divan covered with a shimmer 
ing emerald-green silk quilt, and numbers of gold and 
silver cushions. There was a tall antique walnut bureau 
a walnut tallboy and several modern chairs of gleaming 
chromium. On a low glass-topped table there was a big 
ashtray full of cigarette stubs 

Poirot sent a 

ELICATELY Hercule Poirot sniffed the air. Then 
he joined Japp where the latter stood looking down 

at the body 
In a heap on the floor, lying as she had fallen from one 

of the chromium chairs, was the body of a young woman 
of perhaps twenty-seven. She had fair hair and delicate 
features. There was very little make-up on the face 
It was a pretty, wistful, perhaps slightly stupid face. On 
the left side of the head was a mass of congealed blood 
The fingers of the right hand weré clasped round a small 
pistol. The woman was dressed in a simple frock of 
dark green, high to the neck. 

“Well, Brett, what’s the trouble?” 
Japp was looking down also at the huddled figure 
“Position’s all right,” said the doctor. “If she shot 

herself, she’d probably have slipped from the chair into 
just that position. The door was locked, and the window 
was fastened on the inside.” 

“That’s all right, you say. Then 
what’s wrong?” 

“Take a look at the pistol. I 
haven’t handled it—waiting for 
the fingerprint men. But you can 
see quite well what I mean.” 

Together Poirot and Japp knelt 
and examined the pistol closely 

“T see what you mean,” said 
Japp, rising. “It’s in the curve 
of her hand. It looks as though 
she’s holding it—but as a matter 
of fact, she isn’t holding it. Any- 
thing else?” 

“Plenty. She’s got the pistol 
in her right hand. Now, take a 
look at the wound. The pistol 
was held close to the head just 
above the left ear—the left ear, 
mark you.” 

“H’m,” said Japp. “That does 
seem to settle it. She couldn’t 

hold a pistol and fire it in that position with her right hand?” 
“Quite impossible, I should say. You might get your arm 

round, but I doubt if you could fire the shot.” 
“That seems pretty obvious, then. Some one else shot her, and 

tried to make it look like suicide. What about the locked door 
and window, though?” 

Inspector Jameson answered this. 
“Window was closed and bolted, sir; but although the 

was locked, we haven't been able to find the key.” 
Japp nodded. 
“Yes, that was a bad break. Whoever did it locked the door 

when he left, and hoped the absence of the key wouldn’t be 
noticed.” 

Poirot murmured: 
“C'est béte, cal” 
“Oh, come now, Poirot, old man, you mustn't judge everybody 

door 
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else by the light of your shining intellect! As a matter of fact, 

that’s the sort of little detail that’s quite apt to be overlooked. 
Doors locked. People break in. Woman found dead—pistol in 
her hand—clear case of suicide: she locked herself in to do it. 
They don’t go hunting for keys. As a matter of fact, Miss 
Plenderleith’s sending for the police was lucky. She might have 
got one or two of the chauffeurs tc come and burst in the door 
—and then the key question would have been overlooked alto- 
gether.” 

“Yes, I suppose that is true,” said Hercule Poirot. “It would 
have been many people’s natural reaction. The police, they are 
the last resource, are they not?” . 

He was still staring down at the body. 
“Anything strike you?” Japp asked. 
The question was careless, but his eyes, fixed on Poirot, were 

keen and attentive. 
Hercule Poirot shook his head slowly. 
“T was looking at her wrist-watch.” 
He bent over and just touched it with a finger-tip. It was a 

dainty jeweled affair on a black moiré strap. 
“Rather a swell piece, that,” observed Japp. “Must have cost 

money!” He cocked his head inquiringly at Poirot. “Something 
in that, maybe?” 

“Tt is possible yes,” 

OIROT strayed across to the writing-bureau. It was the kind 
which has a front flap that lets down. This was daintily set out 

to match the general color scheme. 

There was a somewhat massive silver inkstand in the center, 
in front of it a handsome green lacquer blotter. To the left of 
the blotter was an emerald glass pen-tray containing a silver pen- 
holder, a stick of green sealing wax, a pencil and two stamps. 
On the right of the blotter was a movable calendar giving the 
day of the week, date and month. There was also a little glass 
jar of shot, and standing in it a flamboyant green quill pen. 

Poirot seemed interested in the pen. He took it out and looked 
at it but the quill was innocent of ink. It was clearly a decora- 
tion—nothing more. The silver penholder with the ink-stained 

nib was the one in use. His eyes strayed to 
the calendar. 

“Tuesday, November 5th,” said Japp. “Yes- 
terday. That’s all correct.” 

He turned to Brett. 
“How long has she been dead?” 
“She was killed at eleven thirty-three yes- 

terday evening,” said Brett promptly. 
Then he grinned as he saw Japp’s surprised 

face. ’ 
“Sorry, old boy,” he said. “Had to do the i 

super-doctor of fiction! As a matter of fact, 
eleven is about as near as I can put it—with 
a margin of perhaps an hour either way.” 

“Oh! I thought the wrist-watch might have 
stopped—or something.” 

“It’s stopped, all right; but it’s stopped at a 
quarter past four.” 

“And I suppose she couldn’t have been killed 
possibly at a quarter past four?” 

“You can put that right out of your mind.” 
Poirot had turned back the cover of the 

blotter. 
“Good idea,” said Japp. “But no juck.” 
The blotter showed an innocent white sheet 

of blotting-paper; Poirot turned over the 
leaves, but they were all the same. | 

He turned his attention to the wastepaper 
basket. 

It contained two or three torn-up letters 
and circulars. They were only torn once, and 

were easily reconstructed. An appeal for 
money from some society for assisting ex-serv- 
ice men; an invitation to a cocktail party on 
November 3rd; an appointment with a dress- 
maker. The circulars were announcements of 
a furrier’s sale, and of imports at a dress-shop. 

3 = ; 

“Nothing there,” said Japp. 
“No. It is odd,” said Poirgt. 
“You mean they usually leave a letter when it’s suicide?” 
“Exactly.” 
“In fact, one more proof that it isn’t suicide!” 
He moved away. d 
“Tll have my men get to’ work now. We'd better 95 q 

and interview this Miss Plenderleith. Coming, Poirot?” 
Poirot still seemed fascinated by the writing-bureay ang 

appointments. 

He left the room; but at the door, his eyes went back o 
more to the flaunting emerald quill pen. 

Chapter Two 

T the foot of the narrow flight of stairs a door gave admis 

to a large-sized living-room—actually the converted stabs 

In this room, the walls of which were finished in a roughes 
plaster effect, and on which hung etchings and woodcuts 
people were sitting. 

One, in a chair near the fireplace, her hand stretched oy 
the blaze, was a dark efficient-looking young woman of twe 

seven or -eight. The other, an elderly woman of ample m 
portions who carried a string bag, was panting and talking 
the two men entered the room. 
“and as I said, miss, such a turn it gave me I nearly dro 

down where I stood. And to think that this morning of 

mornings—” E 
The other cut her short. 
“That will do, Mrs. Pierce. These gentlemen are police 

ficers, I think.” 
“Miss Plenderleith?” asked Japp, advancing. 
The girl nodded. 

“That is my name. This is Mrs. Pierce, who comes in 
work for us every day.” 

The irrepressible Mrs. Pierce broke out again: 
“And as I was saying to Miss Plenderleith, to think that ti 
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HERCULE POIROT LOOKED STRAIGHT AT HER. “WELL= 

abit; t 
door | 
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sing, of all mornings, my sister’s Louisa Maud should have 

, took with a fainting-fit, and me the only one handy; and as ; 7 

4 y fiesh and blood is flesh and blood, and I didn’t think Mrs. 
, gould mind, though I never likes to disappoint my ladies—” 

en ke in with some dexterity: 

- Mite 0, Mrs. Pierce. Now perhaps you would take Inspec- 

“7 Jameson into the kitchen and give him a brief statement.” 

a and i 4VING thus got rid of the voluble Mrs. Pierce, who departed 
back oy ‘talking thirteen to the dozen with Jameson, Japp turned his at- 

jon once more to the girl. ; ; 

tam Chief Inspector Japp. Now, Miss Plenderleith, I 
id like to know all you can tell me about this business.” 

ertainly. Where shall I begin?” 
Her self-possession was admirable. There were no signs of 

admis or Shock, save for an almost unnatural rigidity of manner. 

 MeVou arrived this morning at what time?” 
a think it was just before half-past ten. Mrs. Pierce, the old 
cuts wasn't here, I found— 

that a frequent occurrence?” 
ed out aa Plenderleith shrugged her shoulders. 
f tweglmAbout twice a week she turns up at twelve—or not at all. 
nple pages Supposed to come at nine. Actually, as I say, twice a 
‘ing ik she either comes over queer, or else some member of her 

ss is overtaken by sickness. All these daily women are like 
: a fail you now and again. She’s not bad as they go.” 
ng of qiou've had her long? , 

7 ust over a month. Our last one pinched things. 
Please go on, Miss Plenderleith.” 

solice agg paid off the taxi, carried in my suitcase, looked round for 
| s P. couldn’t see her, and went upstairs to my room. I tidied 

abit; then I went across to Barbara—Mrs. Allen—and found 
door locked. I rattled the handle and knocked, but could 

es ine reply. I came downstairs and rang up the police 
100 

Pardon!” Poirot interposed a quick deft question. “It did 
occur to you to try and break down the door—with the help 

me of the chauffeurs in the mews, say?” 
that th 

aa 

‘sg POSSIBILITY,” HE SAID. “IT MIGHT BE—MURDER.” 
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Her eyes turned to him—cool gray-green eyes. Her glance 
seemed to sweep over him quickly and appraisingly. 

“No, I don’t think I thought of that. If anything was wrong 

it seemed to me that the police were the people to send for.” 
“Then you thought—pardon, mademoiselle—that there was 

something wrong?” 
“Naturally.” 
“Because you could not get a reply to your knocks? But 

possibly your friend might have taken a sleeping-draft or some- 
thing of that kind.” 

“She didn’t take sleeping-drafts.” 

The reply had come sharply. 
“Or she might have gone away and locked her door before 

going?” 
“Why should she lock it? 

note for me.” 
“And she did not—leave a note for you? 

of that?” 
“Of course I am sure of it. I should have seen it at once.” 
The sharpness of her tone was accentuated. 
Japp said: 
“You didn’t try and look through the keyhole, Miss Plender- 

leith?” 
“No,” said Jane Plenderleith thoughtfully. 

In any case, she would have left a 

You are quite sure 

“T never thought 

of that. But I couldn’t have seen anything, could I? Because 
the key would have been in it?” 

Her inquiring gaze, innocent, wide-eyed, met Japp’s. Poirot 
smiled suddenly to himself. 

“You did quite right, of course, Miss Plenderleith,” said Japp 
“I suppose you’d no reason to believe that your friend was likely 
to commit suicide?” 

“Oh, no.” 
“She hadn’t seemed worried—or distressed in any way?” 

“| SESE was a pause, an appreciable pausé, before the girl an- 
swered. 

“No,” she said at last. 
“Did you know she had a pistol?” 

Jane Plenderleith nodded. 
“Yes, she had it out in India. 

kept it in a drawer in her room.” 
“H’m. Got a license for it?” 
“I imagine so. I don’t know for certain.” 
“Now, Miss Plenderleith, will you tell me 

all you can about Mrs. Allen, how long you've 
known her, where her relations are—every- 
thing, in fact.” 

Jane Plenderleith nodded. 
“I’ve known Barbara about five years. I 

met her first traveling abroad—in Egypt, to 
be exact. She was on her way home from 
India. I'd been at the British School in 
Athens for a’bit, and was having a few weeks 
in Egypt before going home. We were on a 

Nile cruise together. We made friends, de- 

cided we liked each other; I was looking at 
the time for some one to share a flat or a tiny 
house with me. Barbara was alone in the 
world. We thought we'd get on well to- 
gether.” 

“And you did get on well together?” asked 
Poirot. 

“Very well. We each had our own friends 
—Barbara was more social in her likings; my 
friends were more of the artistic kind. It 
probably worked better that way.” 

Poirot nodded. Japp went on: 
“What do you know about Mrs. Allen’s 

family and her life before she met you?” 
Jane Plenderleith shrugged her shoulders. 
“Not very much, really. Her maiden name 

was Armitage, I believe.” 
“Her husband?” ~ 
“T don’t fancy that he was anything to 

write home about. (Please turn to page 82 ) 

She always 
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ARJORIE BAIR came out of the 
doctor’s office, into the waiting- 
room. The same three people 

she had left there looked up at her 
quickly. They had been waiting for her 
to come out, so that they could take 
their turn. All the time the doctor was THE FACT," HE SAID. “I 
making his examination, she had thought . CAN'T MARRY. I DAREN'T 
of them now and again—they would be STOP THIS JOB TO HUNT 
so tired waiting. She had waited so FOR A BETTER.” 
long herself. Nearly all her holiday af- 
ternoon had gone into waiting—precious 
day, when she might have been with 
Philip. Philip had wanted her to go 
down the river with him to their little 
island. It was barely spring, but all 
winter there had been fine days when 
they had gone. 

But this was the finest day of all. 
Philip could not understand why she 
could not go. And she had not made 
up her mind whether or not she would 
tell him. So she had pretended to tease 
him, and she said: “I don’t have to tell 
you everything, do I?” And he had 
grown serious and said: “Yes, you do— 
we have to tell each other everything— 
it’s the only surety in love. If we 
don’t tell each other everything, it means 
we are secretly living apart.” But she 
had shaken her head until she saw he 
was really hurt. He was easily hurt, 
Philip was. He had not her free quick 
humor. She had to stop teasing him. 
“It’s a secret just for a few days,” she 
said. 

His face lightened. In a few days he 
would be twenty-six. His birthday fell sen # 
on a Sunday and they had planned for = Z 
weeks that they would go to the island ~ 2. 
and spend the whole day repairing the .* 
little shack they had built, mostly of ee . a 
driftwood from the flood tides. “I'd - i“ 
rather have you with me than any birth- 3 
day present you could give me,” he said. 
He had his arm around her shoulder, his 
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g arm. So she had let him think she was spending the 
buying him a present. .. . 
through, dearie?” the tired woman in the waiting-room 

sy, I wish it was my turn!” She spoke loudly enough 
9 men to hear, but they would not hear. The young 

sallow face looked up from the labor magazine he 
g, and shut it and rose and went into the office. 
men aint as polite as they was,” the woman complained. 

ed at Marjorie piteously. “Is the doctor nice?” she 
med. “I'm awful afraid!” 

=e was picking up her papers. Waiting so long, she had 
almost to finish correcting her arithmetic papers. She 

vy bed early tonight. She would tell Philip, when he 
. t she had a headache. She’d been having headaches 

»it was true enough. “Marjorie, you look all pulled down,” 
Sather kept saying. 
Apc Spring,” she had answered listlessly. . . . + 

hice," she assured the woman. “You needn’t be afraid.” 

a 

The distinguished 

author of that 

epic "The Good 

Earth’ presents a 

truly challenging 

story of civilized 

America today. 

(The doctor had been nice enough, a new doctor who did not 
know her, for of course she could not go to old Dr. MacGrath,,. 
who had always known her. He had been quick and brusque— 
she was glad for his cold clean eyes that had never seen her be- 
fore. “Unmistakable,” he had said. “Too late—three months 
along, I should say. —Next, please,” he had said to the nurse, 
stripping off his rubber gloves.) 

“T’m afraid I'll die!” The woman’s dead gray eyes suddenly 
shone with living tears. She swallowed hard, and blew her nose. 
“Not that I have anything to live for,” she went on, her voice 

broken. “I haven’t anybody—not chick nor child—I always said 
if I’d only had a child!” 

“Yes,” said Marjorie quietly, “it would make a difference.” 
She was drawing on her gloves. She wanted to get out of this sad 
room, where the woman sat waiting to be told she had cancer in 

her breast, where the coughing haggard middle-aged man sat wait- 
ing to be told he had no lungs. His chest was gone, his face the 
color of green clay. But he had not said a word. He had only 
sat coughing that incessant, minute, dry cough. There was not 

even any honest phlegm in him any more—nothing to make a real 
cough. But he said nothing. 
“Maybe the doctor will say it’s only a cyst or something,” she 

said. She must get out into the sunshine. Outside was sunshine. 
She had said brightly to the doctor: “I think I have a cyst or 
something, Dr. Venabel.”’ 

But she knew all the time it was not that. 
The woman shook her head. “I know I have my death in me,” 

she said heavily. “I don’t know why I care—” 



“THE MOST BEAUTIFUL BOY, DEARIE. DON'T YOU WANT 

“I hope not,” Marjorie said, and smiled and went away quickly. 
Death! There were things in life so much worse than death. 
The words came like an echo. Where had she heard them? She 
thought a moment, and ren bered. Her mother had said them 
to a neighbor. They were sitting by the fire that day in Christmas 
vacation, that bright and wonderful day when she and Philip had 
—had—been to the island. She had come into the house at sun- 
set, warm, excited and tranquil, all together. The sky, when she 
shut the door, had been pellucid with the clear cold twilight—not 
a cloud; and there behind the flat western horizon there was a 
long orange bar of sunset. - 

TO SEE HIM?”’... “NO,” SHE SAID. “I WON'T SEE HIM. 

“No regrets?” Philip had asked, staring down at her belot 
opened the door for her. His young, too-sensitive face ws™ 
with waiting for her reply. 

“Glad—glad!” she had said, her face brightly upturned. 
had bent to kiss her quickly. 

“Wife!” he whispered. 
“Husband!” her lips had framed. 
“We are husband and wife,” he had said, binding the 

together. She nodded, and slipped into the hall. Out of 
sitting-room her mother’s voice came flatly: “But I always 
Mrs. Smith, there’s even worse things than death.” 

OO — ————— ——_ 
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she had not stayed to find out what was worse than death. 
Sent straight up to her little room, and shut the door between 

3 mother’s room. Ever since her father died last year, 
iad kept the door open, so her mother would not be lonely. 
ther-was so easily lonely. She was lonely when Marjorie 

¢ m the evenings with Philip. She was lonely all day while 
je was teaching the fifth grade, and Philip was teaching 
and history in the high school. They were lucky to have 
ing in one building, so they could see each other at assem- 

f passing in the halls. Grendon was such a little town. 
sen awiul lonely today, Marjorie,” her mother would say 

ning. “Hasn’t anybody run in?” Marjorie would ask, 
Outside, Philip was waiting. “Let’s walk a little to- 

"before supper,” he had said as they passed each other in 
usion of the children in the hall. 

purse they could not be seen together—not in a little town 
ie Grendon. Besides, if there had been talk of her being 

to Philip, she would have lost her job. That was what 
pression did for girls—kept them from marrying and 

ther babies properly. Philip’s little salary couldn’t pay for 
her too—especially, since he had to send some of it home 
onth to his father, now he was out of work. They had 
it all over so many times: suppose he came and lived in 

e with her mother—suppose they even sold the house. 
no one was buying houses; and anyway, her mother would 
thave been willing to sell the house. It was one of twenty 

like it in a row, but it remained the house her father had 
at last. “Of course my husband left me a home,” her 

always said plaintively to callers, when she was telling 
way he died—so suddenly, a stroke, in the middle of 

lernoon, in the shipping office at the chain-factory. He’d 
ing a lot because his salary was cut. “I’ve left the 

ao you anyway—no mortgage,” he had gasped in a flicker 
tiousness. He had been about to try for a mortgage on it, 
he did not want Marjorie to stop State college, but he 
and so left it free. It was the result of all his years 
So Marjorie left college; and because they had always 

} her in Grendon for a nice girl,—“and a pretty girl,” Mr. 
said, who was the head of the board of trustees,—she 

@ fifth grade. And Philip, because he had a Ph.D., was 
ithe job in the high school that she had really wanted—only 
wld never stop being glad she had not got it, not even 
the salary was quite a lot more. “Quite a little more, 

fean,” Philip always said, smiling wryly. But they agreed it 
§ though some one above had planned them to meet, to fall 

we, to marry—it was all predestined, except they couldn’t 
way to marry, and the depression kept going on after 

yoody said it was over. 
in her little room again, this spring evening, she stared into 

he mirror. She was different now, not the same Marjorie. She 
d of course known these things happened to girls, but to care- 

ss girls who were too free with men. 
i she had always been chary of 
elf. But she had never been in 

We before. No one had ever really 
issed her, even, except Philip. 
At first a kiss had seemed so much 
ough, surely, when it was so 

mich. “I don’t ask anything of you,” 
mullip had said brokenly. “I can’t— 
Maven't anything—only let me love 

” They had kissed each other 
a fumbling breathless first kiss 
Was a promise, a prelude rather 
fulfillment of their need. But 
they had learned, and soon it 

a not enough. When they spent the 
nurs talking of how they could mar- 
ty each other, a kiss, however close, 

tr deep, was not enough. But 
was no way they could marry 

th other... . 
telephone rang, and she heard 

mother call: “Who did you say? 
vh, it’s you, Philip.” Her voice 

me wiry, shrill, up the stairs: 
€, Philip wants you!” She 

up slowly and went downstairs 
i took the receiver: “Yes, Philip?” 

voice came surging over the 
Se, ager, rushing, warm. ‘Mar- 
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jorie, darling, I’m going to take a night off—chuck the themes for 
once! Did you see the little new moon over the river? I'm com- 
ing for you—it’s spring at last!” 

“T can’t, Phil.” 
“What’s the matter?” 
“T have a fearful headache. 
“Headache! Are you sure? I haven’t done something, have I, 

sweetheart? Your voice sounds queer. You aren’t mad at me?” 
“Silly! When you’ve done nothing—nothing at all?” 
“T want to come down.” 
“No, no, darling. I’m going to bed—right away.” 
His voice came disconsolately. “This has been a heck of a 

holiday—not a sight of you all afternoon, and now tonight—” 
“T know—I’m sorry.” 
“T love you, Marjorie.” 
“T love you, Philip, darling—tomorrow under the clock at a 

quarter to nine.” There were so many people thronging the hall 
that they could meet at a quarter to nine, and smile and look 
into each other’s eyes safely. She heard him sigh. 

“Well, if it must be, Margie.” ; 
The telephone clicked. So she had this evening before she 

needed to tell him. She went toward the kitchen. Her mother 
would be expecting her. She was sitting at the sink, peeling 
potatoes. She began at once: 

“Marjorie, where were you this afternoon? Mrs. Rundle was 
over for a while, and she said she saw you go upstairs, and I 
thought you’d be down any minute. It would’ve been nice if you’d 
come in and seen her a minute.” 

“T’m sorry, Mother. I guess I was tired.” She sat down by 
the table. A necessity to speak, to tell what had happened to her, 
rose in her like a gorge. She had to tell. If she told it, it would 
be almost as good as getting rid of it. But before she could speak, 
her mother looked at her shyly. A thick coppery red rose in her 
cheeks, and flooded into the roots of| her dry gray hair. She put 
down the potato she was peeling, and leaned over and took Mar- 
jorie’s hand awkwardly. 

“Marjorie, it came over me this afternoon that I hadn’t sounded 
so appreciative as I might lately—since four father died. I was 
listening to Mrs. Rundle talk—her son don’t send her a penny. 
His wife takes everything he can make. She has to do with that 
little bit of life-insurance Mr. Rundle left. She hasn’t even a 
home like we have. Papa did leave us this home, I always say. 
She has only that one room to call home. I do—I want you 
should know—I appreciate the way you are—your helping me 
and all.” 

Besides, there’s Mother.” 

ARJORIE was miserably awkward, standing with her mother’s 
heavy hand in hers. It felt wet and stiff—a lifeless thing to 

hold. Her hand was used to Philip’s, quick and warm. 
“That’s all right,’ she said wretchedly. “I want to do what 

I ought—” 
But her mother clutched her. “I want you to know—you’re 

all I have to live for, Margie: there 
isn’t anything else. It isn’t just the 
money, I mean—it’s—it’s not having 
anybody but you. If anything was 
to happen to you—” Her mother’s 
voice rose in agitation that threatened 
weeping. 

“Mother, don’t!” She could not 
bear this intimacy between her moth- 
er and herself. She hated it, feared 
it, writhed in it. “Nothing’s going 
to happen to me. I'll always stand 
by you, Mother. You know that— 
I promise you.” 

Her mother seized a dish-towel and 
dabbed at her eyes. “I know it,” 
she muttered. “It’s just that it came 
over me this afternoon when Mrs. 
Rundle was talking, that I hadn’t 
anybody but you.” 

She patted her mother’s shoulder 
quickly. “But you have me, Mother. 
You'll always have me.” She picked 
up a potato, and opened the drawer 
for a knife. “I'll help you. There— 
now forget about Mrs. Rundle, will 
you?” She laughed. “As if you could 
compare a perfectly good daughter 
to that chinless Henry Rundle!” 

Her (Please turn to page 96) 



‘| Prefer Men’ 
says HELENA HUNTINGTON SMITH 

to her husband Henry F. Pringle 

God, they admit it; since I am pressed 
for an answer, I will even confess 

that I prefer them myself. The legend 
that Man is the enemy, the victimizer, the 
wolf prowling around femininity’s door, went 
out with crinoline and whalebones; and I 
am very glad it did, since it must have been 
hard to keep a straight face while pretend- 
ing to believe anything so ridiculous. Can 
you think of a man in your circle of friends 
who would be likely to victimize anybody? 
Neither can I. 

On the contrary, it seems to me perfect- 
ly plain that man is the best friend of wom- 
an. If you wanted to borrow a hundred 
dollars, whom would you ask for it? Why, 
a man, of course. If you asked one of your 
woman friends, she would give it to you, 
all right; but she would accompany the 
loan with a hint that she had a lot of big 

bills to meet on the first of the month, and 
a faintly chilly manner which would say 
more plainly than words that people who 
managed their affairs properly, didn’t have 
to borrow money: the sort of manner which 
would let you know that she never asked 
anyone to lend her a hundred dollars. 

Men are so different. I must say in fair- 
ness to women that as a class, men have 
more money; but besides that, they are so 
touchingly willing to meet a request of this 
nature. They seem to think it is flattering 
to be asked. As for your credit with them, 
they merely assure you that they consider 
you better than a gilt-edged bond, and that’s 
that. 

Sometimes they are wrong, however. I 
owed my husband a hundred and sixty dol- 
lars when I married him; not only did mar- 
riage ruin his chances of being repaid, but 
it was a case of throwing good money after 
bad. 

I like men better than women, because 
they never complain that they are misun- 
derstood by their wives. No matter how 
low the lights or how cozy the conversation, 

there is one subject which has never yet 
come up in my experience, and that is the 
subject of what’s wrong with the little 
woman. This has been true even in cases 
where divorce was just around the corner. 
From all I can gather, the ladies are not 
always so reticent. 

I like men better because the things they 
talk about, on the whole, are more fun than 
the things women talk about. I am always 
a little sorry when the moment arrives at a 
dinner-party for the ladies to leave the gen- 
tlemen at the table, and go into a feminine 
huddle around the living-room fireplace. I 
am sorry, because I know that the boys will 
be discussing the Supreme Court or the 
whys and wherefores of political gossip, or 
the virtues and misdeeds of lawyers (or 
doctors or radio-engineers or whoever their 
colleagues happen to be); and I think all 
those things are amusing. I don’t even ob- 
ject to business—up to a point. 

| ADIES prefer gentlemen. Today, thank But the ladies are so monotonous. They 
talk about interior decoration and _hair- 
dressers and clothes and nursery schools 
and interior decoration and clothes. (Oddly 
enough, men seem to talk about servants as 
much as their wives, if the servants are old 
and cherished stand-bys.) I would be guilty 
of the most terrible affectation if I denied 
that I too love to dive into these fascinat- 
ing subjects. I too get that fanatical glaze 
on my eye when discussing whether fabric 
A looks all right next to curtain B. I too 
utter shrill cries of excitement when I hear 
of another shop offering nineteen-dollar 
dresses that look like ninety. But ye gods, 
ladies, enough is enough! Perhaps you too 
have moments of rebellion when you get 
home. I strongly suspect it. I suspect, in 
fact, that the rest grow as tired of these 
feminine powwows as I do. I know they 
have more in their pretty little heads than 
you would ever guess from their after-din- 
ner conversation. But when they are with 
other women, they don’t bother to let it 
out. Either that, or they are shy. My own 
guess is the second. I think women are 
oddly self-conscious, with other women, 
about any discussion outside of the fem- 
inine commonplaces. 

Perhaps they find it easier to talk to a 
man. I know I do. With another female 
—and am I Telling All!—you are always 
unconsciously on your guard against un- 
spoken disapproval, until you know her 
very well indeed. But with a man, even if 
you have just met him, you assume that 
he has a sympathetic and understanding at- 
titude. You feel, still unconsciously of 
course, that he has been around and knows 
the world, and that it is probably safe to be 
yourself. Of course there are stuffed shirts 
among men, as among women, though I 
think not as many; but you soon learn to 
spot and avoid them, so they needn’t con- 
cern you. 

OR some reason women are worse in 
quantity. I cannot abide lunching with 

more than two at a time, because when four 
or five of the girls get together, they de- 
teriorate into a clucking hen-party. Quite a 
few of them know it, however, and this 
type stays away from such affairs as re- 
ligiously as I do. A feminine lunch of 
three, or better two, can make plenty of 
sense; yet even then when the check comes, 
girls will be girls, and they will squabble 
conscientiously over who owes which a 
nickel, because Laura’s old-fashioned was 
forty cents and Dorothy’s sherry was only 
thirty-five. I admire the male because he 
does not fenagle over such matters. 

But when he goes to the opposite ex- 
treme, I’m not so much impressed with him 
either. I have been on parties, as who 
hasn’t, when splitting a check of, let us say, 
twenty dollars was beneath the masculine 
dignity of two or three great big prosperous 
he-men. They (Please turn to page 74) 



PREFERENCE for women is, ob- 
viously, a peculiarly adult and there- 
fore a very admirable trait. No man 

in whom adolescence lingers has it. Even 
if he honestly likes girls, he dares not re- 
veal it, because of boyhood memories. The 
adolescent remembers that it was then 
considered effeminate to see very much of 
girls. So now he joins clubs where women 
are never, never admitted. He attends 
stag dinners. He sings the glories of being 

a°man’s man. He convinces a lot of peo- 
ple, including himself. 

To me, it is beyond argument that women 
are more fun than men; in this I share 
the tastes of Robert E. Lee and Woodrow 
Wilson, not to mention Harpo Marx. For 
one thing, the dears are much more inter- 

esting to talk to. I am aware that I am 
in danger of contradicting my wife, who 
has been telling why she prefers men to 
women. She has hinted of the stimulating 
gab which must take place when the ladies 
have withdrawn after dinner, and has 
painted a dismal picture of the household 
patter which goes on as the girls balance 
their brandy snifters. But what she is 
really proving is that it’s a mistake to iso- 
late the sexes at social functions. She is 
too modest, in her own right and regarding 
her sex, to realize that the males held 
forth interestingly because the females 
were present. 

I have, of course, heard intelligent con- 
versations in the dining-room, among the 
gentlemen. But usually there are several 
minutes of appalling silence, broken only 
by the squeaking of shirt-fronts as the 
guests rearrange themselves and wish that 
they had not had that second helping of 
souffié. The host bothers himself prodi- 
giously over the cigars and the liqueurs, 
and then, very much like the chairman of a 
public meeting, he fixes some hapless diner 
with his eye. 

“Would it be your judgment,” he asks, 
“that the Administration will be reélected?” 

Worse, the after-dinner divertissement 
may be given over to humorous, so-called, 
anecdotes. But a heavy meal has a curious 
way of dulling the wits of even an excel- 
lent raconteur. So there are two types of 
after-dinner stories: long, interminably dull 
ones, and short, not very rew, dirty ones. 
Everybody laughs uproariously at all of 
them. Nobody ever accepts the invitation 
to “stop me if you’ve heard this one.” 
Everybody drinks a second brandy and re- 
grets it next day. At last the host, in pre- 
tended reluctance, says something about it 
being time to join the ladies. 

Quite often at such sessions I am as- 
sailed for my political beliefs. Now, I 
think they are intelligent enough beliefs, 
and at other times I defend them with 
moderaté success. Any doctor will testify, 
however, that. it is dangerous to argue 
about anything just as one’s digestive juices 
are beginning their important and delicate 
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‘I'm All for Women’ 
answers HENRY F. PRINGLE to his 

wife Helena Huntington Smith 

however, some 

and inaccu- 

labors. Very frequently 
gentleman voices a sweeping 
rate indictment of, let us say, Mayor La 
Guardia of New York. It may be that 
I am known as an ardent supporter of the 
Mayor. I bitterly resent being called upon 
to defend him at a time when the after- 
glow of an excellent dinner is all that I 

want. So I evade it if I can. As soon 
as my host permits, I escape back to the 
ladies. For I know that in their protec- 
ing midst I shall be safe. I can switch 
the conversation to something else, and 
leer at my thwarted adversary, who is too 
much of a dolt to join our discussion on 
books, music, the stage or some other ele- 
gant and elevating topic. 

Innumerable other reasons lie behind 
the fact that women are preferable to men 
as companions. {I admit, of course, that 
the ladies have certain deplorable charac- 
teristics. They are, for example, much 
less orderly than men. Their complete 
imbecility on such matters as bank-ac- 
counts, income-taxes or being on time, is 
not, as they fondly imagine, beguiling and 
attractive. It is just annoying. And there 
is nothing more exasperating than the av- 
erage girl’s inane unconcern as to what 
goes on under the hood of an automobile. 

It never enters her mind to have a car 
greased, or to worry if the engine begins 
to sound like a coffee-mill. She continues 
to drive it until something breaks down, 
and then she grows very indignant, and 
thinks that Mr. Ford or Mr. Chrysler or 
General Motors should give her a new one. 

AM supposed to be talking, however, 
about the virtues of women, not their 

microscopic faults. The faults I have just 
mentioned are, in any event, the kind that 
do not become obtrusive until the woman 
in question has become one’s wife. One 
of the best reasons, not to say the most 
obvious one, for preferring women to men 
is that they are so much better looking 
They add to the beauty of life, and they 
do it with infinite variety. You meet a 
girl at some cocktail party; she looks very 
smart and distinguished in her tailored suit, 
silver fox and indescribable hat. You see 
her at dinner a few nights later, and she 
is an altogether different, and yet equally 
bewitching creature in white satin. She 
looks different from hour to hour each day, 
and from season to season of every year. 

But a man looks about the same, whether 
he wears tails or a business suit. He looks 
just the same, only worse, in a bathing- 
suit. I admit, naturally, that some young 
actor occasionally adds to the decorative 
aspect of a party. But I have not found 
many actors amusing. For that matter, I 
fail to find masculine beauty very interest- 
ing. It’s just a blind spot, I guess. 
Women are more fun than men, because 

they regard trivialities with such wide-eyed 
seriousness. A (Please turn to page 75) 
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that Sir Stephen Curtis received the cable from his sister in 
Montreal announcing his twenty-year-old daughter’s intention 

of marrying a young and penniless Canadian architect. ‘The news 
did not interrupt his present business of transferring to an elegant 
cut-glass decanter, in such a manner that no particle of dust should 
sully its rich purple, the contents of a bottle of Chambertin, whose 
grapes had been gathered in that war-scarred autumn of 1915, which 
had so harshly used the soft vineyards of the Médoc, so generously 
the gold slopes of Burgundy. 

With the caution of a surgeon performing an intricate operation, 
he cut away the red foil capsule, with slow steady pressure withdrew 

I’ was in the cool, low-vaulted cellar of his house in Hampshire 

‘An Object Lesson 
Sparkling sophistication and rich human 
feeling mingle freely in this daring story. 

WAUGH 

the expanding cork; examined. it, sniffed it, nodded hig heal 
provingly. Then; with cradling care, he lifted the witker 
In the mouth of the decanter was a silver funnel; betwem 
basket and the decanter the bulb of an electric-lamp. Gently 
tilted the basket. forward, his eyes fixed upon the bottle, waitin 
the cloud of sediment to reach the neck.- , ¥ 

The instant.that it came, he jerked the bottle back, raising} 
the light. A ghass, more than a full glass; was left. Witha 
he quoted Meredith: “Good wine denies oné the full bottle” 

“Lord Western? like. this,” he thought. Then his atte 
verted to the cable. “I must see if there’s’a westboun 
tomorrow’s sailing-list.” 

“DARLING, IF WE EVER DO 

GET TO BE:CALM AND 

PLACID, YOU'LL LET ME 
DIVORCE YOU, ‘WON'T YOU? 
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There was: from Southampton to New York, at noon. As be- 
fitted one who had worked his way from a junior clerkship to the 

sctorship of six City companies, acquiring on the journey a 
thood for public services, and amassing a capital whose in- 
ional ramifications were of as much concern as profit to the 
ttors of inland revenue, Sir Stephen Curtis was a man of swift 
ons. 
dispatched three telegrams, then walked into the garden. 

> a 

guessed where at this hour of a summer’s day his wife would 
' be: in her favorite corner, sheltered by a box-hedge from the 
wind, in the shade of a vast copper beech, with the lawn stretching 
toward the long many-colored herbaceous border that fringed the 
tennis court; with the low Georgian house faced at its angle of 

est perspective, with the square spire of the village church 
framed between its chimneys. 
_ She was in a hammock reading, curled up against a pile of cush- 
ons, in a frock of flowered muslin, a wide-brimmed floppy hat lying 
upon the grass beside her. One leg was drawn beneath her so that 

knee to instep you could see the slim modeling of calf and 

akle. One arm, bare to the elbow, was crossed behind her head. 
The whole pose was so young, so graceful, that Curtis half checked 
his stride, startled into the recognition of his wife’s extreme at- 
lctiveness. “To think that she’s over forty, that she has grown 
children !”” 
In spite of that start, however, he experienced, as he came across 
lawn toward her, a sense of tautness, of emotional contraction, 
throwing up of defensive barriers. She lifted her head; and 

Ws, there it was: the pucker of a frown between the eyes, the lips 
parted in a peevish petulance, as though she were saying: “Well, 
and what have you come to worry me about?” 

He handed her the cable without comment. 
wel?" 
I'm sailing tomorrow, catching the Mauritius.” 

there any real point to that?” 
twas precisely the kind of answer that he had expected. At no 

Matter What kind of crisis, there was one thing on which he could 
infallibly: her disagreement. She did not oppose him. She 

ea 

af 

CURTIS WAS TO LEARN MUCH 

ABOUT THEM DURING THOSE 

SEVEN DAYS=PRACTICALLY 

ALL THERE WAS TO LEARN 

prided herself on that. “I never interfere with my husband in any 
way.” Yet she contrived invariably to convey the impression that 
he had decided foolishly. . 

“What good do you think you'll do by going?” she continued. 
“T want to see the kind of man he is.’% 
“Do you think you're likely to see eye to eye with Mary?” 
“T can judge men. - I'll know if he’s likely to get anywhere.” 
“Does that matter? Is there any need for him to succeed spec- 

tacularly? Mary’ll have enough money for them both. She needn’t 
marry a careerist.” 

He answered quietly: 
“Tt is not important for him to be a careerist. It is not impor- 

tant for him to succeed spectacularly. At the same time, it is ex- 
tremely important that he should be a practical person of sound 
common-sense. Mary will not be rich. We have two sons. There 
are death-duties. A large part of my income is earned, is derived 
from directorships whose revenue will cease, when I cease. If she 
were to-marry a reckless, spendthrift husband, Mary might find her- 
self in an exceedingly uncomfortable position.” 

He developed: the point; but even as he developed it, he was 
aware that his wife’s attention had begun to wander; it always did. 
She would make her protest, express her disagreement, then lose 

interest while he explained himself. He knew precisely what she 
would say, the moment he stopped. “Well, of course it’s for you to 
decide. You must do what you think best.” Absolving herself of 
responsibility, yet reserving the right to interject at a later date: 
“T never did feel very confident about that.” 

He was right. That, precisely, was what she did say. 
Then, after a pause, as was her wont, she changed the subject. 
“T suppose it is all right, having asked Mrs. Archer to meet Lord 

Western. I don’t know who else we could have had. At the same 
time, I can’t help wondering. . . . If you’d seen the frock she was 
wearing at the Carstairs’ sherry party!” 

[ATE that night Curtis stood at his bedroom window, looking out 
over the moon-drenched garden. It was on such a night, 

moon-drenched in midsummer heat, that Mary had been born. It 
was through such a night twenty-four hours later that he had paced 



know—he himself at this distant date } seep 
half forgotten—the misery through whi from the 

he had passed that night. ~ meme 8 
Suppose she had not lived? It was eet 

question hé had often set himself, He} a 
been, as such things are judged, a faithymmere “95 * 
husband. Yet when he heard friends, gc 
his—contemporaries—discuss the enjgi a 
glements into which they had become i pwake : 
volved, for the most part with shoaee™ = 
women, he had asked himself how my hell it 
that faithfulness was due to Fanny, ang 

how much to the fact that during tho 
middle years when so many men yp 

when | 
.] ” 

swept off their feet by a hungry nostalg; Hieel so fi 
for youth, he had had in his life somethipla™ ‘han 
young and feminine to care for. spitat abou! 

My, but th: 

N his dressing-table were set out thre = 
photographs of Mary: one a snap, us sf 

little girl in pinafore and pigtail, swing’ 
in a hammock under the copper beed ec 
the others were studio portraits, one gf 
them in court dress, with the absurd whit Beever im 
feathers projecting from high-piled hai e certain! 

It was the snap that he picked up. Shewe t 
laughing there, bright-eyed and happy Smoky J 

There was no sign of the pout and fromm. — 
that were suggested though not statedi _. 

the studio photographs. She was so vewmee” t = : 
like her mother. “She must be kept hay Wasn Ag 

py, whatever happens,” he thought. “Niky adh e 

pout, no frown. That’s why I’m crosigfe ft 

the Atlantic, to make certain, to see wale." Bis ' 
He’s feeling 

this young man’s like. If only she canki. : 
kept right through her life as she wasit paren t, | 
that early snapshot.” ybe we 

Sir Stephen Curtis did not believe a 
wasting time. He knew exactly how long 
it would take him to drive from his how 
outside Caringstoke to Southampton. & 
arrived at the ship fifteen minutes afterth 
boat train from London had got in. i 
had taken the largest stateroom that 
ship could offer—on A deck, with a privat 

0h, darling 

h you tl 
n 

4h, sweet— 
was a 

that seeme: 
ep happin 

bathroom. He had brought a large bald, sem 
of papers. He thought, as he followed Ws \oapen 
steward down the corridor: “An hour alg. * ah 2 
a half to lunch. I'll get unpacked i ove 
set out my papers. Half an hour’s wal ary . 
Lunch. Then a long steady afternoon” hhe b a 

As he opened the door of the staterod fought: “1 
he had, however, the sensation of entemig this ship, jt’! 
a Montmartre night-club. _ was | ship, it 
deafening noise, the sound of dance mus : 
the sound of voices, the rattle of ices cong 
glass. It was a full minute before he cou — fo 
realize from the emptiness of his room Ga. weed 
the noise came from an adjoining calag bee 
“You've pretty thin partitions,” he # lee oY 
annoyedly. mi “a th 

The steward was a Frenchman 4 ‘y re : 
shrugged his shoulders in a typical Lai.” Kiy 

gesture. “A cabin ship. What would ya lari _ 

They’re honeymooners, and their fnem vad 7” 

P ——," see them off.” breakfast at 

CURTIS STOOD TRANSFIXED; THESE YOUNG PEOPLE, WHAT- tiie trunk and suitcases Wm ... Kippe 

EVER LAY AHEAD, HAD HAD THIS.... SUDDENLY A CRY stacked against the wall. His heavily load to a> 

CAME, “DADDY!"—AND THERE WAS MARY. brief-case was dragging at his wrist. 3 thet th 

: the noise from the adjoining cabin of . 

; overpowering. upon shine 

the lawn of the suburban garden that had then been their home, “This is no place for me!” he thought. gihearted ri 
believing that Mary would not.live to see the dawn. When he returned two hours later, he was in a better mood. ih was after 

Born in a caul, for thirty hours she had not swallowed. In her had taken exercise; he had lunched well. In the course 0! Ha that 

first bath she had choked herself into a purple fit. A nurse and 
doctor, their nerves shattered by long vigil, had fancied fantastic 
improbabilities: that her throat was ill-formed, that within a few 
hours or so inevitably she must starve to death: Fantastic improba- 
bilities, yet through that long summer afternoon, through the length 
of that short summer night, he had paced the dingy little suburban 
lawn, believing that his daughter would not live. No one would ever 

the head steward had bent over him with the request that at dine : that he ha 
and for the remainder of the voyage he would take a seat att had been 

captain’s table. He appreciated tributes of that kind. He had I, side. a 

crossed the Atlantic in an emigrant steamer, steerage. pions “Oh 
humor was rounded off by the discovery that silence was COMBA: «a, tha 

in the adjoining stateroom. He got busy with his unpacking. A And the 
arranged his papers. He settled down to a solid afternoon. 



worked steadily, for twenty minutes. 

from the other side of the thin par- 

came a sigh, a yawn, and a voice: 

s voice, English, sleepy and low- 

“Darling, are you awake yet?” 

» was another sigh, a yawn. Then 

r voice: drowsy but masculine, and 

Slime unmistakably American. 

WMiwake? Why, sure I am.” 

mt sounds as though I’ve waked 

te hell it does! We're synchronized. 
when you wake, sleep when you 

ad ifeel so fit now.” : 

he More than those others do.” 
iEvat about young Stanley?” 

My, but that boy was plastered!” 

No you remember when he insisted on 
us to that place in Compton 

D ” 

ews that before or after we'd been 
™ out of Charley’s?” 
2 Mowever many places did we get to?” 
os] fe certainly got around.” 
: re was the Savoy, then the Florida, 

Smoky Joe’s—” 
: listen, honey, get this straight: 
i ging to have a headache if you start 

ing that sum out.” 
lasn’t Frank funny, though?’ 

say he was.”’ 
n he used champagne as soda- 

x for his whisky!” 
He's feeling lousy now, I'll bet.” 
fe aren’t, though.” 

ybe we were just too happy.” 
fh, darling, do you think that’s the 

” 

| 

1 

? 

n you think of a better one? I 
” 

ib, sweet—” 
ere was a pause, a sigh, a long slow 

that seemed to come from the heart of 
weep happiness; then the girl’s voice 
ri in, softened and tender now, with the 
jggmnter drained from it. 
Waits your saying things like that that 

kes me love you.” 
n 0 Curtis in his adjoining stateroom 

ty word was as distinctly audible as 
: th he had been actually in their cabin. 
* thought : “Tf I’m to get any work done 

Bilis ship, it’ll have to be in the library.” 

a INVERSATION was still in progress 
yim Whea he came down two hours later 
guage for dinner. It had become less 

mous, more practical. They were or- 
g breakfast. She was hungry, she 
saying; she’d had nothing to eat since 

gat, and that had been hours ago, at 
gery Joe’s. “I tell you what I feel like 
ii ig: Kippers, tea and a boiled egg.” 
umrearily Curtis lifted his hand to his 

chead. 
\ . . -2 

Meakfast at seven-thirty in the eve- 

————E 

that they belonged to that impos- 
of person that is to be found 

upon ships. But the girl’s voice had a well-bred, the man’s an 
mr tearted ring. 
was after eleven when he returned. He was tired. But he 

ted that it would be useless to go below till he was so over- 
that he had only to put his head upon the pillow to fall asleep. 
. had been right. A masculine murmur was coming from the 

St »& murmur punctuated by frequent feminine inter- 
was. “Oh, no, she’d never do that, if she really loved him!” 

Ah, that’s just how I felt the first time you sent me flow- 
and then: “Oh. darling, is that really the way a man feels 

= =. SS 

| 
mt... Kippers, tea, a boiled egg! Who IN THE GIRL'S FACE WAS A LOOK OF ENCHANTMENT FOR 

were these people who changed WHICH NO WORDS EXISTED. SHE RESTED HER HAND ON 
to day? He would have liked to HER HUSBAND'S ARM. “SWEET!’’ SHE SAID 

about these things? I couldn’t bear it if it was.” At first Curtis 
was puzzled. Then he realized the man was reading out loud, the 
girl interjecting her comments. He shrugged. He was in a mood 

to sleep through anything. 

He woke suddenly. He heard the girl’s voice rich and tender: 

“Darling, do you think we'll always feel like this?” 
“This is always. This is everything.” 
“Ah, but I don’t mean that. I mean—you know what I do mean 

Shall we ever get calm and placid? Just friends. Precious, there's 
one thing you’ve just got to promise me.” (Please turn to page 72 ) 
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THE DARK YOUNG MAN SANG, WALKING ABOUT; THE AIR WAS THICK WITH SMOKE. “WHAT A WAY TO SPE 

There's romance, and plenty of 

it, in this scintillating story of 

these charming young people. 

Strange to realize 

that he existed quite independently, and that though he might 
want to see her, he didn’t need her. 

“And I won’t give any advice!” thought Mrs. Holley. 
The train had entered the tunnel; in the dark window she could 

see a reflection of herself, sitting erect and easy, the smart little 

[' was strange, to be going to visit Dennis. 

hat showing her smooth dark hair, streaked with gray. Three 
months since Dennis had been home. ... He had written, of 
course, but his letters told her nothing—only that he had got a 
raise, and had taken an apartment. She wondered how he man- 
aged, all by himself in an apartment. And above everything, she 
wondered what friends he had in New York, and what sort of girls 
he knew. 

The porter took her suitcase down from the rack, and Mrs. Hol- 
ley opened her purse and discreetly looked at herself in a little 
mirror. - She didn’t need any more powder on her nice Straight 
little nose. 

“T wish I weren’t so tired,’ she thought. 
hard to get away.” 

She had tried to plan so that there shouldn’t be that tiring con- 
fusion. She had taken the train that left at noon, so that there 
should be plenty of time for everything. She had been giving final 
directions to the cook, after breakfast, when she caught sight of 
Mildred going off to school without any coat. She had run out on 
the veranda and called after her—really screamed, in that way 
Mildred hated. 

“But it’s always so 

NIGHT 
“Mil-dred! Mil-dred!” 
But Mildred had turned the corner and disappeared. The wit 

was really chilly; Mrs. Holley had sent the chauffeur to the sched fru 
with the girl’s coat, and a polite little note to Miss Dray asking 
she would please remind Mildred to put it on before she left. 
Miss Dray had telephoned at once, using the coat as an excus! 
talk about Mildred’s psychology. Mildred was a most unis 
girl, she had said; they were all very fond of her; but she resist 

Mrs. Holley had said that she herself had never noticed Mud 
resisting. 

An upsetting conversation. And all the time, the cook was )® 
waiting, to tell her that the laundress bought her own soap, 
acids,” the cook said. And then Edward had said he was goig® 
see her off. 

“Don’t bother, dear!” 
busy you are.” 

But after being married to her for nearly twenty-five ym 
Edward still believed that she wasn’t capable of getting on 4! 
by herself. 

At first Edward had been soothing, and then he had gu 
sulky; they had arrived at the station just in the nick of 
And then, as he was hoisting her up the steps of the train, BO® 
up her arm in that way he imagined was helpful, she had been# 
denly conscience-stricken, and had kissed him hard, and 
given her a hug that knocked her hat awry. 

“Enjoy yourself, Lou!” he had said. 

Mrs. Holley had said. “I know ™ 
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N EVENING!” MRS. HOLLEY THOUGHT. “THESE YOUNG PEOPLE HAVE NOTHING BEAUTIFUL=NO ROMANCE” 

LIFE 
He had looked forlorn, standing on the platform... . Mrs. 

Holley’s lunch in the diner, to which she had looked forward, was 
ined by that vision of Edward, and visions of Mildred, tall, cool, 
inking herself a perfectly independent, mature person, and really 
nly seventeen and so dangerously young. She had said she could 
fasily Tun the house for three days. 

“T know how it will be!”” Mrs. Holley thought. “She'll antago- 
uize Anna, with that offhand way she has. There'll never be a 
ecent meal. Mildred thinks of nothing but vitamins. Edward 
on't have enough to eat.” 
Everything would go wrong. Mildred would argue with her 

t,and make him angry. Perhaps Anna would leave. Mildred 
ould catch cold, not wearing a coat. The laundress would ruin 
Verything with those “acids.” 
It was a long time before Mrs. Holley could free herself from 
pundreds of little threads that bound her to her home, and 
y think of Dennis. Even when the train had stopped, in 

rand Central, she had a disturbing feeling that only a part of 
her had come here. : 

-_ she saw Dennis, on the plat form alertly watching the wrong 
_ was impressed by his superb and elegant air. He wore 

~ op tara overcoat and a brown hat turned down in exactly the 
“Oh! Y; he was tall, nonchalant, a very handsome boy. 

ok Hello, Mother!” he said, turning as she touched his sleeve. 
off his hat, bent his tall head and kissed her cheek. Then 

ELISABETH 

SANXAY HOLDING 

by 

he took her arm and hurried her along after the porter who carried 
her bag. 

“How is everything at home?” he asked politely. 
“Very nice,” she answered. 
He hoisted her into a taxi—so much like his father; 

down beside her, at once lit a cigarette. 

“How do you manage about your meals, Dennis?” she 
“T go out quite a lot,” he said 
“T mustn’t be so—housewifely,” 

I should like to know.” 
The traffic was heavy; again and again the taxi was held up; 

and she could not help watching the meter. Even with that raise, 
Dennis couldn’t have much to spare. 
“How is Mil?” he asked indulgently. 
“She’s very busy just now, of course, getting ready for the 

college boards.” 
“College ought to do her good,” said Dennis. “She’s too naive.” 
The meter ticked and ticked; Mrs. Holley was greatly relieved 

when at last the cab stopped before a big apartment-house near the 
East River. She tried not to notice what tip Dennis gave the driver. 

“Tt’s not my business,” she thought. 
Dennis took her bag, with a smile of dismissal for the doorman; 

they got into the elevator, and went up to the third floor, where he 
opened a door with his latchkey. 

“Well! Here you are!” said Dennis, switching on a light. 
“How nice!” said Mrs. Holley, looking at a long, dark room with 

and sitting 

asked 

thought Mrs. Holley. “Only 
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casement windows opening on a _ court. 
There was a sort of dwarf refectory table, 
one armchair, a large couch, and a coffee- 
stand; a very little rug in the middle of the 
polished floor; such a pathetic room, she 
thought, so bare, so gloomy! 

“Did you rent the place furnished?” 
asked. 

“No,” he answered. “This is all my own 
stuff. Now! The bureau’s in here. I 
cleared out a drawer for you.” 

He opened a door and showed her a large 
closet with his clothes hanging in the back 
of it on hangers; there was an electric light 
in it, and a chest of drawers with a bottle 
of bay rum on top. 

“What a wonderful big closet!” 

she 

she said. 

Jllustrated WA 

“It’s a dressing-room,” said Dennis, and 
suddenly made a bed swing out from the 
wall. “This is where I'll sleep, while you're 
here.” 

“It’s a closet!” 

“No windows!” 
thought Mrs. Holley. 

*© AND here,” said Dennis, recrossing the 
living-room and opening another door, 

“here’s the kitchenette.” 
It was another closet, thought Mrs. Hol- 

ley, and even smaller than the other: just 
a tiny sink and a dwarf icebox and an elec- 
tric grill on a shelf, 

“Very cozy,” she said. “You must let 
me cook the dinner tonight in this—fascinat- 
ing little place.” 

ARTN RREN BAUMG 

“T’msgoing to take you out,” said Denas 

“T thought it would amuse you to see gp 
thing different.” 

“It would!” she agreed. “Do we dres: 
He hesitated. 
“Well—what 

he asked. 

“T have a nice black dinner-dress” 
“All right!” said Dennis. “We might 

well, then.” 
“Tf you'll show me my room—” 
“This is it,” said Dennis. “This gui 

turns into a bed. Very comfortable, 9 
clear out now and leave you a clear fej 

Mrs. Holley drew down the shades y 
set about her preparations in haste, [ty 
so queer, to be dressing in a living-roq 

have you brought along 
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so inconvenient too. There was no mirror, 

no dressing-table; she did her hair in the 
bathroom; and when she was entirely ready, 

in the black dinner-dress, she sat down on 
the couch that turned into a bed. She 

culd hear Dennis moving about in that 

doset.... And presently he rapped on 

his door, and came out, in a purple dress- 
ing-gown, hurried across the living-room 
without looking at her, and shut himself 

into the bathroom. 
He was slow about dressing; he always 

ad been. But when he was ready, he was 

ificent. 
“You look nice,” he said. 

dam’ nice.” 
As Mrs. Holley rose, he glanced about 

“You look 

NO ONE WHO SAW THE WAY 
THEY LOOKED AT EACH OTHER 
COULD HELP UNDERSTANDING. 

the room. He saw her street clothes neatly 
laid over the back of a chair, and her shoes 

beside them. He carried them all away, 
and her bag too; he straightened a lamp- 
shade, smoothed out an odd little table- 
cover; he pulled the window shades exactly 
halfway down the windows. 

“He’s proud of this room,” she thought 
and sought hastily for something compli- 
mentary to say. 

“What an—original 

said. 
“Yes, isn't it?” he said, pleased. “Win 

gave me that. She dyed it. She’s pretty 
good at that sort of thing.” 

He took his mother by the arm and put 
her out into the corridor; then he turned 
out all the lights and closed the door, and 
they set out. 

“Another taxi, Dennis?” 
“Don’t worry!” he said grandly. “It’s 

not far. This place I’m taking you—it’s a 
new place. It’s fine now, but it’s bound to 
get better known; and then, of course, it’ll 
be ruined.” 

table-cover!” she 

HE taxi stopped before a delicatessen 
on Sixth Avenue; Dennis helped her 

out, led her across the sidewalk to a dark, 
narrow little hall. 

“Only one flight,” he 
“Take it easy!” 

Mrs. Holley was in the habit of running 
up and down the stairs of her own house 
dozens of times every day; she would very 
much have preferred mounting this flight 
in her own quick fashion. They reached 
the top and entered a smallish room, thick 
with smoke, crowded with tables. 

“If you don’t like the real Italian cook- 
ing,” said Dennis, “I'll order you a steak.”’ 

Mrs. Holley said that she did like Italian 
cooking; and while Dennis ordered, she 
looked about her. 

“No one else seems to be dressed,” she 
observed. 

“Well—sometimes it’s that way,” said 
Dennis. “Anyhow, we'll want to go on 

somewhere else later.” 
Mrs. Holley saw that he was looking for 

some one. He watched the door; he talked 
to his mether in fits and starts. 

“Some girl, of course,” thought Mrs. 
Holley. “He expected to find her here.” 

At last his face lighted; he rose. 
“Ranny!” he said. “Come here a mo- 

ment!” 
She was a handsome girl, tall, with fine 

dark eyes and a clear olive skin; she was a 
little too thin, though. She came to their 
table, unsmiling. 

“Mother, this is Ranny,” said Dennis. 
“I’m awfully glad,” said Ranny, still not 

smiling. “This is a wonderful little place, 
isn’t it?” 

“Sit down and have a cocktail!” said 
Dennis, and she did sit down, and at once 
lit a cigarette. She was wearing a dark 
suit and a small black hat—good clothes, 
grown a little shabby, but worn with dis- 
tinction. Her handsome face looked tired 

“Going to Giulio’s?” asked Dennis. 
She shook her head. 
“I'm practically asleep now,” she said. 

“Are you going to make Dennis a nice long 
visit, Mrs. Holley?” 

She was a well-mannered girl. It was a 
pity that she should look so pale and tired, 
at her age. 

“It’s a wretched sort of life,” thought 
Mrs. Holley. “Not enough sleep—and eat- 
ing in these nasty places.” 

her. reassured 
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Because she thought the dinner here was 
nasty; such watery vegetables, such a tough 
chicken; she didn’t like the coarse table 

cloth, the clumsy china 
“Change your mind, won't you? 

Dennis. 
They looked at each other and smiled 
“Maybe,” said she. 
Is she the girl?” thought Mrs. Holley 

“I hope not. She’s very attractive, but 

Ranny finished her cocktail and rose 
“Thank you, Dennis!” she said That 

helped. I'll surely see you again, Mrs 
Holley.” 

She went to a little table in a corner and 
sat there, smoking. Mrs. Holley waited for 
Dennis to say something about her, but he 
didn’t 

“It might amuse 

’ asked 

you to drop in at 
Giulio’s,” he said. “They've got a fellow 
there—a Cuban. One of these days he'll 
be famous. Then later we can go some- 
where else.”’ 

Again he got a taxi. 
“Dennis!” she protested. 

the subway.” 
“Gala night,” said Dennis. 

to pull your hat down a little. . . 
better.” 

Mrs. Holley was dismayed at the sight 
of this Giulio’s. It was nothing in the 
world but an old-fashioned corner saloon, 
garishly lighted, bleak and ugly. 

“The Scotch here is good,” said Dennis 

“I don’t want anything more, Dennis,” 

said Mrs. Holley. “One cocktail is all I 
ever want.” 

“T’ll order you a créme de menthe,” said 
Dennis. “That wouldn’t hurt a baby.” 

Mrs. Holley didn’t like créme de menthe 
but she accepted it with an air of willing 
ness. Dennis was doing his best to make 
it a gala evening, and she was sorry that 
she was so dull and unresponsive 

“But I don’t like places like this,” she 
thought. “And I wish he didn’t.’ 

There they sat, she with her créme de 
menthe, he with his whisky, and again she 
could see that he was waiting 

“For that girl Ranny?” thought 
Holley. 

“Hail to thee, blithe spirit!” said a voice 
beside them. It was that of a tall, angular 
young fellow with sandy hair and a half- 

humorous, half-cynical face 
“Hello, Mac!” said Dennis 

this is Tom Mackantosh.’ 
“The masked tenor with the flutelike 

voice,” said Mac. “May I join you a few 
minutes, Mrs. Holley?” 

He ordered a rye whisky; and he had 
thought Mrs. Holley, already had quite as 
much whisky as was good for him. She 
had a great distaste for this sort of thing 
but somehow she could not wholly disap 
prove of this Mac. He was so very polite 
to her, with a sort of gentleness beneath 
his raillery. 

“I suppose Dennis brought you here to 
see me,” he said. “Do you still like Dennis, 
Mrs. Holley?” 

“T really like 

“You want 

. That’s 

Mrs 

“Mother 

HE was a little at a loss; she wanted to 
answer lightly and cheerfully; but this 

place, this type of conversation was so 
alien to her. 

“He’s losing all his pretty childish ways,” 
Mac went on. “He— Ah, here’s Win, the 
woman without a heart!” 

Win was pretty, in a way pleasing to Mrs 
Holley—a slim, fair-haired, brown-eyed girl, 
quietly dressed. (Please turn to page 112) 



A glamorous 

novel about 

a spoiled beauty 

who wanted 

to eat 

her cake 

and have it. 

Wings. Over 
The Story So Far: 

a ONIGHT, farewell to mu ay 
the me that knows only m’ skip 
thought Lauralee Curtis as % ne 

dressed for her last party in the yim slap 
Virginia house. “Tomorrow, Ix Laura 
a bride—a wife. I'll be two; » 7 
and another—”’ Rie 

She heard the crunch of wheels it : 
gravel, voices and laughter, abgp ~ 
the thunder that foretold a breway He di 
storm, and went downstairs, whe of ; 

her father waited with Channo-~ie... 
mad, nice Channor, all sleek a age 
right and mocking. whe 

Married to a man of Nich Laural 
Channor’s wealth anc position, se Mr Ct 
go far. She wasn’t in love wi Well.” 
Channor. But what was love, Ta 
how? The party was yay. Tk be ha 
the storm broke, and presently abog P : - ’ roof ov 
the sound of it they heard the d “Stony 
ing of an airplane overhead, 
then another sound, terrifying 
a 

“Stony: 
‘T love 

F Te goi 
Lauralee saw them coming wit Si - it ca 

drive between the parked cars; 7 n'y 
tall, incongruous, drenched figures y. An 
one with blood on his face. She fs 
to the door, so that Stony Gilch 

and young Jack Furne 
Navy aviators who had 

out of gas and mak 
rough forced landing # 

far; but 
daught 
Rosalir 

eLtat in 

for § 
- omin pnt 

the storm—stumbling a, good. 
of the dark and wf » Jack 

steps, had the vision 
some one incredibly lovey , 

Stony’s heart did a nos are 
He’d kept clear of love and Don't 1 

didn’t | because he’d given himself, soul aay 
body, to his job. But—this gil mgg’#” lox 
special. Ti 

“And here,” said Lauralee’s haggy®y, 
“is the one—the one I’ve been ® Take ca 
ing for since I was born.” » Mrs, 

Seven minutes later they "ails read 
dancing—Stony and Lauralee. Ma con 

An hour later he caught her I self hac 
“You're not engaged, are you? oh 

She shook her head. “No. Min the ¢; 
Of course not!” She held ChanwWit time j, 
ruby cupped in the palm of hert@iied and ¢, 
hand, and gave Stony her left -iibut it ha 

Another hour later Stony @U@iidding rin 
her hand. “Can’t I speak 10 im all tha 
father? Tonight? Now?” ts! Big 

She rippled with hysterical la Rr breadt 
“He wouldn’t understand 7H slept 

say we couldn’t be in love, 0 Is coulc 

She broke away and ran \MERRNow she 
the lighted house. And @ "3iMost but ; 
later, meeting Furness, Stony leat teasing 
that this party was a farewell SMEStony 1m 
for their hostess Lauralee U'3R% thythm 

who was to be married next diy. Vutside, g 
Stony went back into the 3MRind dray 
There his grim expression W"@played ¢ 

Lauralee. : “ Acial ¢ 
“It’s true,” she admitted. ’ ralee 

what'll we do—about us? eed wor 
“If I were you, I'd get S8MRd She 

with myself,” he said. “You now, 
need any magnifying-glass 1 

nize honor.” 
Copyright, 1936, by The McCall Company (Redbook Magazine). All rights reserved. 



BE BY Bmmeey ocean 
rately, she whispered: “I’m sorry—” 

) Me “skip it!” he said. 
ly me" He went to the door. The sound of its closing behind him was like 
S as of a glove across a cheek. 
ry Iguralee undertook to “get straight with herself.” She sought out 

, Phannor. 
"0; 8 “7m sorry,” she said. “I’m not marrying you.” 

“| think I know why,” Channor said slowly. 
heels She gave him the ruby ring, and he stared at it. 
, MORE “There's something about a uniform—” he began. 
brewiy “He didn’t know about you. When I told him, he went away. He 

nted me to marry him and go to Honolulu. Think of being in 
molulu with some one you love!” 

The guests were all gone when Lauralee’s father came to her room. 
“What's the matter between you and Channor?” 
Lauralee wept. “I told him I can’t marry him.” 
Mr. Curtis sighed. 
“Well,” he said, “I sort of counted on this. You see, I’m at the 
i, Lauralee. My money’s all gone. I didn’t tell you. I wanted you 
behappy.... But are you sure? Money’s important too—security, 
roof over your head—”’ 

ne d “Stony can take care of me,” she said. 
ad, ‘Stony? You mean that aviator? That stranger?” 
ying, SET love him—I’m going to Portsmouth today to tell him so. And 

ye going with me.” 
a, §o it came about that next day Lauralee Curtis, who had always had 

ft own way, married Stony Gilchrist, who had always made his own 
. And not only had Lauralee broken with Channor almost at the 

far; but Stony knew that Rosalind Furness—his chum’s sister and 
daughter of an admiral—was in love with him. He had been fond 
Rosalind too, till Lauralee dazzled him. And then—the Navy 

ped in: At the simple little supper after the ceremony a telegram 
for Stony ordering him to report at once in Washington to fly a 
inent official to California. ... So Stony kissed his bride of an 
good-by, and left her to finish the wedding supper with the best 
Jack Furness. (The story continues in detail: ) 

RRES TERS 

= 2s 
LETTER came from Stony in the morning: 

aa <o Don’t miss the Chaumont, darling! Here’s a check. It’s all I’ve got. 

didn’t tell you. but I have a mother and a sister back in Montana. 

Fowl love them. They’re pretty hard up. The ranch doesn’t pay any 
. I help some. It’s going to cut us down. But you won’t mind. 

ay, ’ve got things figured out. 

Be 
’, 
S$ Be 
en Take care of your sweet self. Remember, the seventeenth’s the dead- 

, Mrs. Gilchrist, ma’am! Vallejo! I’ll be waiting. I love you— 

. read and reread the scrawled lines, trying to evoke Stony’s face 

. 4 confusion of memories. She could hear his voice; but Stony 
if had vanished. If only he had thought to give her a photo- 

omething tangible to hang on to! 
the train at last, she sat staring out of the window, alone for the 
lime in her life. She wanted to cry. She was scared and awk- : 
and embarrassed. This, she supposed, was adventure! Nothing 
it had any reality save the crumpled letter, and the white-gold 

ang ting, and the roar and clatter of wheels carrying her away 

= 

Fs Dn the 

grié 

piny Must last forever. . . ; forever. . . . forever—like the clatter- 
thm of the wheels . . . 

ae, 4 midsummer sky burned like an inverted hot-plate; inside, 
. drawn blinds, people slept in awkward, self-conscious attitudes, 
payed cards or read, stubbornly, to protect themselves from the 
tmicial curiosity of their fellow-travelers. 

fe had never learned that there is escape and solace in the 
@ word. She had never experimented with the good side of her “WE MIGHT HAVE DRAWN 

. he preferred to live her stories; to be, rather than to think; ONE OF THOSE SCARED 
™, rather than to speculate. She didn’t mean to be selfish, but LITTLE RABBITS,” SAID 

t deficiencies were not born of intelligent malice, of THE ADMIRAL'S WIFE. 

to that was secure and familiar and dear.... And, yes, Stony’s 
” Mes! Big, soiled, worn gloves that still kept the shape of his hands, 

th and strength and precision... .. That first night, she 
- with the gloves beneath her pillow, where the tips of her 
¢ ets could touch them. 

“ ' she twisted and turned the wedding-ring around her finger, 
a be 0$ but hot quite pulling it off. She liked to play risky games like 
i leasing the idea of bad luck, and then cheating. This marriage 

& 
ss? 
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deliberate cruelty. It just happened that she was possessed of 
an exquisite excitement, a vital and disturbing charm, and that 
she was both beautiful and undisciplined. She made men con- 
scious of her beauty, because her beauty had brought her every- 
thing she wanted, always. She wasn’t mischievous. It was simply 
true that her heart had always been fed by conquest, and that 
nothing really interested her save the subjugation, the complete, 
unequivocal surrender of others. Once they surrendered, she lost 
interest. For a brief period, she pitied them because they were 
foolish enough to love her, then very sweetly and sorrowfully 
turned away, expecting them to heal themselves. 
Now for the first time she was owned and controlled by an 

emotion outside herself. She had had her way with Stony, of 
course. But she had given something of herself in order to win— 
something more than her charm, something more, even, than her 
physical magic. And then, having won, she had lost. Stony was 
gone, and she was following him! 

Always, before, she had been the one pursued. She couldn’t 
understand this unfamiliar sense of belonging, against her will, to 
another. . . . Stony’s letter—Stony’s ring—Stony’s old gloves. 

And here she was, tired, dusty, disheveled, crossing a conti- 
nent to meet him, to give herself to his life, his job, his future. 
Not her own, this time! 

The turn of wheels was ruthless, unceasing. Lauralee stared out 
the window at the heat-smitten landscape that circled away be- 
tween the staccato unraveling of telegraph poles. She thought 
with a sudden, passionate intensity of the life she had left: her 
father, the Maiden Aunts—childhood. 

UST out of Chicago, a woman spoke to her. 
“T’ve been wondering,” she said, “ever since we left New 

York—you’re Navy, aren’t you?” 
“Yes,” Lauralee said. 
This was a breezy, hearty woman. An unlighted cigarette hung 

precariously, with a ribald effect, upon the scarlet of her lower lip. 
“Going to the Coast?” 
“Hawaii.” 
“Me too. My name’s Penletter. My husband’s in submarines. 

You’re a bride, aren’t you? Who’s the lucky man?” 
Lauralee’s heart was in sudden wild clamor. 
“Lieutenant Gilchrist,” she said. ‘“He’s an aviator.” 
“Stony?” the breezy girl shouted. 
“Do you know him?” 
“T’ve known him since he was hatched! 

with you?” 
“He had to fly.” 
“Why, you poor kid!” 

. The breezy one gave Lauralee a look of standardized pity. 
Uninitiate that she was, Lauralee guessed that Navy women don’t 
waste any vital sympathy on lonely wives. 

“I’m on the right train, anyway,” she said. 
and I hated to ask.” 

“The right train? Why, child, this is the Navy Special! Have 
you been through clear to the end? Brides by the crate. And 
babies? Boy! It’s a day nursery. The Chaumont’s going to 
have a gang aboard, this trip!” 

As the passengers crowded toward the corridor, the breezy girl 
smiled at everybody, lifted a welcoming hand. 

“Hello, Madge!” 
“Hi!” 

“How’s Pen?” 
“Swell.” 
“Hello, Mrs. Penletter!” 
“Howdy, Mrs. Maple.” 
“Got Hawaii duty?” 
“No less.” 
“You’re in luck. We pulled Guam! 

Marines for you!” 

How come he isn’t 

“T wasn’t sure— 

Two years! That’s the 

HE breezy one had fine strong shoulders and narrow hips. 
She moved with an easy, vital grace. Lauralee saw her once 

more in the confusion of arrival. A tall, pale man with troubled 
eyes kissed her, and linking his arm through hers, hurried her 
away. Lauralee ran a few steps, but they were too fast for her. 
The suitcase was heavy. She put it down, and opening her purse, 
read again the ticket-agent’s written instructions: “Take a taxi 
across Chicago to the other station. Your train, the Chief, leaves 
at—"" 

Simple enough. 
In the taxi she tried to control the hard, excited beating of 

her heart, to assure herself that she had plenty of time. Hours 
and hours—time enough to shop, if she wanted to. Or to go to 

one of the big hotels and sit in the lobby, watching the cy 
Only, she wouldn’t. She didn’t dare. She'd go to the othe « 
tion and never take her eyes off the clock. It was unthinw 
that she should miss the Chief. 

A porter took her suitcase. 
“Plenty of time,” he said. He ambled beside her, grinning 

heavy bag a feather in his hand. “I'll watch yo’ things fq, 
if yo’ wants to drive around awhile.” , 

“No,” Lauralee said. “I'll wait. 
from?” 

“Right over there. Gate Fo’ty-fo’.” 
“Couldn’t I get on now?” 
“No ma’am!” 
“Then I'll wait.” 
She gave the negro a quarter. 

back, plenty of time. Don’t you worry. 
without yo’-all’s on bo’d!” 

Lauralee repeated: “Number Forty-Four. 
I’m all right. Nothing can go wrong now.” 

Where does the train js 

He touched his cap, 
That train aint a 

Forty-four 

OR more than an hour she stood beside the suitcase. 
rying, concentrated crowds flowed around her, jostli 

ing—thousands and thousands of people. They vanished 
the gates, and other thousands followed them. The ste 
of the vast roof echoed with the ring of footsteps on 
concrete, the excited clamor of taut voices, the endless & 
arrival and departure. No one paid any attention to 
She breasted the anonymous human tide until she wag 
hausted, then carried the suitcase to the waiting-room 
sat there, watching the paralyzed clock, her heart frantic 
with excitement and dread. She was hungry. But © 
nothing could have induced her to go into the dining- 
room, to risk twenty minutes on toast and tea. A 
dozen times she opened her purse to count her 
money, and to glance again at Stony’s letter, the 
fascinating mystery of her ticket. Chicago— 
Oakland—San Francisco. Now she knew why 
her grandmother had thrown her bonnet at 
the moon to run off with a sailor. Down the 
Seven Seas! She felt brave and exciting and 
potential, like the heroine of a story. Fora 
moment she forgot the great echoing room 
—the curious immobility of the waiting 
travelers, so silent and in-turned 
and disassociated. Then 

“YOU WOULDN'T KISS ME, 

WOULD YOU—LIGHTLY, AS 

AN EXPERIMENT? YOU'RE 

LONELY. I'M LONELY.” 

the stubborn clock released her again, and she went back t 
platform, to make certain that Gate Forty-four was Su#® 
nia It was. People were passing through, surren 
tickets to a man in uniform. Lauralee rushed forward. 

“This is for the Chief,” the man said. “Leaves in two 
Same track.” : 

His faint smile drove Lauralee to the waiting-room aga 
place had been taken by another. She had to sit with bet 
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to the clock, facing a bench full of sleepy immigrants sprawled 
among their bundles in attitudes of despairing patience. She got 

up again and pretended an interest in the news-stand, turning over 
the pages of movie magazines and fashion reviews, her suitcase 
beside her, her purse under her arm. 

“Want something to read on the train?” 
“I’m just looking,” Lauralee said. She smiled at the man be- 

hind the stand. “Do you mind?” 
“Look ahead.” 

He moved away. He was doing a lively trade in papers and 
cigarettes. Lauralee pitied him because he wasn’t setting out, 
like herself, toward happiness: California, a ship, Hawaii, love. 

Poor man, poor slave! Chained to a news-stand—dedicated 
to a job! 

A small something brushed against her, and startled, she looked 
down into the upturned face of a child. (Please turn to page 88 ) 
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RAYMOND MOLEY, EDITOR OF “TODAY” 

had said to me: 
“I’m not a politician. I’m an average American. I don't, 

much money, though I do make enough to live on. I hayeg; 
and a family. And the security of that job and that familyiy 
portant to me. I want to decide whether Roosevelt ought jy 
reélected; and it seems to me that I can’t even begin to decide 
until I’ve answered two questions: ‘What’s the record of the} 
Deal? What has it done for the nation and for its people?” 

I say I should like to be writing to such a man. But ther 
such man. The “average man” is a fiction; a necessary figj 
but a fiction nevertheless. A real man couldn’t be answered ig 
abstract way such questions suggest. He might be a storekes 
and as such, he would want to know what the New Deal had; 
about chain stores, or what the N.R.A. was all about. Hem 
be a farmer; and as such, he’d want to talk about the AAA 
the Soil Conservation program and the tariff. He might alsoty 

investor, or a consumer of electricity and so want to talk abou 
S.E.C., the T.V.A. and the Holding Company Act. Each off 
people will be thinking about the election in different terms 
generalized discussion of “principles” would really hit any off 
where he lives. 

And yet it is the job of a political party to balance ten tho 
selfish interests against each other, and to chart a course off 
ernmental conduct that will benefit and satisfy as many king 
people as possible. On the skillfulness and wisdom with whid 
is done, the success of an Administration must be judged, 

It is just as foolish to try to appraise an administration 
in terms of concrete benefits to specific economic groups, ai 
to discuss it solely in terms of abstract principles and theoreti 
objectives. You can’t judge a forest solely by standing among 
trees. Neither can you judge it from an airplane a mile high 

] SHOULD like to be writing this to an imaginary persoy 

if you really want to know what the forest is like, you ougit 
look at it from both points of vantage, first one and then thed 
That is what I shall try to do in this article. 

TRADITIONAL ACTIVITIES OF GOVERNMENT 

Monetary Policies: 

The abandonment-of the gold standard was brought abot 
considerations not only of necessity, but of ultimate desiralil 
The President has explained that he abandoned gold becaut 
felt that, at the rate things were going, we would have been 
off gold'in any case. But no doubt the international situationm 
this policy desirable as an attempt to stimulate domestic p 
and to increase fgreign trade. 

The ‘Thomas.Amendment, for which the Republicans so 1m 
condemn «the Administration, was adopted not so much be 

the Ptesident himself wanted the power to determine the gold# 
tent of the dollar, as because he wanted to prevent an ini 
minded. Congress from exercising this power in a reckles 

The Warren plan was pure experiment. It did not work, 
was abandoned. But if it did no good, neithér did it dol 

The terms of devaluation were fixed in the Act of January, 
What this Act meant, in substance, was a return to al 
gold standard. k 

The silver policy did not work out as the Administraim 
pected. It did stimulate the price of silver and improve @ 
in several silver. States. But it did not improve trade ™ 
Orient. A frank admission of the defective results of 
would go far toward weakening the advocates of silver in 
and would enable the Government to abandon, in large me 
course of action which, in the long run, must prove t@ 
and wasteful. a 

It seems to me that, on the whole, the Roosevelt Administ 

deserves a definitely favorable rating in the monetary He 

Banking: 

In no field does this Administration deserve more Cte 
in banking. It reinforced the Government’s regulation 

port of the banks, and restored public confidence in 
Its sponsorship of enlarged public control of the Federals 

System was in line with a theory on which wise men dilier;® 
seems to me that since both price levels and the amount of b 
activity are influenced in no small measure by the 
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cessibility of credit, we must ac- 

sot the proposition that there 

ihould be central control of credit 

by a quasi-public agency. 
The appointments to the new 

Federal Reserve Board are, with 

or two exceptions, distinctly 

st of the class to make the Board, 

sit should be, a Supreme Court 

Finance. But on the whole, 
Administration’s banking rec- 

d is good. 

wernment Finance: 

Normal expenditures of govern- 
nt have not been cut twenty- 

percent, as the Democratic 
atform rashly promised. It is 

ikely that expenditures could 
cut to that extent by any ad- 

inistration without crippling es- 
ential services. The blame that 

to the Democratic party 
s for the promise and not for the 
failure to fulfill it. 
Entirely different questions are 
volved in the extraordinary ex- 
mnditures, such as those for relief and public works. These are 

ied up with questions of economic and social policy rather than 
financial policy. They will be discussed separately below. 
lam not one of those who believe that the country cannot safely 

tarry its present debt burden and an even larger one. I do believe, 
er, that continued budget unbalance is unsound and danger- 
Despite Republican claims, it will be impossible to achieve 

budget balance without a tax boost. Congress has the spending 

abit. It has not been able to resist strong pressure groups organ- 
zed for the purpose of getting Government money, and it does not 
em likely to, in the years ahead. 
Under any party, tax laws will have to be revised next year. Our 
esent tax structure, the product of many years of jerry-building, 
as thoroughly jumbled and unscientific as it was three years ago. 

loreign Affairs: 

A positive policy of foreign affairs may be undesirable at a time 
ten both the domestic and foreign scenes are full of uncertainties. 

A member of the original 

Brain Trust gives an estimate 

of the gains accruing to the 

ordinary man under the New 

Deal, together with a word 

of warning against excessive 

expectations. 

by 

RAYMOND MOLEY 

A WELL-DONE JOB 

FEW IF ANY POLITICAL OBSERVERS WOULD FIND FLAWS IN THE RECORDS OF JESSE JONES, CHAIRMAN OF 

THE RECONSTRUCTION FINANCE CORPORATION (LEFT), AND JOSEPH P. KENNEDY, FORMER HEAD OF THE 

SECURITIES EXCHANGE COMMISSION (RIGHT). 

9 

To say this, however, may be mere- 
ly to rationalize a policy which 
is no policy. 

The fact is that there are two 
strong elements in the New Deal 

which have positive and conflict- 
ing views as to our foreign policy. 
The old Wilson school, represented 
by Secretary Hull, is one. The 
international school of thought, of 

which Senator Hiram Johnson is 
the most positive leader (and for 
purposes of this reckoning, Sena- 
tor Johnson can be counted as a 
member of the New Deal), is an- 
other. In various ways, such as 
the futile effort to bring us into 

the World Court, the vague and 
confused attempt to line us up on 
the side of the League in its sanc- 
tions against Italy, and the effort 
to enact pro-sanctionist neutrality 
legislation, the Administration has 

tried to commit the country to the 
internationalist point of view. 
But it has found that vital ele 
ments ih the New Deal bitterly 

oppose such a commitment. The net result has been a complete 
checkmate. As it happens, this is probably all to the good; but it 
is scarcely anything for which the Administration can be given 
credit. 

On the favorable side, we must grant an improvement in that 
field of diplomacy which is called Pan-American relations. Re- 
lations with Canada are also appreciably better. The President 
deserves great credit for resolutely recognizing Russia, although 
the failure to conclude the debt negotiations with Russia almost 
nullifies that credit. 

All in all, the record of this Administration in foreign affairs has 
been undistinguished. 

Tariff: 

Much the same thing can fairly be said about the tariff. The 
Administration has chosen the doubtful réle of talking low tariff 
and acting high tariff. The negotiation of reciprocal treaties has 
been impaired by two circumstances: first, the Administration has 
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A STORMY PETREL OF THE NEW. DEAL 

negotiated them secretly; second, it has not 
faced the fact that international trade in the 
modern world must, in essence, be straight bar- 
ter; and straight barter is impossible so long 
as the most-favored-nation treaties remain. 

The Administration has tried to face the 
past and the future at the same time. The 
result has not been happy. 

Law and Order: 

The Administration deserves high credit for 
sponsoring and forcing the repeal of the Eight- 
eenth Amendment. It also deserves credit for 
building up and maintaining the most success- 
ful police unit that this country has ever seen 
—the Federal Bureau of Investigation of the 
Department of Justice. 

The legal activities of the Department of 
Justice have, in general, been marked by com- 
petence and have been free from scandal. 
The work of the office of the Solicitor Gen- 
eral has. steadily improved. The Depart- 
ment of Justice has had to defend many New 
Deal measures before a reactionary Supreme 
Court, and the fact that the Court ruled 
against it so often should not be blamed on 
the Department. 

In the field of law and order the record of the Roosevelt Ad- 
ministration has been good. 

National Defense: 

The army has gone the noiseless tenor of peace-time armies. 

The navy has grown; has been well administered. No one, not even 
the Republicans in their platform, complains about national defense. 

Civil Service: 

In some of the new agencies, such as the Public Works Adminis- 
tration, the Reconstruction Finance Corporation, the Securities 
and Exchange Commission, the Farm Credit Administration, and 
more recently in the Home Owners’ Loan Corporation, the Admin- 
istration’s record has been fairly good. The record is not so 
favorable in the Relief Administration, the Federal Housing Ad- 
ministration and a number of minor agencies. 

Roosevelt’s appointments to the Civil Service Commission have 
been above the average. The Commission has worked earnestly, 
but not very successfully, to improve the Civil Service. 

Major Personnel: 

The President has not succeeded in summoning big men to his 

"WHEN HISTORY IS WRITTEN—“ 

HARRY L. HOPKINS, FEDERAL 

RELIEF ADMINISTRATOR. SAYS 

RAYMOND MOLEY: "THE REC. 

ORD IS NOT FAVORABLE IN 

RELIEF ADMINISTRATION." 

"HERE IS A MAJOR SUCCESS 

OF THE ADMINISTRATION,” 

SAYS RAYMOND MOLEY, 

SPEAKING OF THE AGRICUL- 

TURAL POLICY OF THE NEW 

DEAL DIRECTED BY CHESTER 

C. DAVIS (RIGHT). AS TO 

ROBERT FECHNER (LEFT), 

DIRECTOR OF THE C.C.C. 

CAMPS: “THE C.C.C. WAS A 

BRILLIANT IDEA, COMPE. 

TENTLY CARRIED OUT.’ 

immediate family, that is, to his Cabins 
the head of great independent depap 
and to the commissions. There are not 
ceptions, it is true; and I wish, in § 
that space would permit me to list 
But the sad truth is that too few of 
tion’s men of great executive and prof 

ability were called to the public servig 
past three years. The record on this 
definitely unsatisfactory. 

NEW FIELDs oF GOVERNMENTAL A 

Lending Agencies: 

The Administration has not only g 
ously assumed the responsibility of 

farms, homes, banks and railroads, but 
been able to do this with a maximunj 
ficiency and with practically no leg 
criticism. Here the Administration ¢ 
a big credit mark. It should, in faim 
noted that the highly successful R) 
was started by President Hoover. 
Administration has continued and imp 
under Mr. Jones. 

Agricullure: 

While agriculture has for many years he 
a concern of the national government, it is only in this adminis 
tion that effective and comprehensive regulation and subsidy lx 
been attempted. The farmer’s prices were raised and his ine 
increased. The adverse decision of the Supreme Court merely 
tened the process of change from the crop restriction activities 
the A.A.A. to something of a more permanent nature. When hist 
is written, the adverse decision of the Supreme Court wily 
figure much in the general reckoning. 

The fact is that the Republican party, by the very force of 
circumstance that the agriculture policy of this administrations 
ceeded, has been compelled to adopt the general lines laid out 
it. Here is a major success of the Administration, ‘0 

curiti¢ 
Act, a 

Here again the Republican party has been compelled to say ‘Magof the 
too.” No one knows what the ultimate success of the complica Wise 
machinery created to carry out the program of social security mgjsatisfe 
be. No doubt the law is unsatisfactory in some respects and ig Holdi 
have to be amended. But the Administration resolutely step The 
into a neglected field and did something that was long oveniigmthese 
For this, credit must freely be given. the A 

the pr 

TVA 

Her 

- 

Social Security: 



Industry and Labor: 
I do not feel that because the N.R.A. was unpopular in its later 

days and was declared unconstitutional, it should be marked down 
a failure. It pioneered. It tried to accomplish too much in 
too short a time. But obviously the Government must face the 
problem of the relations among ‘industries, among the companies 
within industries, among labor groups, and between labor groups 
and employing groups. Some sort of constitutional order in this 
field was and is a necessity. 
The Administration deserves credit for its recognition of this need. 

Regulatory Measures: 

Four major legislative enactments are involved here: the Se- 
curities Act, the Securities Exchange Act, the Holding Company 
Act, and the Communications Act. All of these are an extension 

orce of 

to say ‘Mam of the Government’s authority over private business to curb abuse. 
-omplicaiim Wise administration has apparently eliminated most of the dis- 
ecurity tm satisfaction over the Securities and Securities Exchange Acts. The 
cts and tlm Holding Company Act will be in litigation for a long time. 
ely step Administration is to be commended for carrying through 
ag overt these needed reforms, although it would deserve more credit had 

the Acts been drafted and passed in a spirit more conciliatory to 
the private interests involved. 
TVA. 

Here is a measure that involves the invasion of the field of private 
business by the Government; social and economic planning on a 

large scale; and an indirect regulation of private business as well. 
th activity is not out of line with the practices of modern gov- 

ents elsewhere. T.V.A. has been administered with rigid ex- 
in of politics and spoils. There are, however, fields of conflict in 
mifications of this great enterprise in which measurable damage 
done to private business and private investment. It will be 

S before an accurate measure of its value can be ascertained. 

we] and Reémployment: 

e Administration could not refuse to assume the responsibility 
meventing starvation and dire need. It could, however, have 

ed the administration of relief so completely from the Gov- 
t itself that it would have freed itself from criticism. For 

it might have called a prominent Republican to adminis- 
me whole undertaking: it might have turned it over to a private 
Y Such as the Red Cross: it might have continued the Hoover 
of loans to the States, with some sort of restriction upon 

: It might have refused to transform relief into work- 
% h here it had large social. ends to consider. 

m the whole, I should say that the Administration is more to be 
ended for humane courage than for the wisdom of its relief 

‘ Individuals have their own way of measuring the rela- 
~ portance of these two virtues, and their judgment on this 

wil weigh heavily in the election. 
extent to which politics has tainted relief activities is no 

the Administration. Nor can the Administration avoid 
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blame for not developing, through a more friendly codperation with 
private industry, effective means for wider reémployment in pri- 
vate industry. 

The P.W.A. is another question. It was slow, but competent 
and honest. It deserves commendation. Despite great legal and 
practical difficulties, a beginning was made in the field of Federal 
housing. But little was done to codrdinate housing efforts or to 
encourage the building of cheap houses by private enterprise. In 
this respect, the Administration has muffed the best means of stim- 
ulating employment. The Administration’s record as to housing is 
unfavorable. On the other hand, the C.C.C. was a brilliant idea, 
competently carried out. 

ERE is the record as I see it. My judgments, of course, are 
influenced by my own conception of the things which it is 

proper and appropriate for government to do. I believe it was nec- 
essary for government, while considering existing values, wisely 
and carefully to extend a larger measure of control over pri- 
vate business in the public interest. I also favor a rather broad 
assumption of Federal authority over economic matters with 
which the States are powerless to deal effectively. In short, I be- 
lieved, in 1910, in the New Nationalism of Theodore Roosevelt, 
and I still believe in it. On this point, I differ with conservatives 
in both parties. I have tried, however, to be fair in recognizing the 
imperfections of this administration in the practical application 
of these principles. 

It is probable that no program of legislation was ever more con- 
sciously devised with the purpose of providing benefits for people 
at “the bottom of the economic pyramid” than the New Deal. But 
the legislation of the New Deal, except in certain instances, was 
not merely the redistribution of wealth or benefits or privileges. It 
seems to have striven for a redistribution of power among groups, 
through a strengthening of some groups at the expense of others. 
Its job was not like the job of Captain Bligh of the good ship 
Bounty, who simply parceled out a definite supply of food and 
drink to a lot of hungry and thirsty sailors. The New Deal dealt 
with an economic system—a good moving system. And it sought, 
by modifying the rules here and there, to improve the wheels and 
levers and brakes without stopping the machine. : 

The opposition to the New Deal will say, and perhaps with some 
truth, that in making such readjustments the New Deal unneces- 
sarily injured certain economic groups in order to improve the lot 
of others. They will say, for example, that the attempt to protect 
investors through the original Securities Act put so much of a 
burden on those who sell securities, that the whole machinery was 
slowed up, and business recovery was delayed. 

It is impossible to make an exact judgment on a question like 
this. Buyers want protection, and sellers want liberty. Every man 
is influenced by his own interests. And it is the job of the states- 
man to balance these interests, to weigh them against each other; 
and effect a rough compromise at the expense of as little complaint 
as possible. How effectively this was (Please turn to page 94) 



42 
The Story Thus Far: 

LAYNE had come upon her husband Renny 
Whiteoak standing on the little bridge over 
the brook at Jalna, with his arm about Clara 

Lebraux. “This is just a good-by that you’ve inter- 
rupted, Mrs. Whiteoak,” protested the French- 
Canadian woman. “There’s nothing at all to be 
melodramatic about. Renny will explain.” 

“TI ask for no explanation,” said Alayne bitterly. 
But after they were home, she demanded: 
“How long has that woman been your mistress?” 
He returned fiercely: “She is not my mistress! 

I don’t deny that she and I were intimate, last fall. 
But I do deny that there has been anything be- 
tween us since.” 

She spread her left hand before him. 
“Look at that hand! It has worn the wedding- 

rings of two Whiteoaks, and both of you have been 
as false, as faithless—as—as I suppose all your 
precious ancestors were before you.” 

They were indeed a passionate and individual 
family, these Whiteoaks of Jalna: Renny the old- 
est son, who had been their mainstay; and his sis- 
ter Meg, who had married Maurice Vaughan. Then 
the half-brothers by their father’s second mar- 
riage: Piers, who had married Pheasant—a daugh- 
ter of Maurice Vaughan by an early entanglement; 
Eden, who was “literary,” and had met Alayne 
when she was a reader in the office of a New York 
publisher, had married her and had brought her to 
Jalna—and had died, leaving her free to marry 
Renny; Finch, a musician, who was living abroad; 
and young Wakefield, who had turned Catholic, 
and planned to marry Clara Lebraux’s daughter 
Pauline. .. . 
Now Renny said to Alayne: 
“Ts love a matter of conscience?” 
“Not with you! Nor with Eden.” 
“T have used more self-restraint than you 

know,” Renny returned sternly. “Besides, things 
were different with me at the time Eden was alive. 
I was a happy man. Last fall F was—well, you 
know how things were with us.” 

“T know that last summer you mortgaged this 
place, and took the money needed for other things 
to move that hideous house onto your land for 
Clara Lebraux to live in! Now I know why!” 

“Alayne!” he cried. “I had no such thought 
when I brought Clara and Pauline to live on the 
estate. They were in terrible difficulties; and I 
had been Lebraux’s friend.” 

Little Adeline stirred in her cot, and Alayne sat 
down beside her. 

“Ask your child—our child—to forgive you,” 
she said. ‘That is our child. I bore it, and I wish 
I’d died then.” 
New surprises and new perplexities came to 

trouble Jalna: Wakefield broke off his engagement 
to Pauline, announced that he was going to enter a 
monastery, and left for his retreat. And Pauline 
likewise, in spite of her mother’s protests, made 
ready to take the veil. The old uncles, Ernest and 
Nicholas, returned from England and rejoined the 
household at Jalna. Then Finch and his young 
wife Sarah returned from his concert tour abroad, 
bringing with them the greatest surprise of all: a little girl, the post- 
humous and illegitimate child of Eden. Its mother Minny Ware 
was incurably ill in Switzerland. 

Finch too was ill, it seemed, of a very different malady. Appar- 
ently worn out by Sarah’s too-demanding love, he took to his bed, 
and refused to allow her near him. ... . It was about this time that 
Alayne in deepening bitterness left Jalna to live with her. old aunt 
Harriet Archer in New York. It was only after their arrival there 
that she discovered she was to have another child. (The story 
continues in detail: ) 

[ZF in the charming little house up the Hudson was not so easy 
as Alayne had expected. Not that she had looked forward to 

happiness; but she had expected the serenity, the simplicity of living 
which she had known there in the old days. She found that living 
alone had made a difference in Aunt Harriet. After spending her 
days in thought for her sister’s comfort, she had turned to spending 
them in thought for her own. It took little to upset her—a window 
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opened that she had left shut, a disarranged couch, a 
thrown down carelessly. There was no doubt that Alayne Ws 
tidy than of old. Yet at Jalna she had been held up, sometim 
a paragon, sometimes as a tyrant of orderliness. Now she 
herself intensely irritated by her aunt’s fussiness, her exactiig 
over things that were not, after all, of great value. It irritated 
that Miss Archer should refuse to let the maid dust china tht 
Jalna would have been handled by the Wragges without 1% 
Sometimes the very smallness of the table at which they alt? 

meals irked her. She was too conscious of her aunt's fast 
preparation of each mouthful. 

Yet at times, nearly always, she was warmly grateful for 
refuge of this house. To no other place could she turn for 
kinship. 

She and Aunt Harriet talked for hours of days gone by. Thes 
called every incident of the visit which she, as a child, 
the Misses Archer. Alayne’s childish sayings were recoumt 
once but again and again, in the long autumn evenings. 
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em, she could not help thinking how much cleverer and more 
iitual she had been than her own child. At other times she felt 
she had been a little prig. 

Alayne wondered when her aunt would become conscious of her 
ation. It seemed extraordinary that her state of health aroused 
Sispicion. But then, Miss Archer had never had anything to do 

=maternity. It was possible, Alayne thought, that Aunt Harriet 
getting tired of having her with her, and one day she bluntly 
ihe question. 

Archer burst into tears. “No, no, dearest Alayne,” she 
ism, it could never be anything but joy to have you with me. 
my investments that worry me. They are getting worse and 

Alayne Was aghast. “Have you seen your lawyer?” 
ved aa He has done all he can. But how could he know that 
he S$ would go down so? He is terribly disturbed.” Her old, 
“Ny, ace quivered and was wet with tears. 
sow let us keep calm and go into this,” said Alayne. 

the Jalna novels 

They went into it; and it was even worse than she had feared. 
The room began to go round with her, as it always did now, if things 
were upsetting. But she kept on patting Aunt Harriet’s plump 
back. “You must not worry so. It will be all right. I have enough 

for both of us, and your stocks will recover. I am sure they will.” 
In her heart she did not believe they would. She found herself 
prone to look on the dark side of everything. She saw the money, 
which she had so relentlessly guarded from Renny’s predatory hand 
being spent to keep up this house—leaving nothing to bequeath to 
her child, her children! With terror she put from her the thought 
that her own income might shrink so that there would not be enough 
of it for them to live on. Still, she could always get a job with her 
old friend Mr. Cory the publisher. She was sure of that. But who 
would care for her baby while she was away? Certainly not Aunt 
Harriet. She knew nothing of infants, and was too old in any case 
No, she would have to engage a nurse—and she pictured her aunt 
and herself in an apartment in New York, being kept awake by the 
crying of a child. 
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Oh, if only this had not happened to her! She writhed spirit- 
ually as she considered all that it implied. If only she had found 
Renny out, before this had happened to her! For a second it 
flashed into her mind that perhaps it would be better if she had 
never found him out—considering that then all was over between 
him and Clara. . . . Fiercely she put this weakness from her. She 
was glad she had found him out, glad she had escaped from the deg- 

radation of such a situation, glad that she had taken from him the 
power to say: “I have deceived her and got away with it. A man 
has to have a fling once in his married life. Mine was successful.” 
And how could she know that he would not have repeated the in- 
fidelity? 

She was morbidly determined to hide the fact of her pregnancy 
from the family at Jalna. In a curious manner the knowledge that 
Minny had concealed the birth of her child from Eden worked on 
her mind. She conceived a strange connection between herself and 
Minny. The thought even came to her that her own child would be 
a girl, and of the same pale coloring as Minny’s child. She pictured 
herself as dying at its birth, and Aunt Harriet taking the child to 
Jalna—a companion to Roma. 

URING these dark fall days she took an unhappy solace in such 
thoughts. Her health was better, and she forced herself to take 

long walks for the sake of the unborn child. She took them in the 
afternoon, and it was at this hour that the postman made his rounds. 
As she turned homeward she could scarcely restrain her impatience 
to see if he had brought a letter to her from Canada. She said to 
herself that it was Pheasant’s letter she strained toward, with its 
news of Adeline. But in truth she was always expecting a letter 
from Renny—a letter demanding or imploring her return. The 
sight of the Canadian stamp set her heart pounding. 

But the letter was always from Pheasant. She was a good corre- 
spondent. Alayne was the only person to whom she wrote, and she 
had a deep sense of secret importance when she set down to detail 
for her benefit the doings at Jalna. Alayne always carried the letter 
to her own room and first read it there, later on reading such parts 
as she wished to her aunt. 

Miss Archer could not understand Alayne’s attitude toward little 
Adeline. To her, it seemed lacking in tenderness and natural solici- 
tude. Once-she said to her: 

“Aren’t you afraid, Alayne dear, that she will grow quite away 
from you? Don’t you think we should manage for her to visit us 
soon?” 

Alayne had disconcertingly exclaimed: 
“Adeline here! You little know what you are suggesting. She 

would drive you mad in this little house. As for her growing away 
from me—she’s never been near me, since her first year. I can do 
nothing with her.” As her lips formed the last words, the figure of 
Miss Archer faded from her sight, and in its place she saw Renny’s 
tall, spare form, his lips bent in an expression of embarrassment. 
She had so often flung these words at him. ... 

The room seemed suddenly suffocating. She rose and went to 
the window, a crack of which was open, and beneath which a steam 
radiator sizzled forth its heat. She added: 

“You must think me an unnatural mother. But—I’m simply not 
able to have her with me now. Later on it will be different.” She 
drew herself up, facing the cool inlet of fresh air. Her body looked 
strange and misshapen. Miss Archer gasped as the revelation struck 
her like a blow. 

“Alayne! You—why, you—oh, my dear!” Her face became 
crimson. Life was suddenly horrible, indecent to her. 

“Yes,” answered Alayne coldly, “I’m going to have a baby. It 
can’t be helped. There’s no use in making a fuss over it.” She had 
never spoken so to her aunt before. Miss Archer was hurt, and 
showed it. 

Alayne went and put her arms about her. 
“Don’t mind me, Aunt Harriet. I’m not myself these days. I’ve 

been so worried that I haven’t known what to do.” 

Miss ARCHER clasped her close. “My poor child! It’s all too 
terrible. To think that when you knew he was unfaith- 

ful—” She could not keep a note of accusation out of her voice. 
“But I didn’t know! Not when this happened! You don’t im- 

agine I ever lived with him after I found them out, do you?” 
“Did you know that you were—like this—when you left Jalna?” 
“No. I went to a doctor here.” 
“But you should have confided in me! Not borne all this alone! 

Oh, my poor little gir—what you have been through!” Miss Archer 
began to cry, but kept on talking. “When I think of all that your 
parents hoped and planned for you! They both thought you would 
do something very much worth while. . . . If only you had never 
met Eden! Then you would never have met this man. I just can’t 

“YES,” ANSWERED ALAYNE, “I'M GOING TOM 

¢ 

say his unspeakable name! I hope I am a Christian, but ®* 
to me that nothing is too bad to punish him. He des® 
suffer.” 

“He’s no worse than lots of others, I suppose,” said Alaytt 
ly. She was heavy and tired, and felt she could bear no mae 



BY. THERE'S NO USE MAKING A FUSS OVER IT." 

_ Archer, on the contrary, could not stop talking. Her mind 
astened on Renny, rather than on Alayne’s state, which she 

» Hot yet bring herself to face; and on his head she poured out 
= oittemess of spirit. Alayne was glad when she heard the post- 

hoped there would be a long letter from some old friend 
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of Aunt Harriet’s to take her mind off their difficulties. For once 
she did not look for the Canadian stamp. Yet there it was, on an 
envelope addressed by Pheasant 

Contrary to her custom, she did not take the letter to her room, 
but opened it at once and began to read it aloud: 
“*Dear Alayne, 

““T’ve been intending to write to you for weeks but there always 
seems so much to do at this time of year, getting ready for winter 
and having colds, and helping with the harvest festival. And then 
there is always the horse show. We did pretty well at the show 
That new mare of Renny’s is certainly a bad actor. She walked 
on her hind legs through all the events, and won nothing. But he 
has great faith in her. Piers tries to talk reason into him, but you 
know what he is like when he gets infatuated. We got a first in the 
Corinthian Class—two firsts and a third in middle-weight hunters 
The polo ponies did very well, and we made several good sales after 
the show. I was especially bucked by Mooey’s performance, as 
Piers has rather a low opinion of his ability. Of course Patience is 
a born rider and was a favorite with the crowd. But you just wait 
till your little Adeline comes on the scene! She'll carry all before 
her. Even now she will get on any sort of pony and stick there 
too. She’s a picture of health and loveliness. I only wish that 
Nook had her digestion. But he’s a darling, really, and often asks 
when Auntie Alayne is coming back. Philip is growing to be a 
grand lad, and a chip from the old Whiteoak block 

“*To go back to the horse show: Do you remember the carriage 
that the grandparents had built in England in the old days? It 
stood in the carriage-house, rusty and covered with cobwebs. Piers 
cleaned and polished and enameled it till it simply glittered; and I 
wearing a bustle and a sailor hat over one eye, perched on the 
driver’s seat, while the bays, glittering and rattling their harness 
high-stepped round the ring. Renny agreed that I handled them 
well, and I certainly got masses of applause. That young bay mare 
is a great disappointment. She has been—’ ” 

Alayne stopped reading, coughed, sear¢hed for a handkerchief. 
“You are not catching a cold, I hope, dear,” said Miss Archer. 
“No. Just a tickling. Let’s see, oh, yes—” 
“The mare. What a lot Mrs. Piers knows about horses.” 
“T’d finished with that. Here we are: 
“*The harvest festival was a great success. I did the font in 

masses of purp'e grapes and their leaves. It looked lovely, but Meg 
thought that grapes were not suitable, being suggestive of bacchanal- 

ian revels rather than innocent babes. She and Miss Pink did the 
chancel in dahlias and gladioli. Piers did marvelous things with 
pumpkins and ears of corn, and Renny came in with some gorgeous 
branches of scarlet maple leaves. They were the last touchin beauty.’” 

*T SHOULD think,” interrupted Miss Archer, “that he would 
have the decency to keep out of the church.” 

“Why?” asked Alayne brusquely. 
“Well—I shouldn’t think you'd ask that.” 
“I suppose he never misses a Sunday—reading the lessons.” 
“Doesn't it seem horribly hypocritical to you?’ 
“No. I think that the Whiteoaks look on that little church as 

their own—whether they are being good or bad.’ 
“You speak of them as though they were children.” 
“They are, in a way. That is—they are natural 
“But no family has a right to look on any particular church as its 

own. Religion is universal.” 
“T haven’t any.” 
“Well, of course, I mean in theory.” 
“The Whiteoaks don’t theorize. That church is as much a part 

of their life as Jalna.” She returned to the letter, feeling herself 
surrounded for the moment by the old life, scarcely conscious of 
her aunt’s presence. She read in silence 

“Aren’t you going to finish the letter to me? I am always so in- 
terested in that family.” 

“Oh, there’s not much more. She speaks of how they miss Wake- 
field, and of Finch’s illness. The poor boy doesn’t seem to be im- 
proving very fast.” She spoke in an unnatural voice. A strange 
brightness had come into her eyes 

Miss Archer looked at her steadily. 
“T’ll tell you what it is,” said Alayne, her voice trembling. “He 

is coming to New York! Renny!” 
“T’ve been expecting it! Alayne, you must stand firm.” 
“Oh, not to see me! To the horse show—in Madison Square 

Garden. You know! He’s coming to ride that awful horse Pheas- 
ant speaks of!” 

“Yes, dear,” said Miss Archer soothingly. “I wish that good luck 
may attend him, I’m sure.” 

“Aunt Harriet, I must see him! Not to talk to him! I don’t 
want him to know I am there. But I must see him ride. There is 
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something in me that simply demands this final glimpse. I can’t 
tell what it is, but it’s there. I’ve got to see him! You'd like to 
come too, wouldn’t you, Aunt Harriet? It is the sort of thing you 
have never been to. It would be an experience for you—even if 
you didn’t particularly enjoy it.” 

at Rosamond Trent. She resolutely put the thought of him, x 
man, out of her mind, andcbent it toward the thought of him 
rider. She experienced a feeling of pride in the thought that 
Harriet and Rosamond would see tonight what sort of hors 
he was. aan) 

| 
They decided to spend the night of the show in New York at the 

apartment of a friend of long standing—Rosamond Trent. Alayne 
made up her mind, with the suddenness to which Miss Archer was 
becoming accustomed nowadays, to take an early train to New 
York and buy herself a new hat and coat on the afternoon before 
the show. She was tired of looking dowdy, she said. 

OSAMOND TRENT was delighted to have Alayne with her 
again—they had once shared an apartment; but she was dis- 

mayed by the change in her, which she absorbed in one swift glance. 
She turned to Miss Archer and said: 

“After our shopping I must carry Alayne off to my pet beauty 
parlors. I have never seen her hair look so dull. Her skin is lovely 
still, but there are those shadows under her eyes and I hate to say 
it—lines about her mouth! But Madame Sonia will do wonders 
for her.” 
When she had Alayne alone, she clasped her to her well-corseted 

bosom. “Oh, my poor darling! How appalling it all is! And how 
my heart aches for you!” 

Alayne rather enjoyed being fussed over, wept over. She had 
become a stranger to that sort of thing in her life at Jalna. The air 
was crisp; the sun gleamed brilliantly between the quick-moving 
purple clouds as they set out on their shopping and beautifying 
expedition. 

Rosamond Trent’s ideas were large—especially where the money 
of other people was concerned. Nothing would do but that Alayne 
should buy a smart, military-looking, fur-trimmed coat, and a little 
French hat to go with it. The shape of the coat was concealing, and 
both were black, a color which had 
always suited her. 

As Alayne lay supine in a cubi- 
cle in the midst of the whirring, 
buzzing activity of the beauty par- 
lor and gave herself up to the 
manipulation of practiced hands, 
she wondered what desire had 
driven her to spend her money and 
her time in this fashion and on 
such an occasion. *-She could not 
tell. It was as though her nature 
had cried out for some respite 
from gloom and a denying oi 
beauty. She had been heavy; she 
thad been slack; she had been 
dragged down by the weight of her 
own thoughts for so long! Now, 
on this wild boisterous afternoon, 
in the urge and press of the life 
about her, she would behave as 
though all were well, as though 
she were enfolded in happiness and well-being instead of— She 
moved her head uneasily beneath the patting fingers of the mas- 
seuse and a quivering sigh escaped her. 

She had forgotten that her hair could look like this, all sleek 
waves and glistening little curls. The beauty treatment had re- 
freshed her; and the slight make-up, so skillfully applied, had made 
her eyes look bright, made her look ten years younger. 

Oceans of tissue paper billowed about the little room in Rosa- 
mond Trent’s apartment. Rosamond and Miss Archer stood at 
delighted gaze as Alayne appeared dressed for the show. She looked 
lovely, they declared, and the silent thought of both was that her 
position was tragic, and they wondered what she was going to do 
with her life. 

She seemed almost girlishly inconsequent. At the table next 
theirs in a restaurant where they dined a young man sat alone. He 
could not keep his eyes off Alayne. Every now and again one of 
the three women caught him in an admiring glance. To feel that 
she could attract the eyes of a man, of a young man‘used to the 
company of girls who thought of little else but their appearance, 
made Alayne feel almost recklessly exhilarated. She ordered wine, 
and wondered a dozen times what Renny would think if he dis- 
covered her there. But this was the last sort of place he was likely 
to come. He had his own peculiar haunts among men of his own 
sort. ... What was he doing now? Was he nervous before the 
show? At the thought of him a contraction, as of fear or hate, she 
did not know which, caused her heart to miss its beat. She lifted the 
glass of wine in a trembling hand, but forced her lips to smile back 

"Flower of France’ 
a romantic novelette 

that extraordinarily gifted young writer who 

gained the hearts of our readers in less time than 
it takes to get rain-soaked in Ethiopia. 

She stood silent between the other women as they waited jq 
of the restaurant for a taxi. A cold blustering wind raced 
the tall buildings. In the taxi she was still silent. Eve 
seemed suddenly unreal. She wondered where she was g 
why. She could not take in what Rosamond Trent was 
mind became concentrated on the vital stirring of the ch 

her. Marvelous, inexorable being, that unseen fourth inf 
Its imagined face flashed before her, smooth, white as an 

fine pale hair like Roma’s. Why should she always think 
in connection with it? But she thought of it with aloofne 
coldness. There was no tenderness in her heart toward it, 

Miss Archer looked at her anxiously as Rosamond wash 
the tickets. Alayne had slipped the money into Rosamor 

“Aren’t you feeling well, dear? You are so quiet.” : 
Alayne forced herself to smile. “I’m all right. It is jg 

crowd. I have got out of the way of mixing with such how 
people.” 

Miss Archer squeezed her arm excitedly. “Isn’t it an 
never imagined—and such an interesting crowd—all sortsofg 

HEY had good seats. Rosamond had seen to that. 4 
them there rose the vast tiers of faces. Below spread th 

with its white gates. An event was already in progress, 
took their seats, a storm of clapping broke forth. The} 
to play. There was an animal vitality in the air that w 
frightening to Miss Archer. But the people about 
respectable. 

Alayne held the bulky program. She had herself in 
She looked competently 
the pages for what 
“Isn’t it amusing to see 
Archer? She knows 
horse shows now,” said R 

She saw his name 
again on various days. 
the horses he was rida 
knowledge of all she had 
about horses, without be 
scious of it, made a gulf 
her and Rosamond and her 
This was the fifth night 
found his name: 
Champion Sweepsta 

one thousand dollars guar 
No. 56. . . . Mrs. Spindles. 
ch. M. 15. 8, 5 years. ....B 
Whiteoak. 

It was so strange to see his 
there. So strange—so sit 
And the thought that she 

soon see him, in the flesh! It seemed to her an unthinkably 
time since she had seen him. She felt that everyone in the 
must know that she had come to see him. 
They watched foreign army teams competing—French, lt 

South American officers. They watched an exhibition byt 
of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police, in their red tunics, 
brimmed hats and black breeches. There was a glamour 
them, a precision, a fineness. Miss Archer joined almost W 
the applause. 

LAYNE sat rigid, her hands tightly clasped. All that pass 
a dream to her, a nothingness, till Renny came on. 

him out at once among the other riders, sitting the tall, leané 
nut easily, with that accustomed droop of the shoulders. 
the dark coat—she knew just where it hung in his wardrolt; 
riding-boots—she could see the row of them on their woodet 
She was filled with wonder that he could sit there so easily, 
sidling into her place, and be unconscious of the look that »* 
him from where she sat. 

The mare had been shown in other classes during the weth 
was evident that she was known by some, looked on 
ment. But she had a lovely shoulder, a smooth sweep to 
an iron neck and a clever, little head. Her eyes beamed, ## 
with a candid return of the crowd’s amusement. There ¥# 
formances ahead of her that were difficult to beat. She 
an easy canter over the tanbark and cleared the first gal 
space to spare. But almost as soon as (Please turn @ part 
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HERE was a noise of scuf- Mr. Caldwell folded his arms 
fling feet in the hall, Mrs. by GEORGE MILBURN and cia = lean ond te 
Caldwell pulled on the Jilustrated by O. F. SCHMIDT front of the cellaret. Lacey be- 

ight-lamp and lay there in bed 
ped on an elbow, blinking. 
“Get your robe and slippers 
dear,” she said. “They are 
iging Herbert home.” 
“Uniortunately,” Mr. Caldwell said from his mound in the shad- 

. “Unfortunately,” he repeated in tones less muffled. “And 
il have some sot from that Western university with him, and 
ll want to spend the rest of the night trying to convince me 

at New York is a pretty exciting place, after all.” 
He got out of bed slowly, combing his mustache with thumb 

id forefinger. 
“Well, you'll just have to cut them off,” Mrs. Caldwell said, 
mugging down again. “Just cut them off short. Just remind 
tm that there are still people who have to be up at a certain 

in the morning.” 
Til cut them off!” Mr. Caldwell said with ambiguous ferocity. 

Went out through the living-room and opened the hall door 
d found Herbert lolled against the jamb with an insouciance 

perfect than any he had achieved heretofore in his junior 
at. He regarded Mr. Caldwell with bleary eyes. There was 
other fellow with Herbert. 

rank,” Herbert said, “wanna make you acquaint’ with Misser 
2 ond is a scholar and a gennelmum. Brought him up to 

nk. 
‘How's it?” said Lacey, shaking hands briskly. He stepped in 
: gave the living-room a brief and efficient glance. He had a 

cK neck and intent black eyes and an official manner. He carried 
200k under his arm. 

y is one to be a policeman,” Herbert announced, sit- 
. scholar and a-gennelmum. Be so good as to mix 

va drink, Frank.” . ‘ 

gan explaining: “Your buddy, 
here, was in a tough spot.” 

“He’s not my buddy,” Mr. 
Caldwell interrupted, glaring at 
the stranger. ‘“He’s my wife’s 

second cousin, from Caucusville, Missouri.” 
“Oh! You got a wife?” asked Lacey. “So that’s how it is! And 

he come from out West? Well, anyways, he was in a tough spot 
in a jernt over near Seventeent’ Street and Nint’ Avenue, so—” 

“Herbert,” Mr, Caldwell said severely, “where did you go after 

you left the Pi Delta Alpha banquet at the McAlpin?” 
“So,” Lacey went on, “I watches my chancet and gets him out of 

there and brings him on home. It was kind of my duty to, see.” 
“Lacey is studying to be a policeman,” Herbert said again, proudly. 
“He was in wit’ four harm-guys and one moll,” Lacey began. 
“What is that book you’ve got there?” asked Mr. Caldwell, feel- 

ing that it was time to begin cutting them off short. 
The thick-necked one took the book out from under his arm and 

handed it to Mr. Caldwell. “It’s a book I got in a drug-store, for 
a buck,” he said. “I believe in a man educating his mind.” 

Mr. Caldwell looked at the book. It was a copy of “The Story 
of Philosophy.” “Why, this hasn’t got anything about how to be 
a policeman in it,” he said. “I thought maybe that it would be a 
policeman’s textbook.” 

“Naw,” said Lacey, “it aint nothink like that. That book’s all 
about somethink else. I just happened to get it to educate my 
mind. Where I work out for the other, is over to the gym, where 
all the rookie cops hangs out. They don’t never read books. But 
me, I don’t know, I guess I’m just different that way.” 

“What sort of salary does a policeman get to start?” Mr. Cald- 
well asked, pursing his lips. 

“Oh, about sixty bucks a week to start.” (Please turn to page 115) 
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| \ JHENEVER Thomas Hilliard, the lawyer, watched his young 
wife dancing with men of her own age, he was very sad, for 
she seemed to glow with a laughter and elation that didn’t 

touch her life with him at all. He was jealous, he knew; but his 
jealousy at that time made him feel humble. It gave him the 
fumbling tenderness of a young boy. But as time passed and he 
saw that his humility only added to her feeling of security, he grew 
sullen and furtive and began to spy on her. 

At times he realized that he was making her life wretched, and 
in his great shame he struggled hard against the distrust of her 

that was breaking the peace of his soul. In his longing to be alone 
with her, so he would be free to offer her whatever goodness there 
was in him, he insisted that they move out to the country and 
renovate the old farmhouse on the lake where he had been born. 
There they lived like two seared prisoners in the house that was 
screened from the lane by three old oak trees. He went into the 
city only three days a week and his business was soon ruined by 
such neglect. 

One evening Thomas Hilliard was putting his bag in the car, 
getting ready to return to the city. He was in a hurry, for the sky 
was darkening; the wind had broken the surface of the lake into 
choppy little waves with whitecaps on, and soon it would rain. A 
gust of wind slammed an open window. Above the noise of the 
water on the beach, he heard his wife’s voice calling, rising eagerly 
as it went farther away from the house. 

She was calling, “Just a minute, Joe,” and she was running down 
to the gate by the lane, with the wind blowing her short fair hair 
back from her head as she ran. 

At the gate a young man was getting out of a car, waving his 
hand to her like an old friend, and calling: “Did you want to 
speak to me, Mrs. Hilliard?” 

“T wanted to ask you to do something for me,” she said. 
The young man, laughing, lifted a large green bass from a pail 

in the back of his car, and he said: “I caught it not more thay 
an hour ago. Will you take it, Mrs. Hilliard?” 

“Tsn’t it a beauty!” she said, holding it out at arms’ 
the stick he had thrust through the jaws. “You shouldn't ps 
ing such a beauty away.” And she laughed, a free careless jy 
that was carried up to the house on the wind. 

For a while there was nothing Thomas Hilliard could beg 
the murmur of his wife’s voice mixed with the murmur 

young man’s voice; but the way the laughter had poured ge 
her, and the look of pleasure on the young man’s face, m 
tense with resentment. He began to feel sure he had been ge 
thinking of that one man for months without ever nami 
that he had even been wondering about him while he was pag 
bag and thinking of the drive into the city. Why was the 
man so friendly that first time he had stopped them, on them 
street of the town, when they were doing their week-end shame 
to explain that his name was Joe Whaley and he was theipag 
bor? That was something he had been wondering about forg 
time. And every afternoon when Joe Whaley was offshorg 
motorboat, he used to stand up and wave to them, the Jem 
his lean young body outlined against the sky. It was as 
these things had been laid aside in Thomas Hilliard’s head 
given a sudden meaning now in the eager laughter of his wig; 
her voice calling, and the pleasure on the young man’s face, 

He became so excited that he started to run down to the ga 
and as he ran, his face was full of yearning and despair, J 4 
watched him coming, looking at each other doubtfully. Whej 

wife saw how old and broken he looked, she suddenly dropped; 
fish in the dust of the road. 

“Hey, there! Wait a minute,” he was calling to the youngm 
who had turned away awkwardly. 

“Did you want to speak to me, Mr. Hilliard?” Joe Whaley si 
“Is there something you want?” Hilliard asked. 

Watching ana Waiting 
An American Tragedy 

“JT just stopped a moment to give you people the fish.” 
“T’d like to know, that’s all,” Hilliard said, and he smiled fool 
The young man, who was astonished, mumbled some kind di 

apology and got into his car. He drove up the lane with the em 
racing, and the strong wind from the lake whirling the dut® 
cloud across the fields. 

Speaking quietly, as if nothing had happened to surprise& 
Mrs. Hilliard began, “Did you think there was something the 
ter, Tom?” But then her voice broke, and she cried out: 
did you come running down here like that?” 

“T heard the way you laughed,” he said. 
“What was the matter with the way I laughed?” 
“Don’t you see how it would strike me? I haven’t beard 

laugh like that for such a long time.” : 
“I was only asking him if he’d be passing by the station tong 

I was going to ask him if he’d bring my mother here, if 
on the night train.” 

“T don’t believe that. You’re making up a story,” he sh 

ie was the first time he had openly accused her of deceit; 
when she tried to smile at him, her eyes were full of tert 

was as though she knew she was helpless at last, and she saids# 
ly: “I don’t know why you keep staring at me. You're frigilé 
me. I can’t bear the way you watch me. It’s been gommg® 
such a long time. I’ve got to speak to some one—can't yo 
It’s dreadfully lonely here.” 

She was staring out over the choppy wind-swept walet: 
turned and looked up with a child’s wonder at the great oak & 
that shut ‘he house off from the road. “I can’t stand# 
longer,” she said, her voice soft and broken. “I’ve been’ 
wife. I had such an admiration for you when we started. 
was nothing I wouldn’t have trusted you with. And 
know what’s happened to us.” This was the first she had ¢ 
tried to tell him of her hidden desolation: but all he could 
was that her smile as she pleaded with him was pathe 
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“You're lying. You’re scared of what 
hight happen,” he shouted. 
‘Tve known how you've been watch- 

wg me, and I’ve kept asking myself 
hat the both of us have been waiting 
um,” she said. As the wind, driving 
rough the leaves of the trees, rattled 
window on the side of the house, and 

h last of the light faded from the lake, 
he cried out: “What are we waiting 

or, day after day?” 
‘Tm not waiting any more,” he 

houted. “I’m going. You don’t need 
) worry about me watching you any 

pore. T'll not come back this time.” 
He felt crazy as he started to run over 
the car. 
Running after him, she cried out: 

I've kept hoping something would hap- 
tn to make it different, something that 
ould save us. I’ve prayed for it at 
igat, just wanting you to be like you 

e three years ago.” : 
But he had started the car, and it 

ame at her so suddenly she had to jump out of the way. When 
e car lurched up the lane, he heard her cry out, but the words 
ere blown away on the wind. He looked back, and saw her stand- 

- by the gate, with both hands up to her head. 
e drove up to the highway, swinging the car around so wildly 

; ue turn by the grocery-store that the proprietor shouted at him. 
ene to like the way the car dipped at high speed down the 

ileys, and rose and fell with him always rigid and unthink- 

a n he reached the top of the highest hill in the country, 
: of the rain whipped across his face, slashing and cutting 

im the way they slap the face of a fighter who has been 

beaten and is coming out of a stupor. His arms were trembling 

so he stopped the car; and there he sat for a long time, looking out 

over the hills in the night rain, at the low country whose roll and 

rise could be followed by the line of lights curving around the lake 

through the desolation of the wooded valleys and the rain-swept 

fields of this country of his boyhood, a gleaming line of light lead- 

ing back to the farm and his wife. 

There was a flash of lightning, and the fields and pasture-land 

gleamed for a moment in the dark. Then he seemed to hear her 

voice crying out above the wind: “I've been waiting for so long!” 

And he muttered: “How lost and (Please turn to page 80 } 
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Accent on You! 4 
a 

by OCTAVUS ROY COHEN 

HE big man with the 
square jaw and the cold 
gray eyes entered Ernie 

Rudd’s Diner, seated himself 
at the counter and said: “Two 
hamburgers. Doubles. And 
quick.” 

Ernie didn’t hurry. In all 
his sixty years he never had 
made a quick move, and it was 
too late to learn now. He 
hoisted his long, lanky frame 
from the cane-bottom chair 
near the coffee-percolator, and 
moved languidly in the general 
direction of the hamburger 
grill. He asked: “Onions?” 

“Yeh. Raw.” 
Ernie was not particularly 

pleased with the prospect of 
new business. For more than 
half an hour he had been try- 
‘ing to find sufficient energy 
to close up shop and call it a 
day. He glanced through the 
window at stately pine trees 
silhouetted against the full 
moon of late May. The night 
was crystal clear, save for the 
haze that hung over Four Holes 
swamp. From the garden of a 
darkened house near by came 
the fragrant odors of jasmine 
and azalea and roses, soon to be dispelled by the violence of ham- 
burgers and onions. A fine night, reflected Ernie: a tranquil 
night. A night for luxurious introspection and philosophic con- 
templation. Of course, Ernie didn’t use such phrases, even in his 
own thoughts. But that was the idea, anyway. 

Ernie Rudd’s Diner was at the very end of Court Street, right 
near the railroad-crossing. You had to pass it as you entered 
Karnak from the east, and very often you didn’t pass it, especially 
if you were hungry, because the odors that usually emanated 
from the place were irresistible to a hungry person. But Ernie 
didn’t care to have his place irresistible so late at night (it was 
nearly twelve), when he was dog-gone good and tired. 

Ernie prepared the double hamburgers with fine artistry. He 
encased them in big round buns, and inserted large slices of 
Bermuda onion. He carried the plate and the mustard to his 
visitor, placed it on the counter. Then he gave a start as he 
gazed into the barrel of a .45. 

The stranger said, in a flat voice: 
“Coffee. And take it easy.” 
Mr. Rudd drew a cup of steaming coffee from the shiny per- 

colator. As he placed it before the stranger with the gun, he re- 
marked in a calmly conversational drawl: 

“You must be Chuck Warren.” 
“What makes you think so?” 
“State police been lookin’ all over for you.” 
“Oh, yeahr So what?” 
“Reckon they missed out. Heard ’em sayin’ you'd got 381i pj 
“They'll be right, pretty soon.” The man’s voice wa 5 

his eyes arctic. “Gettin’ old, aint you, Pop?” 
“Kind of.” 
“But you aint hankering to kick off yet, are you?” 
“Wal—not exac’ly.” 
“Then do what I tell you. I’m on my way, but I hadi! 

I’m none of your business, see.” 
“Veh—I see.” 
“I don’t want to hurt nobody else.” Ernie reflected that 

men had been killed in the sensational get-away three days P* 
ously. This man looked dangerous. He was dangerous. ™ 
up some more stuff to carry along. And forget I was 

“Old fellow like me forgets pretty easy,” said Ernie. 
“Nobody’ll ever know. If they do—why, you just @ 

suspect nothing, see? I was just some guy who dropped 
hamburger. That leaves you in the clear.” 

“And you?” 



AS ERNIE CARRIED THE PLATE TOHIS VISITOR HE GAVE A START. 

THE STRANGER SAID: “COFFEE. AND TAKE IT EASY!" 

Jilustrated by 

BENTON CLARK 

“Her?” Mr. Verner consid- 
ered the query at great length. 
“She’s doin’ all right.” 

“Seen your oldest boy this 
afternoon. He’s gettin’ to look 
more like you ev’y day.” 

“What’s funny about that?” 
“T didn’t say it was funny, did 

I, Angel? Aint no reason why 
a man’s own son shouldn’t be his 
spittin’ image.” The frankfurters 
were placed before the stocky 
man. “Aint as good as Mrs 
Verner cooks, maybe, but I reck- 
on you wasn’t aimin’ to wake her 
up this late.” 

“IT sho’ wasn’t. She gits 
peeved awful easy.” 

Mr. Verner wolfed his frank- 
furters, and placed ten cents on 
the counter. “Keep the change, 
Ernie. Good night.” 

“Night, Angel. Remember me 

to the Missus.” 
Mr. Verner departed. There 

Miracles of extraordinarily quick thinking aes G6 tae al 6 ele 
sigh from Chuck Warren. He 

are performed in this short short-story. said: “You got away with that 

Til worry about myself.” Chuck Warren looked around. 
Folks liable to drop in?” 
“Not hahdly. Kinda late.” 
“Ti they do, you sit tight. Make it look natural. If you don’t, 
I plug you.” 
‘Treckon you would, at that.” 
Between sips of coffee Chuck asked: “Did you recognize me 

before I pulled the gun?” 
“Maybe. ... They got your pitchers ev’ywhere.” 
I thought I seen it in your eyes. That’s why I wouldn’t take 

to chances.” 
inane was a sound of footsteps. They approached Ernie Rudd’s 

Chuck Snapped: “Somebody comin’. Remember what I told 
You: Make it look natural. Or else!” 

4 stocky man entered the place and seated himself. Ernie saw 
© €scaped convict slip the gun under his own left arm. Ernie 

Suid: Howdye, Angel.” 
be I Verner ordered two hot dogs. “Got hongry doin’ nothin’,” 
commented. “Started home, and found I had an appetite.” 

; That's fine, Angel.” Mr. Rudd split the frankfurters for grill- 
How's that baby of yeurs?” 

swell, brother.” 
“T had to.” Ernie was quite 

calm about it. “Angel Verner is 
sheriff of Karnak County.” 

“Phew! That hick?” 
“Uh-huh. But he aint so dumb, either. That’s how come I had 

to talk along with him.” Mr. Rudd handed over a bag of sand- 
wiches. “None of my business, friend, but if I was you, I'd be 
travelin’.” 

“I will, And remember: If you squawk about seein’ me—” 
“I won't. I got good sense.” 
As a precautionary measure, Chuck ripped out the telephone- 

wire. “Just to make sure,” he said. “And maybe it'd be better 
if you didn’t watch which way I’m goin’. Good night.” 

“Good night,” said Ernie. 

Hé applied himself to the job of cleaning up his griddle. He 
mopped languidly at the lunch-counter. Lighting his pipe 

he puffed placidly. He heard three shots from up Court Street 
sharp, authoritative shots which split the silence of the night. 
Then a scream. Ernie Rudd waited—patiently. 

He waited for less than five minutes. Angel Verner entered 
with Chuck Warren. Mr. Warren was wounded and handcuffed 

Ernie said: “I told you Angel wasn’t dumb, Mr. Warren. He 
caught on that something was wrong the minute I started askin’ 
after his kids. You see, he aint got any. It’s a joke around these 
parts about him never having married.” 
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The proper names used in th 
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year where a cat could not look at a vacationing dowager, but 
in the Bar Harbor of today, where the gossipy columnists and 

indefatigable photographers eavesdrop, spellbound and overawed, 
on the mammoth parties thrown by Chicago millionaires. 

It was raining. It always is, wherever Society spends its vaca- 
tions: In Bar Harbor and Newport, in Palm Beach and Aiken, i 
Southampton and Narragansett. Nowhere, with the possible excep- 
tion of Ethiopia, does it rain so hard, so mercilessly and so 
consistently as it does in the resorts favored by society. - 

Copyright, 1936, by The McCall Company (Redbook Magazine). All rights reserved. 

I: happened in Bar Harbor—not in the Bar Harbor of yester- 



Bar Harbor hostess stood in the doorway of her villa welcoming a 
¢ from Newport—both bedecked with diamonds, emeralds and pearls, 
conscious of the bad blood between Bar Harbor and Newport. 

E USSWi the Bar Harbor hostess, surveying the remnants of her open-air 

val: m ° 
don't know what to say, my dear; but it never, never rained before 

- yy parties in Bar Harbor. . . . I have such proverbial luck, don’t you 
us * 

ally fete ¥ * 
iving pers, Msi the social leader from Newport: 

Mow amazing! Well, my dear—it invariably rains at my parties in 
sort... . Lhat’s why they always go off so well, because I’m always 

d ” 

«a very brilliant dialogue, to be sure, but wholly in tune with the 
it of the Big Four. 

AT EIGHT-THIRTY, IN THE PATIO, 
THE GUESTS GET THEIR FIRST 

a GLIMPSE OF THEIR HOSTESS, 
~ ~ 

' 

glInto Society 

A famous social leader who prefers to be 

known as "Helen Newport’ opens for 

us the doors of the five-million-dollar 

palaces in Newport, Palm Beach, 
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by HELEN 

NEWPORT 

No, I do not mean the Big Four railroad nor the Big 
Four of the international polo matches. The Big Four of 
Society are Newport, Palm Beach, Aiken and Bar Harbor. 
There are many other resorts, both at home and abroad, 
which boast of their “very exclusive following;” but a so- 
cial climber keen on doing “the proper thing” should con- 

centrate on the Big Four only. Palm Beach in winter, Aiken 

in the early spring, Newport or Bar Harbor (or both) in 
summer. And let the Narragansetts, the Southamptons, the 
Deauvilles and the Lidos bury their own dead. . . . Whether 
one does or does not pay an occasional visit to Paris, 
whether one does or does not go for a week-end to Hot 
Springs, matters not. What does matter and what does 
count, is loyalty to the Big Four. 

Your tired stockbroker, your fagged débutante, your fussy 
dowager, your professional little brother of the rich, would 
no more think of missing Palm Beach in winter, Aiken in 
the early spring and Newport or Bar Harbor in summer, 
than would a candidate for Congress refrain from kissing 
babies and distributing cigars. 

wast they do in New York is of little consequence. They 
may or may not lunch at the Colony. They may or may 

not attend the Horse Show. They may or may not appear 
at the opening night of the Opera. They may or may not 
patronize the Philharmonic. They may or may not go slum- 
ming in Harlem. They may or may not accept the invita- 
tions of Mrs. Astorbilt. They may or may not follow the 
ponies. What one does in New York—nowadays one does 
not return to New York from one’s summer vacations much 
before October first and does not remain there later than 
December fifteenth—what one does in New York, I repeat, 
is of little consequence. It’s purely a matter of taste, 
choice and inclination. While in New York, your stock- 
broker leads a vastly different life from that of a débutante. 
While in New York, your dowager watches her step and is 

not keen on appearing in the company @fthe professional 
little brother of the rich. But comes December fifteenth, 
and they all meet each other aboard a Florida-bound train, 
and they all realize that from now on, until October first, 
they are going to be members of the same club dedicated 
to the proposition that time is something which should and 
must be killed. 

Sarah Anne Capley, the only daughter of that old miser 
Arthur Capley who believes that he will have at least a 
dozen pockets in his shroud, has been whisked aboard a 
Florida Special by a couple of husky guards assigned by the 
railroad to watch over the safety of the rich. She is smok- 
ing a cigarette in her compartment when the bell rings. 

“Come in,” she says haughtily. 
It’s Eddie Steare. She hasn’t seen Eddie since Newport. 

She makes it a point to avoid him in New York. Eddie is 
a professional guest. He has been known to come for a 
week-end and remain for a month. But when it comes to 
dishing dirt, Eddie has no peers. Sarah is very, very glad 

Aiken and Bar ‘Harbor. 
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indeed to see Eddie. Both of them are going to be the house 
guests of Hilda Morvish in Palm Beach; and Sarah feels certain 
that she can learn more about Hilda from Eddie in ten minutes 
than Hilda’s husband has found out about her in the eight years 
of their married life. 

“Why, darling!” she screams. 
“My dear child!” 
Eddie hates Sarah and despises her father, but he has received 

strict orders from Hilda to take care of Sarah. When Hilda said, 
“Take care of Sarah,” she meant, “Try to pump some information 
out of her.” Eddie has to obey Hilda—not only is he going to 
be her house guest in Palm Beach, but she bought his round-trip 
ticket on the train. Is she in love with him? Not at all. She 
simply has to have at her house-party an unattached bachelor who 
can dance and play bridge and who carries his liquor well. 
When the train reaches Palm Beach thirty hours later, around 

five in the afternoon, Sarah and Eddie have managed to wreck 
every reputation in America and a great many in England. 

Hilda’s chauffeur—he’s wearing a sand-colored uniform—reports 
to them that everybody is at the polo-field and not expected home 
until six-thirty or seven. 

“Polo, my eye!” remarks Eddie. “What’s the betting that they 
are reclining on blankets, and that none of them is in any condi- 
tion to mount a horse.” 

They drive along broad avenues, past the local branches of the 
famous New York stores displaying jewelry, bathing suits and polo 
outfits. 

Hilda’s house is known as Villa Avancha Karina. Not that she 
understands what “Avancha Karina” means, but her architect said 
that that name would go well with the dazzling white Spanish ap- 
pearance of the house. 

Their evening clothes laid out and their baths drawn by extreme- 
ly efficient servants, they spend the rest of the afternoon lounging 
about in deck chairs in the patio, where side-cars and Manhattans 
and Daiquiris and Martinis will be served to them by resplendent 
butlers who look more British than Stanley Baldwin, and who can 
mix any drink known to Christendom. 

The real consump- 
tion of cocktails begins at eight-thirty, when Sarah and Eddie 

rejoin the other guests in the patio, and where, incidentally, they 
get. their first glimpse of their hostess. 

At nine-thirty or ten—depending on the potency of the cock- 
tails and the drinking capacity of the guests—everybody piles into 
Hilda’s Rolls-Royces (she has a fleet of them) and dashes on to 
the Everglades, the Patio or the Colony for a spot of food and a 
dance. The choice between the three places is a toss-up. All of 
them are open-air pavilions. Each of them advertises “the best 
dancing orchestra in America.” All of them are thoroughly recon- 
ciled to the fact that one drinks one’s dinner in Palm Beach and 
does not give a continental about food. 

Thanks to the tireless efforts of the musicians, one is not obliged 
to listen to that jitterish chatter which passes for.sconversation at a 
dinner in Palm Beach. 

“How long are you going to stay in this—” 
“Oh, it’s been a divine season!” 
“The Frays are splitting up again. . . . She’s about to—” 
“Yes, believe it or not, that ass John is actually—” 
“The polo has been divine, really.” 
“Let’s go slumming in Miami. I’ve heard those wrestling-bouts 

are really—” 
“The Proses are not coming. . . . She is in Reno, and he—” 
“She wore a divine dress.” 
Two rules govern this amazing conversation: (1) Thou shalt not 

finish thy sentences; (2) Thou shalt use the word divine at least 
once every thirty seconds. . . . 

The party breaks up around two. The gamblers drop in at 
Bradley’s to try their luck at the wheel; the non-gamblers go for 
a long drive. Everyone rises very late, as late as noon, and goes 
out “for a swim” in the pool. No one swims, but everyone con- 
sumes whisky-sours at the bar adjoining the pool. After a nap, 
taken on a mattress next to the pool, the guests are ready for 
luncheon, served on glass-topped iron tables. No one dreams of 
changing. The women eat in pajamas, the men in sleeveless 
jerseys. 

It’s two o’clock by now. If it happens to be a polo day, every- 
one drives to the field, situated at Delray (about forty-five minutes 
distant from Palm Beach), where they not infrequently provide 
the spectators with very comfortable blankets. On the non-polo 
days the golf-bugs play a few holes on the magnificent links of 
the Seminole Club, the gamblers pay a visit to the race-track -in 
Hialeah Park. What with the polo, the golf, the racing, the back- 

Fy OWEVER. this is but a preliminary bout. 

gammon and the bridge, the four hours between lunchegy 
cocktails can be killed with utmost ease. Not much 
fishing is being done, although practically everyone gets y 
graphed with a sailfish by his or her side. 

Love-making? Not much. Serial writers and Unoffica 
servers to the contrary notwithstanding, the morals of Palp 
are about on par with those of New York. The tropical ¢ 
though notorious for its amorous vitamins, breeds laziness 1p 
of laziness. So much so, that after a week spent at Villa 4 
Karina, anything requiring effort, even a slight kiss, strikes gf 
an undertaking of Passamaquoddy dimensions. Occasj 
unacclimated visitor from the North tries to hold hands» 
gests a flying-trip to Havana; but by the following mom; 

too succumbs to cocktails and dolce far niente. There ix 
less real immorality per square mile in Palm Beach than pe 

NOTHING SINCE VERSAILLES UNDER 
LOUIS XIV HAS APPROACHED THE 

CHERICE BALL IN SPLENDOR. 



%in New York. That venerable French writer who claimed 
vice blooms in the snow and dies under tropical skies, must 

¢ upon a time have spent his winter vacation as a house guest 

ames the middle of March, and everybody begins to leave— 
that the month of April is really so hot in Palm Beach, but 

suse it’s the thing to do: to walk out on Florida not later than 
ch twentieth, and on the way North, to stop in Aiken for the 

» of the Aiken season. 

ike Palm Beach, with its mammoth hotels and very “demo- 
ie” night-clubs, Aiken is still a closed corporation. Money 
is in Palm Beach, but it merely whispers in Aiken. Unless one 

” one will feel frightfully lonesome in Aiken. Swanky, 

rty and very “horsey,” Aiken goes for drag meets, cross- 
steeple-chases and resplendent balls. Aside from a few 

p10N 
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open-to-the-outsider spots like the old “Tea House” in the pine 
woods or the Palmetto Gulf Inn, everything attractive is “strictly 
private” and “absolutely restricted.” Hunt clubs, aristocratic 
mansions, fashionable boarding-houses (that admit no one without 
proper credentials), membership-only dances—all of it is closed to 
the ambitious outsider. Aiken celebrated its Centennial four 
years ago, and it believes full-heartedly that it should remain what 
it always has been—the paradise of a blue-blooded horseman 

HE day begins early in Aiken. The selfsame Sarah Anne Cap- 
ley, who sleeps till ten in New York and till noon in Palm Beach, 

is up and about at sunrise in Aiken. 
“Nothing could be lovelier,” she says, 

morning work-out of a string of race-horses.” 
She is quite right: the spectacle is (Please turn to page 

“than to watch the 



“FROM THE DISTANCE,” I SAID, “YOU LOOKED LIKE A YOUNG BLONDE GODDE 

A Hero fo 
white bathing-suit, sleekly topped by a 
rubber cap. Her brown knees, raised 

above her, swayed lazily with the waves. Her 
knees were very neat. 

I figured she had come while I had been 
asleep—if she hadn’t, I'd have heard her. 
The only boat on her island is a motorboat: 
people can’t sneak past you in a motorboat. 

The raft was anchored off her island, just 
below my island, and so it didn’t take me long to reach her. The 
morning was bright, and where the sun struck the blank, rippled 
blueness of the water, it looked like what has been described some- 
where as a myriad of diamonds. 

I jabbed the oars and grunted a lot. The boat seemed to be 
whirling in part of a circle most of the time; but I was unflagging, 
and finally I got close to the raft. Lying on her back the way she 
was, she didn’t see me. But when I tried to slide alongside, one 
of the oars stuck again—the oarlock was kind of loose, I think— 
and the prow of my boat rammed the raft head-on. It was one 
classy crash. Nothing splintered, though. Her shoulders had been 
jolted on the hard, baked boards, and she rolled over, startled as 
a crow. I stood up. I planted my feet wide because the boat was 
heaving—it had been poorly constructed, I guess. . 

“From the distance,” I said, “you looked like a young blonde 
goddess; but now that I have arrived, I find you are only Izzie. 
Some let-down!” 

She sat up. 
“Nick!” she yelled, and then she started to laugh. 
“What is so funny?” I said, grabbing the side of the raft to 

steady the boat. 
“You look terribly silly in a rowboat,” she explained. 
“Have you seen yourself in that rubber cap?” I said. 

. J «i was lying on the raft in an insolent 

A man of much muscular energy, a mant 

by DUANE DECKE 

She stood up and peeled the cap. Her hair flopped, shining 
low in the sun. I held grimly to the raft. Then she jumped, 4 
I thought we would both sink like lead tops; but by means 
convenient miracle, she landed in the middle of the boat and 
ing happened. That was a relief. She looked brown. She sm 
wet. She kissed me. 

“Reunion in a rowboat,” I said. “I am extremely happy#@ 
you, Izzie; but your bathing-suit is wet, and my clothes a 
so please to check your affections.” r 

Izzie is Isobel March: very blonde, very slim and very intel 
at times. We had carried on a superior attachment there # 
while. Now, all that was left of our love was an old clipping? 
Louis Sobol’s column that said, “Nick Lamarre, Consolidat 
tual Life Inc.’s ace dotted-liner, and Isobel March, who almost 

set Helen Jacobs in a match last year, are Forsaking All Oi 
But we hadn’t, quite. Izzie always said that I lacked cham 

although she framed the words so they didn’t sound that # 
Because I prefer tailcoats to lumber-jackets, and women M® 
ing gowns to women in tailored suits, she insists that Ia 
right for a woman to bat around with, but not to have chi 
Still, in Izzie I had found a woman who irritated me 
usual, and I had planned to keep her within shouting @ 
indefinitely. 



TNOW THAT I'VE ARRIVED, I FIND 
/E GODDE 

man 

COKE 
Jilustrated by 

cD. MITCHELL 

She played in tennis tournaments all the time. I watched her 
a , Once. She got all red and sweaty, and I could not have felt 
aoa if I had caught her washing clothes. Right then I began 
b> Worry about Izzie’s legs. I was afraid she would get hard, 

muscles in them, from so much running around; and Izzie’s 
She st terrifically beautiful to look at, like pink-filmed shrimp. 

happy t t, Izzie’s legs held up admirably. 
shes , left me flat, to barnstorm with some tennis pro’s. I 

mt stopped to wonder if what I felt for Iz had finally entered 
cy intel tealm of the spiritual, but when she started being not around, 
there iat D @ sogginess inside me somewhere. So it dawned on 

Lipping§ ; a horrible hang-over one day, that I must really have 
slidated > yw with Izzie all the time, and that reminded me of a 
o almed that had once read about in a story who had found himself 
All Othe ical predicament. I was stunned. Izzie was trans- 

ad chandill | hentally Swatting tennis balls. 
"that st sent her about seventeen dollars’ worth of telegrams, demand- 
nen ia eae return. I had decided to marry her after all. 
at 1am ve gone after her, except that I had a couple of fifth- 
childre Mle a for the opening of the new Sherwood play, which hap- 
ne less be that week. But I loved that girl so much it hurt 

x than tight shoes. And Izzie—I could have shot her—sent 
short, prettily flourished note that said: “My backhand is 

YOU ARE ONLY IZZIE 

the Lady 
none at all—and an all-alluring lady. 

SOME LET-DOWN!”" 

improving wonderfully, so it will be impos- 
sible for me to marry you at this writing. 
With love to Nick, from Izzie.” It was post- 
marked Jolanthe, Wis., and there didn’t seem 
to be anything left for me to do except to 
forget her. I don’t know for sure, but I guess 
I must .have gone about it the wrong way. I 
didn’t think the Sherwood play was so hot, 
either. . . . Now here she was! I had let go of 
the raft, and we were drifting down the lake. 

“What are you doing here?” Izzie said. “You—at a lake! 
I explained: “Doc Holden describes it as a run-down condition. 

Then I rented this place next to yours. I figured you'd be along.” 
“Have you thought about me constantly, Nick?” 
“Occasionally,” I said. “I have never fully replaced you, Iz. 

I had a good girl there for a while, though. Her name was 
Marion. But she always got sleepy about three, along with the 
orchestra. Regular as clockwork, honestly. It was driving me 
crazy.” 

“T can imagine,” Izzie sympathized. 
“I am willing to take you back, Iz,” I said magnanimously. “If 

it isn’t love, it still suits me fine.” 
“Well!” Izzie said. ‘Well, now really—” 
“So put on a dress,” I said, “and we'll just go off somewhere 

and get married. It will get us out of the sun, too.” 
All she did was look at me, and sort of wabble her head back 

and forth. “Nick,” she said, “I can’t do it. The way you de- 
scribe it, it does sound like sport. But it seems I am already go- 
ing to get married.” 

I don’t know if my chin sagged, or my face fell, or what. A 
girl of Izzie’s type does not inspire you with thoughts of immedi- 
ate matrimony, but the idea of her marrying some one else is a re- 
mote worry, like a Balkan uprising. 
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“Who is the man?” I said. 
She shaded her eyes with her left hand. 

Wendell.” 
“Mark Wendell. That means it’s Marcus Wendell.” 
“T met him on the tour. He’s a football coach at Wordsworth 

College—in the Middle West.” 
I could have jumped out of the boat. 

said. “For the love of Pete, Izzie!” 
“Oh, you needn’t be so smug,” she said. “He’s much more 

handsome than you, Nick. He has a chest about six yards wide.” 
“T think you’re exaggerating,” I said. 
“He’s devoted to me, and I like it, too. You were never 

devoted. All you ever were was—well, just around. Mark is the 
very solid, dependable sort. The only thing I could ever depend 
on you for”—this, ruefully—‘was to or- 
der more drinks.” 

“His name is Mark 

“A football coach!” I 

“They certainly aren’t,” I said. “And I always used ip 
that if I asked you to marry me, you'd be tickled to death 

“I would have been, once. If you hadn’t been what you ye 
“What do you mean, what I was?” 
“I mean,” she said, “take when I left, and you decide 

wanted to marry me after all: One of your thoughts while 

ing. What did you do? “You sent basketsful of telegrams 
didn’t you come and get me?” 

I thought of that Sherwood play that hadn’t been s0 by 
frowned. 

“T hadn’t met Mark then,” Izzie said. 
thing! But oh, no! What did you do?” 

“I met Marion,” I said glumly. “I wouldn’t have gone fg 
in the first place, only she wore wide hats well.” 

“If you'd done 

“And you were never grateful for it, 
either,” I said. 

ACK on her island, a door banged 
shut. I nodded toward it. 

“Ts that Marcus?” 
“No. That’s Charley, the caretaker. 

Mark is coming—tonight, I expect.” 

“Tzzie,” I said earnestly, “surely you 
are not serious about this coach. Surely 
it is just one of your womanly wiles to 
bait me on.” 

“Get your bathing-suit, Nick,” she 
said. - “I can see that you’re in one of 
your unreasonable frames of mind. 
We'll swim you out of it.” 

“Bathing-suit? But where would I 
get one?” 

She stared at me. 
lake without one?” 

“Look!” I said patiently. “For three 
days I have been lying under trees where 
it is cool and restful. I seem to react 
antagonistically to sunshine and water.” 

She shook her head sadly. “How 
can you expect a woman to love a man 
like that? You’re just a pale creature, 
Nick, disguised in pants.” 

“You know you could never get un- 
der my skin, Iz,” I said. “Let’s ask 
Charley to cook some food—what do 
you say?” 

Life, and Izzie, had dealt me a crush- 
:ing blow, but my appetite was still 
pretty good.... 

Izzie can get all worked up about 
nature, but I can’t see it. Take this 
lake we were at, which is practically 
nothing but nature. Sitting on the front 

porch, while Charley cooked and Izzie 
was getting dressed, I started studying 
the angular, stony shore of the main- 
land. To be perfectly fair about it, I'll 
give it all the poetic touches it can 
stand, such as recording the ruffled ridge 
of the tree-tops, and the fistful of soapy 
white clouds floating by. It was a pret- 

“You came to a 

ty scene in a way; yet I have observed 
those same clouds over Times Square, 
where you get a profile of majestic sky- 
scrapers in addition. . There really isn’t 
any comparison. 

Then, the water was a level sheet of blue that gullied into all 
the coves in curves like unspooled thread. Nice; but it didn’t 
measure up, for instance, to the dazzle of a theater marquee in 
the dusk, the feel of a brass rail under your foot, or the sight of 
a woman in sables walking down Fifth Avenue with a pooch on 
a leash. I mean, these things of mine are really Life. ° 

Finally I gave up all this knotty concentration, and then Izzie 
walked out. She was wearing a yellow dress that had a flare and 
no sleeves, and a belt pulled tight—her kind of a dress. She sat 
down and started to put on lipstick. She looked terribly fresh and 
clean, so I slid over and began to kiss her because of it. But 
when I started to stretch it out, she stopped the proceedings. 

“I’ve told you, Nick,” she said. “Things aren’t the way they 
used to be any more.” 

“BEFORE I'D LET A MAN DROWN HIMSELF," HE SAID, “I'D KNOCK 

She sighed. “You make me tired, Nick. You don’t amis 
at all.” 

“T think what you want is a hero,” I said. 
through my pockets. 
We had a gloomy meal. 

I started 0! 
“Did I ever show you my war medast 

The funny thing about Izzie and 
is that when we have been away from each other, we have @ 
to talk over. But when we are together all the time, we @ 
pretty nearly forever. So this time we sort of hung on @ 
bows and munched, and made well-bred faces at each other. 

The whole day turned out badly too. She went back # 
raft to broil some more. I didn’t want any part of 
returned to my shack. I get no pleasure out of broiling u 
peculiar that way. 

Charley had promised us a fish-fry for evening, and! had 
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food out of cans for a week; of course I dined at Izzie’s. 

- conversational lapses weren’t quite as long this time. 

gmost finished the meal when a light flashed through the 
There was a boat, we discovered, sloshing through the 

« from the mainland. 
i's Mark,” Izzie said. 

down, You—you can come if you want.” 
Naturally I didn’t go. I sat quietly, trying to picture Marcus. 
‘oeht of him as a big, hairy job with a ruddy face and a six- 
» collar. He would flap around in ungodly tweeds. He would 

¢ a taped pipe and carry a portable rowing-machine. All this 

yery fine and comforting to me. 

if he didn’t think Iz and I made a stunning couple, and 

y. the old diplomat, agreed. 

“Some one is bringing him over. 

To top it off, I asked 

59 
“No,” I said. “No. I was always a pretty heavy smoker.” 
Izzie snickered. “Nick specializes in inactivity, chiefly, Mark.” 
“Izzie,” I said, “your nuances lack something that keeps them 

from being brilliant, and I have never been able to put my finger 
on what it is.” 

Marcus looked blank. “Oh—are you two old friends?” 
“In a way,” I said. “You see, Izzie and I were formerly 

lovers.” 
Izzie glared, and hurriedly asked him about his trip. We talked 

for a while, and finally Marcus decided he’d like a dip in the 
lake. His idea of a dip turned out to be a swim to the mainland. 
Izzie asked him to lend me a pair of trunks. I got up in a hurry. 

“Thanks,” I said, “but two-mile swims are not my forte, and”— 
I headed toward the door—‘I want to see if I caught anything in 

my bear-trap today.” 
He looked at me uncertainly But 

there are no bears around /ere.” 

Lit ith: £ Saal 

“What!” I said. “There aren’t?” 
‘Of course not.” 
“Well,” I said. “Well, no wonder my 

damn’ trap is always empty.” 
I walked out of the door, wagging 

my head, and I heard him speak to 
Izzie. 

“Mr. Lamarre should have checked 
up on that sooner,” Marcus said grave- 
ly. “Imagine setting a bear-trap around 

here.” 
Izzie didn’t say anything 

I SAW very little of them during the 
next few days. Wendell took her 

on several all-day hikes, for one thing. 
His energy frightened me when I stopped 
to consider it. ; He swam the length of 
the lake several times. He chopped a 
pile of logs in the back yard. He 
cleared the “beach” of rocks, and made 
a dinky stone wall from them. He killed 
skinny little snakes. He never sat down. 

Izzie did most of these things with 
him, and ordinarily she isn’t so dynamic, 
off the tennis-courts. I guess she liked 
it. She said she did, if that is any 
sort of proof. 

Occasionally I went over, but I began 
to cut my visits. Being on the short 
end of a triangle is simply a lousy 
situation. .. . 

That Saturday they went on another 
long hike. It had looked like a storm, 

even before they left; there had been a 
sullenly hot sun all day, and the water 
was still as a creek. Charley said these 
were sure signs. But they went, any- 
way. 

In the afternoon I had rowed over to 
play a few games of checkers with 
Charley, who plays a nice board. I 
think it was around five when the storm 
broke, finally. You could see the wind 

f DM rrCHeee — sweep over that pond, making it corru- 
gated in sections. The ripples turned 
into waves, after a while, thumping on 

wen Izzie brought Marcus in, I was pleased to see that I 
att too far wrong. He was big and square, and he had a smile 
= monotonous quality about it that made you feel it was 

a by pressure from within. He dropped two thick suit- 
here could have been a rowing-machine inside, almost. 
is Nick Lamarre,” Izzie said. “He’s staying on the island 
Te. 

cus’ handshake was crushing. He said: “Terribly glad to 

paused to let the false overtones in his heartiness fall flat for 
She did not seem to notice. 

eet Izzie’s friends, but I’m sure you’re the ex- 
me you are a football coach.” 
he team at Wordsworth. 

Then I said: “I’m 

Played, have you?” 

the shore. Then white flecks topped 
OCK OFF.” “YOU'RE TOO DAMN’ NOBLE," I SAID. THEN I PASTED HIM. the waves as the sky darkened, and the 

thunder started to make more noise 
than a roller-coaster. When the first 

heavy drops pelted the windows, Charley closed the place up. 
The lightning started next. It was growing colder, too. 

They hadn’t returned by seven. I wasn’t worried, exactly, but 
I could see that it was almost as dark as night in the woods, and I 
thought that they could have lost the sense of direction. So I 
decided to walk straight back a couple miles, and shout awhile; 
then, if they were really lost, they could get their bearings from 
my voice. 

I hunted up an old raincoat in a closet, and I started through 
the woods in the direction that Charley said they had taken in the 
morning. It was darker back there than I had imagined. I kept 
sliding over logs that were soaked and slippery. I heard a tree 
crash somewhere, and finally I reached a brook that was swollen 
fat. I thought I would leap it; I did, (Please turn to page 111) 



GWIN BEHAVED QUITE WELL 

MAY MOVED THROUGH THE 

LUSH PANDEMONIUM LOOKING 

AS IF SHE HAD BLED TO DEATH 

The Story Thus Far: 
ILLIAM 
BENTLAN 

had risen 
from orphanage boy 

to millionaire, and he 
knew how to “take it.” 

When the panic of 1929 
had all but ruined him, 

dj he closed up his shattered 
business. 

“I don’t blame your family 
much for not liking you,” his 

secretary Betsy Wilson told him 
bluntly when they talked it over 

that last day. “It has never occurred 
to them that you can be likable. You 

can be. I was frantically in love with 
you the first year I worked for you; 

but you never noticed it, so I got over it.” 
Going home that night, he found that his 
vigorous wife Della, without consulting him, 

had sold, at an unnecessarily heavy loss, the 
big Long Island place with its furnishings, 

had bought a little farm in Connecticut, and 
was busy moving them out there. 

An old house, a garden, a peaceful if un- 
kempt countryside. ... It wasn’t so bad, 
Bentlan found—for him at least, or for the 
younger children Junior and Iris; too much 
of everything had not had time to spoil 
them yet. And May had a domestic bent. 

But his wife was complaining and inj 
siderate and—well, stupid. And the 
children Daphne and Jim— 

Failing to get a better job, Jim sy 
as ordinary seaman on a freighter. 
didn’t make a good sailor, but whe 
boat was wrecked at the end of the 
ward voyage, he sent to a newspa 
story of the disaster that won hima 
porter’s job. But he didn’t make ag 
reporter either, and lost that job too 

As for Daphne: It was not long i 
she achieved a complete rebellion, cut 
self off from family and friends and 
a job behind a remnant-counter. Bi 
found it hard going—until Rusty i 
showed up. She had been engaged tok 
once—overnight, until he’d had time 

pent taking so shopworn a girl as Daphat 
fiancée. Daphne was glad to see him 
however, for his family also had gone) 
and he too was working at a poor job. 

But Rusty couldn’t take it. And 
an opportunity came for him to many 
older but wealthy woman, he threw Da 
over and sold himself. 

That was the last straw for B 
Bentlan. She took poison—too big @! 
Dr. Smith, the young physician at the 
pital was able to save her. And 
the hospital ward her father found bet. 

Too Much of 
Copyright, 1936, by Tite McCall Company (Redbook Magazine). All rights reserved 
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Not a mere “serial,” but a truly great novel 

by PHILIP WYLIE 

Bentlan pére hadn't been doing so badly 
late; aided by his former secretary 
y Wilson he had started a. magazine 

wted to a subject he knew a lot about: 

Hi wife Della, however, assumed that 
s association with Betsy Wilson meant 
idelity, and raised an ungodly rumpus. 
ol it was Daphne—back home in Con- 
ticut now, with new knowledge and new 

ter-—who straightened out that dif- 
ity by threatening her mother with 
mmitment to an asylum if she didn’t 
im down. . And then May, the 

therto dependable May, must needs— 
ely, it seemed, for want of better com- 
jonship—fall in love with the farm-hand 

in, (The story continues in detail: ) 

HEN Bentlan began to worry about 
Jim because he had not seen him for 

couple of weeks, he called his paper. 
told him that Jim had been fired for 
length of time. Bentlan swore in 

lation, and hung up. He left Betsy to 
ie care of the office and hurried down- 

found Jim in his rooms, after ring- 
the bell for five minutes. 

wll Over the bare apartment were sheets 
paper—on tables and chairs and 

the floor. Jim hadn’t shaved for a 
Apparently he hadn’t undressed. 

were stale sandwiches, half eaten, 
§ the mélée of scrawled papers—and 

tore of empty paper coffee cups. Jim’s 
S were glittering. He had a cough. 
M writing a play,” he said. “Sit 

m I can’t talk to you.” 
His father sat down. Jim went back to 
K, coughing and shaking. Occasionally, 
muttered. 

h picked up a sheaf of his manu- 
an to read. It was five 

cold, and growing dark. A single 

radiator knocked lethargically, while an 
hour passed, and Bentlan read all the 
crumpled manuscript as well as what Jim 
had saved. 

Finally Jim stopped working and cast 
his feverish eye on his father. “Well?” 
he said. He had to try twice on that 
single word. The first time, he croaked. 

Bentlan looked at him compassionately. 
He appreciated that this was a last des- 
perate stand, a final challenge to destiny; 
the stuff of Jim’s perpetual rage. And Jim 
himself was not only exhausted, but suffer- 
ing from an untreated cold. With all his 
heart, Bentlan wanted to bolster whatever 
impulse had urged his son to this romantic 
act. He loved Jim for his folly as much 
as for his fervor. And Jim waited pas- 
sionately for words of praise. 

“It stinks,” Bentlan said quietly. 
Jim flinched. He half rose—so that he 

hung over his chair with bent knees and 
hips. 

Bentlan kept his eyes on his son’s. 
“Gibberish,” he continued. “And not true. 
Savage, but pointless. I don’t know—but 
I suspect that it isn’t even very well writ- 
ten. A lot of it sounds like a weepy 
schoolboy—or a little girl who has lost her 
doll. You couldn’t produce it. If you 
could, people would get the giggles. It 
makes Grand Guignol look like winding a 

maypole. It’s old stuff. But that, even, 
isn’t the trouble. There’s not one sugges- 
tion in the whole mess about how to cure 
anything. Not one! That’s the trouble 
with you, Jim. Forever hollering ‘Fire!’ 
and never bringing up a bucket of water. 
And”—his voice sank—‘you know it.” 

Jim dropped back in his chair. He sat, 
not breathing, for a minute. Then he said: 
“How’s Daffy?” 

“Better.” Bentlan kept looking at his 
son. “Gone to the country.” He sucked 
his upper lip under the lower one. 

‘The kids? ; 
All right—I guess 

couple of days ago.” 
Jim gathered up the pages of his play 

in a wastebasket. They filled it to over- 
flowing. He dumped them in his fireplace 
and ignited them! with a match. Bentlan 
didn’t interfere. Both men watched them 
burn. 

When the flame went out, Jim said 
“What would you do if I took Betsy 

away from you?” 
“Betsy?” 
“She means more to you than anything 

else, doesn’t she?” 
“No,” Bentlan. answered; after a quiet 

pause. “No.” Then he grinned suddenly. 
“Betsy would be good for you.” 

Jim offered his father a cigarette, Bent- 
lan did not care much for cigarettes, but 
he took one. He steadied Jim’s hand when 
he held out a match. 

They smoked, sitting in chairs 
each other. 

“I got a letter from Mother the other 
day,” Jim said. “Forwarded to me.’ 

“Did you, son?” Bentlan was pleased. 
“She said that you were scheming to put 

her in an asylum. You and Daffy. She 
asked me to bring help to her. She wanted 
me to get a bunch of people together to aid 
and protect her. Lawyers, and what-not 

“Oh.” his father said. “Did you write?” 
— 
“Why not?” 
“Because she should have been put in an 

asylum years ago.” 

I phoned Della a 

facing 

ENTLAN understood. His son, realiz- 
ing that his play was absurd, that his 

whole situation in life was sorehead, im- 
mature, and not really dramatic, was try- 
ing with subdued ferocity to hurt him. Jim 
wanted the world—and especially his father 
—to feel his torture. Jim was spoiled 
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“T came down here,” Bentlan said gravely, “to offer you a job 
on my magazine. We need an assistant circulation-manager.” 

“Thanks. I might consider it. Something to live by—while I 
rewrite my play.” 

“T’m not offering it. 
Jim didn’t reply. 
“Why don’t you join the army?” Bentlan asked presently. 

Changed my mind.” 

IM, stung beyond endurance, jumped up and stood before him. 
“IT could have prophesied that the moment you got a little 

salary, you’d be smugger than ever! What kind of a guy are you, 
anyhow? Living with your secretary! Scaring Mother to death 
to keep her mouth shut! Leaving your kids alone in the country! 
Starting a magazine about money—when millions are facing 
starvation! Dragging Daphne back from the one decent thing 
she ever did—so you can make a milksop out of her! Hypocrite! 
Blackmailer!”’ 

“What kind of a guy are you?” Bentlan replied evenly. “Try- 
ing to make up for lack of self-assurance by bull-headed arrogance. 
Going wildly insane over sophomoric quibbles. Slandering Betsy. 
Damning your mother. Daphne fought out her battle against her- 
self, and won. You won’t even choose 
up sides. You prefer to make fun of 

remorseless intervals. At last Bentlan went to his son’s desk 
smiled as he picked up,a stub of copy pencil and a sheet of 
low paper. “Call me at the office,” he wrote. “I'll hold thei 
for you.” On the paper he put a ten-dollar bill. On the bill 
of Jim’s shoes, for the room was’bare of any more gi, 
weight. ; 

Then he pulled Jim’s bedclothes around his frowsy head 
He thought of opening a window. But a penetrating ; 

came through the hole made by the inkstand. : 
He switched out the light... . 
It was not far from Jim’s apartment to Betsy’s, and Bey 

walked the distance moodily. 
Betsy let him in by pressing the buzzer. She was undp 

and she made him wait outside while she pulled a kimon 
her pajamas. In the course of his measured account, gy 
alized that he had had no supper. She made toast and cofig 
gave him some cereal. 

When he had finished the meal and his story, she said: ‘Th 
= were having trouble—somehow. And I knew you'd bk 
ere. 
They built a fire in the living-room. They sat down befor 

Betsy had said very little since hs 
rival—and even now she seemed ¢ 

her. I’m ashamed of you. I’m ashamed 
of myself for not licking hell out of you 
the first time you let go of that nasty Next Month 

clined to talk, as if she had partaky 
his moodiness, or as if he had intem 
her in some spiritual tedium. 

temper of yours. It’s too late to break 
you. You're grown. You've got to do it 
yourself—if it’s ever to be done. You're 
spoiled and mean and frightened and ig- 
norant. You're yellow. You're a quit- 
ter. You make me sick.” 

All past excesses of Jim’s rage were as 
nothing to his present emotion. Only 
murderous words could give it any utter- 
ance whatever. He whispered: 

“T am going to kill you for this!” 
Bentlan didn’t even rise. He shook his “Oh,” he said. 

head. “See?” 
“No you're not.” EDWIN BALMER “_ guess I do.” iit 
Kill you. Betsy closed her eyes. “Up it 

Bentlan kept looking at his son’s eyes. 
They were meaningless, without person- 
ality behind them. He felt old and 
frozen. He wondered if Jim were going 
to kill him. He spoke quietly again, 
knowing the formula, doubting it—not 
caring if it failed, because in the failure 

The novel of a valiant girl 

who wanted her way with 

the money-changers in the 

tall temples of Manhattan. 

and 
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“You knew I’d come over?” Heg 
at her. 
“we 
His smile widened. It was affecti 

and paternal; and it was also, lightly 

her expense. “I don’t believe it! jj 
were going to bed.” 

Slowly she shook her red head, 9i 
the firelight shimmered on it. § 
and somberly, she looked at him 
I was waiting for you.” 

skyscrapers of this city are thousand 
women who fell in love with their} 
and stuck by them, and dealt out 
strength, and shared in crises an 
umphs the wives never knew about, 
then went home to their little ap. 
to hate the night until another 

before him, all the fault was his. “You're 
“ not going to kill me. You’re not going 

o'clock came round, and another 
ing brought their bosses back. Mas 

to touch me. You're afraid. You haven’t 
the guts. You’re afraid—of yourself!” 

Jim picked up a heavy glass inkstand. They faced each other 
as had Daphne and Della. 

Mother against daughter. 
Son against father. 
But Bentlan and his son were not interrupted. 
Jim drew his arm back. He hesitated there. 
“Why don’t you throw it?” his father asked softly. 
Jim turned and pitched it through the window, out into the 

empty street. Then he dropped into his chair and fell forward on 
his table, wrapping his head in his arms. 

Bentlan began to talk, while his son wept. He talked about 
his youth. About his struggles after he left the orphanage. About 
the first girl he ever kissed. About a time when he nearly lost his 
life in a wheat elevator. About a butcher who tried to knife him, 
and a minister who was kind to him. About Della’s parents. 
About the Middle West before Jim was born. About his ambi- 
tions and his thoughts, his dreams and his discovered rationaliza- 
tions. In a long and rambling narrative, he said everything that 
entered his mind that served to show he too had lived through a 
painful succession of doubts. 

He knew that Jim tried at first not to hear him. He knew 
when Jim began to admit to himself that he was paying attention. 
But he did not know when Jim went to sleep. He discovered it, 
finally, as his voice grew tired. 

He straightened out Jim’s unkempt bed. He picked Jim up 
and carried him over to it. “The boy’s fearfully thin,’ Bentlan 
thought. “And exhausted.” 

Jim’s face was calm. He kept on sleeping. 
Bentlan sat looking at him for an interminable period. The 

radiator banged dismally. Far away, elevated trains passed at 

their bosses never knew it. Thos 
did, thought it was pathetic, or swe 

funny—depending on what sort of men they were. But yer 
year, the women grew older. Some of them wanted their 
to run away with them. Some of them only wanted a littlem 
nition and a few kind words. Most of them weren't so vey 
ish. But they were women: faithful, weak, lost women 
because the same thing is going to happen to everyone—ant! 
know it. Some day, when their bodies are old and theit 
white, there will be a pink slip in the familiar mail-box. 4 
salary—or two weeks’—what does it matter? ‘Dear Miss» 
So. Your services are no longer—’” 

Betsy’s voice had dropped. There was silence in the 
Presently she went on: “We don’t ask much. We " 
you have wives and families, and we understand the import 

of your good names. But we are women. There is in each 
an aching ‘must’—so easy to satisfy, so destructive if we @ 

We can’t help ourselves. We’re people.” 

ENTLAN had come to her for refuge and inspiration. 14 
come pitying himself, perhaps, as do all strong 

occasionally they tire beneath the load of the emotions of 

And now Betsy, in a few gentle sentences, had thrown his 
into a greater chaos than he had ever experienced. _ 

She did not hurry his response. She sat on the divam,# 
eloquent plea in quietude than words could ever be. 

Desires lunged against his sensibilities; and behind them 
legion of good reasons. Excepting for what Daphne 
be, Betsy was the finest woman he had ever known. » 
with more honesty, more feeling, more sincerity, than his x 
tion could ever have allowed itself. His generation, m 
bred an evil horror, a diseased “purity,” (Please turn to pat 
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The snapshots you'll want Tomorrow— 

you must take Today 

icy ada remember things you’ve let yourself for- 

get. They keep, safe and true, the feeling of some 

if we de special time, the thrill of some wonderful moment. Make 
those snapshots now that are going to mean so much to 
you later. And don’t take chances—load your camera film in the familiar _ 

g people with Kodak Verichrome Film. This double-coated film 

he import 
s in each 

Accept nothing but the 

ation. He 

ions of 
rown his gets the picture where ordinary films fail. Your snapshots 

come out clearer, truer, more lifelike. Any camera is a 
divan, 4 better camera, loaded with Verichrome—use it always 

-++ Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N. Y. 



6+ 

to save itself from facing just such dec- 
larations. She loved him a great deal. 
Above her love she put only a principle: 
she would not let herself be born and live 
and die—for nothing. To her own self 
she would be true, no matter what it 
cost. What she said was right—if they 
were to continue in life together. 

If they were not,—if loveless and un- 
lovely Della were to condemn all his fu- 
ture to days and nights empty of woman, 
—then Betsy was asking him to make the 
decision now; and that too was her right. 

She could not be lightly taken. She 
would not be postponed. “This is a new 
age,” he thought; “and here is a newer 
and finer woman.” 

N that he found his answer. It burst 
through his desperation. He had not 

made the age. Betsy had; Daphne had; 
Jim had. About many things—about re- 
ligion, even—he could justly change his 
belief. But about his own acts in daily 
life he had earned only the right to alter 
his philosophy, not himself. To appro- 
priate the benefits of a terrifying con- 
quest in which he had taken no part, 
would be—somehow—to blemish what- 
ever character he had formed. 

He shook his head. 
“IT know,” she said quietly. 

haven’t earned me.” 
His face was surprised. 
“Then, Bill, the sooner I—” 
“T hate myself,” he said slowly to her. 
“You mustn’t!” 
He attempted to smile. 

I mustn’t. Ever.” 
Betsy found a cigarette without watch- 

ing her fingers. She sighed. “I’m kind 
of glad. I guess I knew you wouldn’t 
ever be really happy. So I wouldn’t have 
been.” 

“You couldn’t stay on, working—if I 
quit coming here?” 

“No, Bill.” 
“Lord, how I'll miss you!” 
“‘Heroics?” 
Bentlan shrugged, and poked the fire 

and then said half-humorously: “Still— 
I'd like to keep you in the family. You 
couldn’t manage to fall in love with Jim, 
could you?” 

Betsy didn’t smile. “Maybe I could— 
when he comes home from the wars. I 
like Jim.” 

“Home from the wars?” 
anxious. 

“Jim won't take that job,” Betsy said. 
“You'll have to tell me what he ought 

to do, then.” 
She looked up at him. “Why? You 

already know. You gave him the orders. 
Join the army. There are plenty of 
equivalents, aren’t there?” 

He stood with his back to the fire, 
nodding. “I’ve got to go,” he said finally. 

“You 

“That’s right. 

His tone was 

“Ves,” 

She held his coat. 
They both thought of kissing—and 

thought better of it. They shook hands. 
“Good-by, Bill. Good luck.” 
“Good-by, Betsy.” 
“You die a little—”’ Bentlan thought, as 

he strode down the street, his head high. 
When he reached his hotel room, strong- 

er than he had ever been in his life— 
and more sad—there was a letter waiting 
for him. It was written in an unfamiliar 
hand. He tore it open, and when he 
saw the signature, he read it without tak- 

The ing the time to remove his coat. 
letter was from Junior. 

He couldn’t remember ever having re- 
ceived a letter from his son. It read: 

Dear Father: 

Thanks for the three boxes of car- 

tridges. There is a woodchuck that lives 

in the back lot, and one of those bullets 

has his name on it. 

Things are fine here since Daffy has 

come home. At first mother and Daffy 

were at Sword’s Points, but some ladies 

came to call awhile ago and they wanted 

Mother to be on a committee to help get 

the light rate lowered, as the whole mat- 

ter of electricity is now a Monopoly in 

this area. Daffy persuaded Mother to be- 

long to the committee. Now she is going 

everywhere making speeches. She has 

stopped picking on us entirely, and is a 

candidate for Selectman in the coming 

elections. She says that she is going to be 

a State Senator in a year or two, but May 

told Daffy that it would be better if she 

went to Congress, as Washington is far- 

ther away than Hartford. I know this 
sounds rude, but Mother’s improved 

greatly since she has found an Occupa- 

tion. 

Can you do anything about Daffy? She 

is in some kind of trouble, because she is 

always gay when we are with her, but 

twice I found her crying. May also cries 

when alone. 
Thanking you again for the .22 shells, 

Your loving son, 

William Bentlan, Junior. 

Bentlan looked at every word in the 
missive. His eyes traced the clumsy for- 
mation of vowels and consonants. He 
grinned at Junior’s arbitrary capitaliza- 
tions. His face became vacant. “Things 
are fine... . She has stopped picking on 
us. ... Can you do anything about Daf- 
fy? Thanks.” 

Golly! 
A kid—asking for help for grown-up 

people. His kid—asking him! 
He knew why Daffy was crying: Jeff 

Smith. 
He glanced at his watch. Past mid- 

night. What of it? He picked up the 
phone and called a number. 

Dr. Smith said: “Sure, I'll come down 
.... Anything wrong? . . . Not a bit— 
used to late hours.” 

Bentlan waited for him uncomfortably. 
It wouldn’t do to muff anything. And it 
was very dangerous to meddle at all. Be- 
sides, you couldn’t think of Smith as a 
boy. Or even a young man. He was an 
extraordinarily good surgeon. Celebrated 
doctors walked through the hospital cor- 
ridors with an arm over his shoulders. 
They called him in consultation. 

Jeff came into Bentlan’s room cheer- 
fully enough: big, brown-eyed, soft-voiced, 
he looked like a fullback—a somewhat 
lazy fullback with a sense of humor, who 
was continually being prodded by a de- 
spairing coach. A fullback who thought 
it was fun to play, but who hated to win 
because it meant that the other fellow 
had to lose. 

“Will you have sandwiches and coffee?” 
Bentlan asked. “I just wanted to talk.” 

“Fine!” 
A bellboy was dispatched to a drug- 

store. 

Because Bentlan had thought of Jeff’s 
resemblance to a football-player, he asked 

him if he had ever played. So they be 
gan te talk about Princeton and Yale ang 
Harvard and the Conference teams, 
ate sandwiches. And Bentlan lost his 
nerve. He couldn’t find a way to mep. 
tion Daffy casually. He did not dar 
speak of her directly. 

You can’t ask a man if he still loves 
your daughter, Bentlan realized. Yoy 
can’t do anything. If you're a father 
you've just got to wait, and hope, ang 
suffer, and pretend that nothing is hap 
pening at all. 

When the topic of football petered oy 
and Smith asked, “How’s Daphne thes 
days?” the question was like one of pr 
fessional solicitude. 

“Fine,” he heard himself saying. “Splen- 
did. Health is completely restored,” 

And Dr. Smith only nodded. Bentlap 
couldn’t know that he was burning to ask 
a thousand questions. Was she happy? 
How did she look? What did she do all 
day? Did she ever mention him? 

“He probably doesn’t know anything 
about—us,” Jeff Smith thought. “Probe. 
bly thinks I’m an oaf; probably asked me 
to drop down here out of a casual sens 
of obligation.” 

They sat talking to each other—tw 
men, supersensitive, awkward, helpless 
At two o'clock Jeff said he must go. 

“Had no right to keep you so long—’ 
Bentlan ventured to add an, “old man” 

It didn’t increase their intimacy. Jef 
put on his coat. “Enjoyed seeing yo 
again. 

The older man was smiling and nodding 
“T “we you a great deal. Can’t ever re 

pay you—” 
They were at the door—both in panic. 
“Look us up—out in the country,” 

Bentlan said. 
Jeff stood still. His face grew ashamed 

“T—as a matter of fact—I’m leaving 
New York as soon as I can get an » 
pointment.” He grinned apologetically. 
“Almost managed one up your way. New 
Haven. I tried hard for it. But yo 
have to be a resident of the State for the 
thing I wanted. .. . Well—” 

“Come back in here,” Bentlan said 
quietly. He knew, at last, what the ar 
cumstances were. Some day he and Jef 

could laugh at the hour through whid 
they had just passed. 

‘THE next morning was Friday. Jim 
didn’t come to the office. Betsy wast! 

there. s 
Bentlan wondered for how long kt 

would yearn to have Betsy back at be 
desk. He interviewed other applicants 
Brunette girls and blondes, mature wol 
en and recent graduates of secret 
schools. He hired one of them. Thenkt 
went downtown. It was better than beiig 
in the office. 
Among his old acquaintances and 

sociates, Bentlan once more had an ex 
lent standing. Many of them had visio 
enough to realize the great social and pt 
litical influence Bentlan might some @% 
exert. In his editorial capacity, he felt a 
superiority to the’ Bentlan who had be 
a market operator, a speculator, a fins 
cier. When he walked into the Banker 
Club nowadays, men would nod and wart 
their hands, and come over to his 
to talk with him. When his secretal 
called downtown for an appointment, tt 
man Bentlan wished to see would aotlt 
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they be. 
Yale and 
ns. They 

lost his 
to men- 

not dare 

out. And when he passed the fence 
ound Trinity Churchyard, he recalled 
with a surge of pride and a fresh courage, 

the beaten man who had stood there not 
so very long before. 
He made several calls that morning. 

Then he caught the four o’clock train. 

APHNE drove te the station for him. 
D She kissed him when he climbed in- 
tothe car. “This,” she said, “is Connecti- 

cut. Those bare black things are called 
trees. Why don’t you come up here oc- 
casionally, and get acquainted with nature 
and the outdoors? Also, you may re- 
call, you have a family here: One son, 
three daughters, and a wife—though Del- 
la’s away tonight, campaigning. I forget 
where. Mother’s in politics. We see 
very little of her.” 
He laughed. “So I hear—from Jun- 

“Junior! Don’t tell me he wrote to 
” 

By hand. Look, Daffy! Slow down. 
Before we get to the house—I want to 
ask you something.” 

She slowed obediently, and looked at 
her father. 
“What’s the matter with May?” 
“Did Junie write that too?” 
“Yes. Not explicitly, but—” 
She pondered a moment. “I'll tell you. 

I'm sure I can’t figure out any solution. 
Maybe you can. It’s funny, though. A 
year ago, if anyone had suggested to me 
I was going to discuss such matters with 
you, I'd have thought—” She laughed, 
and took his hand. She squeezed it. 
“It’s this. Our May is one of those pas- 
sionate brunettes, I guess. Quiet—but 
violent. Are you with me?” 
“Mmm,” he said. “And up here there 

isn’t any object for her perfectly normal 
emotions—”’ 
“Except Gwin. 
“Oh.” 
“If you get sore, Dad, I’m going to 

tun the car in the ditch.” 
“Good Lord, I’m not sore! Is it bad?” 

_ “Pretty bad. Frankly, if May were 
just making a romantic experiment,—just 
trying her wings, so to speak.—I’d abet 
her and keep it from you. But she’s not 
the type. She takes it hard. And she’s 
horribly ashamed of herself. | Gwin’s 
good-natured, but a complete rube. Del- 
la discovered it—and that would have 
made as pretty a shambles as you ever 
stepped into, if those ladies hadn’t barged 
in at the crucial moment and dragged her 
into public life. I’ve given May all my 
well-known talks of a worldly-wise sister 
—but I'm scared to death she'll marry 
that lug. Though she admits he has 
hay behind the ears! He’s strong and 
pretty. And May’s got a mulish deter- 
mination and a fuddled sense of honor.” 
seni it do any good if I talked to 

‘None. Make it worse.” 
“Suppose we export her?” 
At the present stage, she wouldn't 

leave. And if you dragged her away, 
she'd probably escape from the convent 
—0r wherever you put her—and run back 
a brawny arms of the noble woods- 

sWhat did Della do about it?” 
Was going to call the cops. Then, 

found out that she could get in- 
the papers as a leader, she forgot it. 

The hired man.” 

ets see 

what the 

our doctor has spent a great part of 

his life studying and healing human 

| ills. As sympathetic as he is with his 
| patients, he is strictly a scientist in his 

_ attitude towards health. He has, for in- 
stance, certain definite standards which 
he demands of a laxative before giving 

‘it his approval. These requirements are 
listed below. Please read them carefully. 

| 

| 

|THE DOCTOR'S TEST OF A GOOD LAXATIVE 

It should be dependable. 
It should be mild and gentle. 

It should be thorough. 

time. 

It should not form a habit. 

It should not over-act. 
It should not cause stomach pains. 

Its merit should be proven by the test of 

It should not nauseate or upset digestion. 

EX-LAX MEETS THIS TEST AT EVERY POINT 

Next time you need a laxative remember 
this: Ex-Lax fulfills the doctor’s require- 

ments at every point. Doctors everywhere 

| use Ex-Lax in their own families. Mothers 

doctor Says 

about laxatives 

fect trust for over 30 years. Since Ex-Lax 
was first introduced, it has steadily risen 

in public confidence. Today more people 

use Ex-Lax than any other laxative in the 
whole world. 

PROVE THE DOCTOR'S POINTS YOURSELF 

Try Ex-Lax. See how mild and gentle it is 
—how thorough. Find out for yourself bow 

easy it works. No upset stomach. No pain. 

No nausea. Ex-Lax is intended only to 

help Nature—and to do it without shock 

or violence. And as important as all these 

advantages are to you, remember that they 

are doubly important to your children. 
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If you have been taking nasty, druggy- 
tasting laxatives, you'll be delighted to 
find how pleasant Ex-Lax is. For Ex-Lax 

tastes just like delicious chocolate. Chil- 
dren actually enjoy taking it. And it is 

just as good for them as it is for adults. 

At all drug stores in 10c and 25c sizes. 
Or if you'd like to try Ex-Lax at our ex- 

pense, mail the coupon. 
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Mother’s all right, in her way. She just 
lacks ‘maternal instinct.” 

“To a degree,” Bentlan replied; The 
car turned from the Post Road. “How 
about this: suppose you got up a house- 
party of some of May’s old friends? I 
can help you scrape up a few. Say a 
dozen boys and girls. And invite Gwin 
for the duration?” 
Daphne said, after a pause, and very 

quietly: “You’re a great man, Mr. Bent- 
lan. A thinker. And a prime finagler!” 

A FORTNIGHT later Junior met Elea- 
nora Ponns and fell in love. 

The significant moment occurred while 
he was setting a muskrat trap on the 
river-bank some distance from the house. 
He had been a man alone with nature and 
his soul. Then, suddenly, he was a man 
standing in the presence of divinity. His 
fall was not cumulative, like that of an 
avalanche, but instantaneous—like that 
of a meteor or a brickbat. 

She was wearing a gray suit and a red 
scarf. She had a very white throat, and 
very curly bluish hair. Bluish-black. 
She came down the old lumber road, 
kicking leaves, emanating aure, and 
smelling of perfume. 

She said, “Hello, little boy,” and her 
voice was more ripply than a dulcimer. 

Junior stood up, and stared, and greet- 
ed Love. “Ho,” he replied numbly. 

“What’s your name?” 
“Junior Bentlan.” 
“Oh. Then you’re May’s brother. 

I’ve come down for the house-party. 
May went off somewhere, so I thought 
I'd take a walk. I’m glad I met you. I 
need a guide. What are you doing?” 

Junior felt that trapping muskrats was 
probably the most juvenile and despicable 
enterprise in which a male had ever en- 
gaged. However, since there were three 
traps dangling from his belt, he had to 
confess. 

Miss Ponns boosted his comfort and 
her own stock to the sky. “Goodness!” 
she exclaimed. “How wonderful! Do 
you get any? It must be terribly diffi- 
cult!” 

“T got one last Sunday.” 
“Really! Show me how you set them, 

will you?” 
She came down to the edge of the 

brook. She watched him interestedly. 
And Junior made a ceremony of his activ- 
ity. He chose his spot with as much 
care as Washington would have used to 
select a fort site. He sank his stake aft- 
er long minutes of squinting and explana- 
tion. He gave Miss Ponns a host of 
information, real and imagined, upon the 
wiliness of muskrats. 

And she stayed in his company while 
he set all his traps. Once, even, marooned 
on a frost-rimmed island in the shallows, 
she had called on him for help. Junior 
had snatched her hand, and soaked his 
own feet. But Walter Raleigh never 
kept a queen dryer. 

At dinner that evening, he scarcely 
touched his food. But he observed every 
mouthful consumed by Miss _ Ponns. 
And Iris interestedly—although covert- 
ly—followed Junior’s concentration. 

That night, after he had gone to bed, 
he thought about the graciousness and 
loveliness of Miss Ponns while the*hours 
tolled blissfully toward dawn. All the 
phrases in the books he had read which 

had to do with the gentler passion, and 
which heretofore he had regarded with 
ribald sarcasm, now flowed mellifluously 
through his mind. He decided that he 
ought to read some poetry—and maybe 
memorize a few quotable lines. His ar- 
dor, however, was not all of the cloying 
sort. He pictured as a delicious fate such 
incidents as that Miss Ponns would get 
her foot caught in a railroad switch. In 
time’s nick, as the midnight express bore 
down, he would rush up and untangle her. 

The following day was a disappointing 
one for Junior. 

A number of young ladies arrived, and 
an equal number of young men. Space 
for the latter had been taken at a near- 
by inn, but the ladies crowded Junior 
from his room and the house itself, to 
the spare bedchamber of an adjacent 
farm. Thus he did not see Eleanora 
Ponns at all... . 

Even from Daphne’s point of view, the 
house-party was a bust. From May’s, it 

a | AM very grateful for your 
help, for you solved our 

camp problem beautifully. 
Now will you help me select 
the best school for my niece 
—the equivalent of four years 
of high school?” 

Thousands of parents year- 
ly use the Educational Section 
of Redbook Magazine, which 
begins on Page 117 of this 
issue, to solve their educa- 
tional problems. Use this di- 
rectory in selecting a school, 
for we know the schools rep- 
resented through years of 
personal investigation. 

was torture. But Daphne persevered in 
maintaining a pleasant front, because she 
had a single object in mind, and May 
went into the week-end with that brittle 
hilarity which is easily shattered. 

The young ladies were not accustomed 
to the limited facilities for comfort and 
entertainment afforded by the Bentlan 
home. They didn’t like to sleep three in 
one room. They hated to share a single 
bathroom. There were no full-length 
mirrors on the doors. The hot water 
was not dependably hot. No _ butler 
brought them breakfasts in bed. 

Daphne had arranged, of course, that 
Della should be away. But those among 
the children of the wealthy who assumed 
that the party would in consequence be 
wild, were disappointed. It rained and 
snowed and blew, and the four bottles of 
whisky which Daffy had been able to 
supply ‘were immediately consumed. 
There was no privacy. The young gen- 
tlemen from Yale and Harvard behaved 
variously. Two or three of them tried 
to make a cheerful best of a dull situa- 
tion: One of them calmly told Daphne 
that she “should have been able to re- 
member how things were when she had 
money, well €nough to avoid a stupid 
farce like this.” 

She had. arranged for horses, and she 
had planned a hay ride. Weather inter- 
fered with both pastimes. Three tables 

of bridge filled in one day. The log 
bootlegger wouldn’t give her credit. 

Gwin couldn’t play bridge, and fo, 
while she hoped that his resultant sulle, 
ness would make some sort of impressig 
on May. But he wasn’t sullen 
And the purpose of the party was being 
defeated. Instead of showing up cleary 
as a boor and a buffoon, Gwin was a gy. 
cess. The girls found him pleasantly gj 
ferent from the familiar patterns of th 
other young men, and they gave him x 
much of a “rush” as confined quartes 
would permit. Besides, Gwin was pretty 
careful. He suspected that he was 
trial. He helped build fires; he mixg 
drinks while the liquor lasted; he fix 
the radio when it failed; he sang cowboy 
songs—rather well; and he accepted th 
lavish attentions of May’s friends with 
impartial ease. 

He behaved, Daphne thought acidy 
a lot better than some of the other boy 

On Saturday, Bentlan came from tk 
city to inspect his crowded, morbid 
household. Daphne collected him, as bk. 
fore, and used the drive home for pr 
paration. “It’s a mess! The boys cant 
take the girls anywhere to neck them 
Gwin is behaving like a baron. My 
moved around in a state of horror. Th 
liquor’s run out, and I’m not sure whi 
would happen if they had any more—i 
this stage. I tell you, one good squint 
at those lads and lassies, at their lack o 
resource or manners, will convince yw 
that the nation is on the rocks quicker 
than all the figures in Wall Street.” 

Bentlan thought that Daffy had exagge 
ated out of fatigue and hypersensitivenes. 
But after a couple of hours in his hom, 
he changed his mind. 

He extricated himself from the mor 
bund front rooms as soon as he could 
He passed through the kitchen grimly. 
Daphne was toiling over dinner beste 
the cook. He met her sardonic glance 
with a determined expression. “Whats 
the bootlegger’s address?” 

“Noble of you, Pop. But—nix.” 
“T asked for his address. I've never 

drunk in my life, Daffy. I don’t approt 
of drinking. But I’m not going top 
through twenty-four hours of this! I 
alcohol arouses their worst instincts, the 
I’m all for it.” : 

“Buy the cheapest stuff,” she sid 
Applejack, I’d suggest. It won't ii 
‘em and it'll keep ‘em busy with hae 
overs tomorrow.” . 

“Are you sure it won’t kill them?” 
“Absolutely.” 
“Damn’ shame!” 
He stamped out of the kitchen. 

HE brought home a gallon of applejac 
After dinner, as a safeguard, he wet 

out and bought another gallon. 
The party began to improve. 
In fact, Louisa-May Howgarten-Tre 

did her famous shuffle dance while 0) 
were waiting for dessert. 

The ladies, Bentlan observed, td 
their liquor neat. 

He urged Gwin to have what he some 
what archaically called, “a glass. + 
felt that he was crossing up another p® 
ciple of his life, but he did not care. 
occasional glance at May’s 
blank, so wretchedness would not 9 
through it—filled Bentlg, with ! 
ness. He was under th, mi 
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lends with 

ght acidly 
other boys 

could manage any 

resultant situation by being stern. _ 
The young ladies from the finishing- 

shools—the daughters of fine families 
_also urged Gwin to drink. 
Gwin was country-bred, and applejack 

yas his potion. In common with most 
young men from his background, he had 

fallen into the custom of beginning an oc- 

casional evening at one or another farm 

in the communal drinking of that liquid. 

After a couple of drinks Gwin ven- 

ured to mention his capacity for “apple” 
—and the college gentlemen, with their 

ladies, resented the implied stigma. No 
records were kept, but Gwin, with the 
others, embarked upon an informal com- 
petition. 
The sort of “party” which followed 

was, during the prohibition era, presumed 
to be a phenomenon that derived wholly 

fom a national statute. Most people 
forgot that it had occurred generally be- 
fore the great taboo, and they believed 
that a lifting of the ban would automat- 
ially end the spectacle of youth getting 
dunk. Bentlan, in common with the 
majority of parents, had never seen such 
athing. It frightened him. 
He kept out of the center of the holo- 

caust, and his young guests, when they did 
ge him, made a point of ignoring him. 

pression that he 

ILE the rain gradually ceased and 
the frosty starlight descended upon 

New England stones, the whoopee pro- 
gessed. Some one switched off the lights 
in the cellar, and until Bentlan turned 
them on again, there was relative quiet in 
m interlude of dark dancing and convivial 
necking. Gwin, in comparison to his social 
superiors, behaved quite well. May moved 
through the lush pandemonium looking as 
if she had bled to death. And Daphne, 
to her father’s further alarm, took the 
whole thing calmly. 

Finally, when he saw her go into the 
kitchen for more ice, he followed her— 
helpless, confused, angry and disgusted. 
“Hadn't we better stop it?” 
“How?” Daphne asked. 
“Just—stop it.” 
She felt sympathetic, but hers was the 

lard sympathy of one who is unwilling 
fo aid in another’s painful but necessary 

. “You can’t. They’re cockeyed. 
After all, Dad, it was your idea. And I’m 
kind of glad you did get in on this. You'll 
kam things. You and Mother never 
knew about it. Not many parents do. 
But when their precious sons and daugh- 
ters week-end here and there about West- 
chester and Long Island, when they say 
placid farewells and promise not to 

mk, when they come home looking a 
bit peaked and say that they stayed up 

ying anagrams till late—it’s because 
run into this, or something re- 

bling it. I’ve been to half a dozen 
parties that the police helped to stop 
Mone way or another. And it isn’t the 
morals I mind. It’s the bad manners. 

: isn’t a dime’s worth of good 
im an acre of our upper classes.” 

Bentlan sat without speaking for a 
minute. Uproar from the front of the 
the made the kitchen tremble. “And 

fault’s mine,” he said at last, heavily. 
Te was not much pity in Daphne’s 

pulle? herself up on a stainless 
steel mie. S, > listened -for a moment 
the riot. Sh. began to talk, coldly, not 

--1X!Ixx_- 
and for the love of Mike, 

Kitty, have plenty of 
White Rock ! 



How sister Sue got 

ATHLETE'S FOOT 
Father was a 

CARRIER* 
T’S the same old story; it happens in 
thousands of homes every year. Father 

picks up a case of Athlete’s Foot at the 
beach, golf club or somewhere else. He 
carries it home, and every time he takes a 
bath his bare feet spread the infection over 
the floor to prey on the innocent toes of 
his family. 

Don’t be a carrier. If you have Athlete’s 
Foot get rid of it with cooling, soothing 
Absorbine Jr. Do your toes itch, the skin 

between and beneath? Use Absorbine Jr. 
promptly or serious trouble may follow. 
The infectious fungus digs and bores into 
the living tissues. Dead white skin appears, 
peeling off in sticky patches; the toes crack 
open, get painfully raw unless Absorbine Jr. 
is used to soothe the soreness and help 
the tissues heal. 

Buy a bottle of Absorbine Jr. today and 
insist on the genuine product. It has been 
tested and proved for its ability to kill the 
fungus when reached, a fungus so stub- 

born that infected hose must be boiled 20 
minutes to kill it. It is economical to use 
because it takes so little to bring relief. 
Price, $1.25 a bottle. For free sample, 

write W. F. Young, Inc., 481 Lyman Street, 

Springfield, Massachusetts. 

% People infected with Athlete's Foot are““Carriers.” 
According to the U. S. Public Health Service at least 
one-half of all adults suffer from it at some time. 
They spread the disease wherever they tread barefoot. 

ABSORBINE JR. 
Relieves sore muscles, muscular aches, 

bruises, sprains and Sunburn 

| awfully muddy now. 

| crooked. 
| can beat every rap, if you have dough or 

sadly, but from some well of quenched 
feeling: “Sure. A lot of the blame is 
yours. You—the parents. You never 
bothered to train your children. You 
left discipline to others. You didn’t care. 
You didn’t want to know. Look at them! 
Listen to them! And think about them. 
Those boys in there. They know that a 
hundred good men will fight for every 
worth-while job. They know that even 
if they’re good, they don’t stand a fair 
chance of becoming famous or powerful, 
or even useful. They’re licked before 
the gun. Why shouldn’t they raise hell? 

“Look at the gals: If they don’t mar- 
ry dough,—whether they like the guy at- 
tached to it or not,—most of them will 
be sunk. Bright future, isn’t it? The 
things that used to frighten you and 
Mother into being good, don’t frighten 
them any longer—because they aren’t 
dangerous, these days. And think of the 
example their elders set them! Do you 
read the tabloids? Every day, week in 
and out—bankers, brokers, financiers, law- 

yers, politicians! Why, nobody would 
know how to get up a scandal big enough 
to shock people, these days. Business 
was the god of American boys once. It’s 

They know that 
Government is politics are a_ racket. 
enforced. You Laws aren’t 

pull. Maybe they’d like to make the 
world better—but how can they? I’m 
asking you! You tell me just what in hell 
they have to live for!” 

And Daphne walked out of the room, 
letting in a gust of sound as she went. 

Bentlan sat bowed down in the kitchen 
chair. He was too discouraged to move. 
His mind turned like a dark mirror, re- 
flecting in succession the ingredients of his 
sorrow. Della had been a futile wife and 
an abominable mother. Her present in- 
dependent function only emphasized the 
fact that she should never have been al- 
lowed to become either. His own hard- 
forged career had caved in; and from the 
ruin he had learned the pointlessness of 
the original structure. Jim was a bellow- 
ing frustration. Daphne had come through 
the miserable years to survive now as a 
bleak rebuke. May was already suffer- 
ing from the accumulations of Della’s in- 
sufficiency, and his failures, and Daphne’s 
barren predicament. He had excised 
Betsy from his life. Probably that also 
was a mistake. Probably it had left her 
nothing but the blank void toward which 
these youngsters turned their drunken 
eyes. Even his unconventional gesture 
to save something—anything—from the 
travesty of May’s house-party, had 
brought only humiliation and a shocking 
consciousness of a dilemma he could not 
see how to relieve. 

HE mirror turned; Bentlan groaned. 
This was the heritage that had been 

prepared for Iris and Junior, when they 
too grew old enough! 

What did he have to offer them for safe 
passage? What ideal? What faith? 
What high purpose? 

In all the slough and sabotage of mod- 
ern life, what courage for decency? 

None. 
His lips moved: “O God,” he whis- 

pered, “don’t let me desert my children 
now, or myself, or You. Don’t let me!” 

His hands clasped strongly together. 

The kitchen door opened. Junior cay 
in. 

He was as white as a ghost. Behing 
him, whimpering in a crazed falsetty 
was, Eleanora Ponns. ; 

entlan thought he had lost his reap 
He heard a detached voice ask: “Whats 
it, son? What are you doing here” 

Junior, too, was mad. Shock made jj 
answer simple and comprehensible, 4 
sneaked over here to watch. I was in th 

woodshed. Gwin and Eleanora came ip 
He kissed her. Then he started to fight 
with her. I hit him on the head with; 
pick-handle. He didn’t know I was ther” 

“Where is he?” 
“Lying on the ground.” 
His father went through a moment o 

paralysis. Maybe the boy had kilk 
Gwin! Then, out of his series of disp 
pointments and hazards and griefs, ly 
found again a solid foundation—found i 
in a rage that was not unlike Jim’s, & 
rushed to the woodshed. Gwin was jus 
struggling to his feet. Bentlan roared 
him: “Get out! Go home! You swine!” 

Gwin sniffled and stared uncertainly 
Then he swore. “Sure, I'll go. You 
thought you were smart—putting me net 
to those swells, so I’d look bad in Mays 
eyes! Well, I’m no worse. I'll go.” 

“You bet you’ll go!” Bentlan bellowed 
People were running from the hous- 

May and Daffy and some of the guess 
Gwin started thickly to insult May, Bu 
her father yelled again. The country lou 
was too addled and too unsure of himse 
to continue. He found the blurred su 
face of the road, turned once to yell som 
inarticulate obscenity, and then made: 
diminuendo stumbling which was head 
by all the frozen, sobered youngsters i 
the icy starlight. 

ENTLAN wheeled upon them then- 
his breath marking his words with 

foam, his still raging mind stuck on a pic 
ture of Junior and of what his hears 
had forced upon the child. “I want yo 
boys to get in your cars and clear out- 
instantly! The girls will pack! I'll tak 
them to a hotel myself! If any of yw 
are still hanging around here in twealy 
minutes, I'll have you arrested for drunk 
enness!” 

There was a perilous silence. Eleanoa 
began to sob again. May joined bet. 
Daffy walked from the shadowy grow. 
“Dad! We can’t do that! I personaly 
will be responsible for the rest of t 
evening. No use going off the deep end 

She might have prevailed. Bentlan ws 
frightened by his own violence. 
recalled, blindingly, how sick he had bee 
made by hearing that Della had thre 
ened to turn Gwin over to the cops 
kissing May. 
Now he was taking the identical cout 

with two of his daughters and a nu 
of their friends present to witness it 

Daffy’s defeated step away from be 
father had a result. In a prim and st 
pering voice one of the college boys sud 
“Mr. Bentlan, I’m going to ask you 
apologize to all of us for that.” 

So Bentlan hesitated no further. 
lunged toward them. “Get out! 
thundered. “Pack! Get! Or Il 
this whole piece of business . 
Who said that? To whom must / apole 
gize?> You worms! Fools! Little— 

They gave before him. 
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One of the boys muttered: “I guess we 
better lam. He’s nuts.” 
They went, with only a hoot or two. 
Bentlan walked back into the house. 

He found Junie, crying, in the maid’s bed- 
room, “Brace up, son! You did a good 

. Those birds are vermin. 

chased them away.” 
Junie didn’t stop crying. “Eleanora—” 

he said forlornly. 
She was the first girl packed. She 

heard Junie’s miserable sobs. She did a 
very fine thing, considering the emotional 
stresses under which she was functioning. 
She walked into the room where the boy 
wept beside his shattered father. “I’m 
very sorry I did this, Mr. Bentlan,” she 
said. “And—thanks, Junie.” 

Bentlan drove the girls to a town fifteen 
miles away and put them up at a little 
hotel. They made a messy cargo, and he 
did not mind the absence of farewells. 
Before returning to his house, he made 

a telephone call. 

PHNE and May were waiting for 
him, hard-eyed, like Fates about to 

render an accusative judgment. 
“Where’s Junie?” he asked. He made 

himself sit down and take out a cigar. 
He looked around the living-room, and 
realized that they had restored its order. 
He did not know how he felt. 
“In bed,” May said finally, 
There was a pause. Daphne sarcasti- 

cally ended it. “That was nice going, 
Pop!” 

He ignored her. “The point of this 
party, May, was to try to get you over 
your infatuation for Gwin.” 
May answered tonelessly: “It was a 

howling success! I got over that, all 
right—and a lot of other things too. If 
you think—” 
He put a match to his cigar. “Let’s 

hope I do. I’ve been thinking. Connect- 
icut’s no place for you. I’m going to 
put you in college.” 

She sniffed. “Do you really believe 
that you can stow me away in some school | 
with a lot of other women—where I'll rot | 
and starve more even than I did here?” 
“No,” Bentlan replied. “No. I don't. 
I'm not modern enough to like having my 
daughter run around with the hired man. 
I'm not up-to-date enough to enjoy seeing 
a little carnival like tonight’s. But you 
kids seem to think that reality didn’t 
exist before about nineteen-twenty. I’m 
going to send you to a co-educational 
university out in the Middle West—the 
most liberal one I can find. Since you've 
got to have a beau, that will give you a 
choice, at least.” He raised his eyes to 
his daughter’s. In them she could read 
a mn emotions—worry, love, hope, 
sympathy, tenderness, patience. He spoke 
again, his voice earnest, his feelings 
cloaked in the slang he had been uncon- 
Sclously absorbing from Daffy: “Don’t 
you realize, May, that I want you to have 
every break a girl can have?” 
She looked away. She swallowed. Her 

gaze escaped through the window into the 
et, and upon the shadowy landscape 

had hated for so long it fell with a 
— as if she had found a sudden beauty 
the familiar silhouettes and the stars 

behind them. She looked back in- 
M toom. Daphne had relaxed. 

Fone J walked over to her father and 
his cheek. Then, without speak- 
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ing, she went up the stairs, holding 
herself carefully,-so that none of her 
gratitude would spill out, where femininity 
and mawkishness could ewaste it, 

“T ET’S cook some eggs?’ Bentlan said 
at last. * 

Daphne drew her breath in shiveringly. 
“All right. Let’s. I could stand a cup of 
coffee.” 

As she laid strips of bacon in a frying- 
pan, Daphne began to feel better. What 
her father had done for May, and his 
manner of doing it, had eased her fear 
that all her confidence in him had been 
misplaced—that, indeed, he was at bot- 
tom no less bigoted than Della and equally 
a tyrant. She glanced over her shoulder 
at him. He looked worn out. She de- 
cided to say nothing more to him. 

But he wanted to talk. “I feel better 
—having thrown those rotten kids out.” 

So she defended them. “Maybe—Dad 
—in your day, people settled their diffi- 
culties by rules and by placid discussion. 
Now—they do it by getting drunk. That’s 
their system of loosening up their inhibi- 
tions and finding out what they really do 
want. It works for love—and for de- 
spair—and for a bum house-party.” 

Oddly enough, he grinned. “And it 
would be all right, if you could stay roar- 
ing drunk eighteen hours a day and sleep 
the other six. But when you sober up as 
you eventually must, your old inhibitions 
come leaping back, stronger than ever.” 

“How'd you find that out?” 
“It’s common knowledge,” he an- 

swered, still grinning. “The whole idea 
of drink as the great emancipator is silly. 
You have to live with yourself sober, so 
you might as well do your introspection 
when sober. I notice a curious move- 
ment to the contrary—like tonight’s; but 
I don’t hold with it.” 

“And you’re right.” Daphne broke 
eggs. A few minutes later she said: “I'm 
all in. Want more coffee? Because I’m 
abandoning the post. Morpheus.” 

“Stay up awhile with me.” 
“We can talk tomorrow.” 
He shook his head. “I’m asking it— 

as a favor. I’m—kind of lonely tonight.” 
Reluctantly, carrying her cup, she fol- 

lowed him back to the living-room. They 
sat down on the not very elegant furni- 
ture: the man who had once been a mil- 
lionaire, the girl whose name had once 
spelled riot in Westchester and on Long 
Island. Cold country wind began to rat- 
tle the farmhouse. 

“The only thing essentially wrong 
about being old-fashioned,” he said, “is 
in the heads of people who don’t know 
what the expression means.” 

“Still—I wish you hadn’t driven those 
kids out the way you did.” 

“They made me mad. Maybe I 
wouldn’t if they hadn’t involved Junie. 
But do you think I want Junie to grow 
up like them? Or Iris?” 

She shrugged. “I suppose not. Iris, 
by the way, wasn’t asleep in her cot on 
the top floor. She sneaked down and 
listened to the revel from the stair-head.” 

“Good Lord!” 
“You can’t keep kids from knowing 

things—any more.” She was still defen- 
sive. - 

He agreed. “It’s not ignorance I want 
to cultivate. It’s an attitude toward 
knowledge. Selfzestraint—” : 

bracing his lost love. 

She surrendered. “Sure. I ought to 
know.” 

“Daffy,”+—-Bentlan changed the subject 
obliquely,—~“why * didn’t, : you.” and Jeff 
Smith get married? : Did’ you Jove-him?” 

“Look, Dad. “I’m sHot. *1 hate to talk 
about Jeff;.anyway. Of course, I loved 
him. Always will. I’m not good enough. 
And—if we’re going to be frank; remem- 
ber, you asked for it—let me inquire in- 
to your life and motives: Jim and I are 
grown. May’s going away. Della will 
never roost again. She’s off on one of 
those terrific female careers—at last! 
You know that Junie and Iris are going to 
be raised the way they should be. Even 
I will agree about that—with apologies, 
too. Why don’t you divorce Mother and 
marry Betsy Wilson?” 

He had a gold ornament on his watch- 
chain. He spun it. The stalwart part of 
his soul was shaken by the nearness of his 
approach to saying; “I’m going to.” So 
he spun the gadget a time or two more, 
and when he did reply, his face was 
drawn, but his eyes were whimsical and 
bright: “You ought to know.” 

She ducked her head. “Yeah. That’s 
what—old-fashioned—means. All right. 
Can I be excused? Do you mind if I go 
to bed before I break down and cry?” 
He was silent. 
‘““Good-night—Father. ... You’re some- 

thing!” 
*“Dafiy—” 

“Yeah?” 
“T phoned Jeff Smith—when I was 

delivering those harpies.” 
“You—phoned—Jeff? Why?” 
“T got to seeing him, in New York—in 

the last few weeks.” 
“Poor Dad! It can’t help any!” 
He rubbed the back of his neck. “Jeff 

was raising heaven and earth to get an ap- 
pointment in New Haven, so he could be 
near you. Wasn’t going to show up till he 
got it. There was a stumblingblock: he 
had to be a Connecticut resident.” Bentlan 
talked with maddening slowness, one eye- 
brow raised, his face unreadable. “I had 
some influence—Della used to get me to 
give to hospitals, and things. And I looked 
up a house near here for him. It’s not 
ostentatious, but it’s pretty—elms and 
gardens and a brook and a view. We— 
financed it, without much trouble. That 

makes him a resident. He was going to 
come up Monday, and surprise you. But I 
knew that you were pretty low tonight. 
And God knows, I was. So—Jeff’s on his 
way, now. He ought to be here any 
minute, if he doesn’t break his neck. I 
told him that you I— Hey!” 

She didn’t faint. She was too dazed, 
even, to cry. 

EN he heard Jeff’s car coming up 
the side road, eating the night, he left 

his daughter. He went upstairs and en- 
tered Junie’s room, leaving the door ajar 
so that light reflected from the hall fell 
across the boy’s face. Junie slept sweetly, 
his hait touseled and his firm jaw relaxed. 
Bentlan noticed how far his ears stuck out, 
and how his nose had lost its snubbiness. 
Once Junie extended his arm, and sighed. 
Perhaps he was again reaching in the dark 
for a pick-handle. Perhaps he was em- 

Perhaps he was 
beckoning forward a pirate crew. Perhaps 
he was on the trail of outlaws, or going 
over thesfop, or vglunteering to answer a 

question in school. Enchantment or ds. 
enchantment—Bentlan could not tel], 

He turned away, finally, toward his oy, 
room, to sleep, without Della, alone, com- 

forted. At the head of the stairs, as Jy 
had,she paused. She had wanted to lean 
about youth and love. So did he. 

He overhead Daffy speak in soft rapture. 

“You can kiss me all your life, Jeff. Why 
be so impatient now? Besides, I’ve bem 
kissed thousands of times. Does thy 
frighten you? Or make you jealous? J, 
cause it shouldn't. The wife of Dr. Smit 
is going to have to be alarmingly wig 
In fact—I’m glad I’m the way I am. Ay 
you will be. Life shouldn't ever have ty 
happen to anyone the way it did to me 
but your coming along—has turned th 
worst of it, even, to something swell.” 

That, Bentlan thought, was the way it 
went... . That—for Daffy and Jeff, 

That for Jim. . . . That for Betsy, .,. 
Some day, also, for May and Junie an 
Iris, 

In the midst of his reverent speculation, 
he found himself yawning. It did not ds 
turb him. ‘Get to bed, old man,” he com. 
manded himself. ‘And don’t stumble o 
drop your shoes. It’s new talk—but they 
won't want to be reminded that they 
aren’t alone in the universe, on a clu 
the color of roses.” 

HRISTMAS passed, and New Years 
Day. The holly was down; the white 

mistletoe berries had dropped. It was 
January, and cold. 

Bentlan stood in the Grand Centnl 
Station. A porter guarded his bags—lumy 
restored, after the fantasy and fizzle d 
1929. Publication of the first issue of his 
magazine had thrust Bentlan into the lime 
light, engaged him in a dozen controversies 
of national interest, made vehement friends 
and violent enemies, and assured the magi- 
zine of a dramatic future. However, ast 
looked at his watch, Bentlan’s movement 
proclaimed not well-being and succes, 
but anxiety. He stared from the tim 
piece to the flowing multitude, and i 
could be seen that the lean years had mot 
only recast his features, but re-etched them 

He was waiting for Jim. In the hopel 
application of Betsy’s advice, he had found 
a job for his son—in Bolivia. But 
fore he had been able to conscript Jim fe 
arduous toil in a foreign land, Jim ba 
phoned him, and he had been so exercised 
that, in order to see his father, he had eva 
agreed to ride out to Connecticut. 

Probably working on that fool play 
again, Bentlan thought; or sore abot 
what he’d printed in the magazine; k 
glanced at his watch. And at the crowd 

Jim came down the stairs from 
street three steps at a time. His 
swung like a pendulum on a seism 
and a taxi-driver, trotting behind him, ¥ 
being paid in transit. He saw his fathet 
grabbed his arm, and pulled him 
the gate. 

Bentlan did not understand the chant 
in his son, but now it was a source of mor 
interest than alarm. “We've got 

of time,” he said calmly. 
“Oh! So we have!” Jim laughed, a 

slapped Bentlan’s back. “I always ke? 
my own watch ahead! Gives mé 
jump on the other fellow!” 

They were hurrying down the platfom 
their punched tickets in their 

“What other fellow?” Bentlan @ 
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im talked enthusiastically. “Things 
have been happening since I saw you! You 
never heard of Rutledge Title Malone! 
He's the greatest inventor of modern times! 
Met him in a Coffee-pot the day after you 

mein bed! Agenius! Here’s Car 72. 
Malone has twenty-eight effort-savers 

jor the home on his laboratory shelves 
right now! Let’s go in the smoking com- 

ment!” 
Bentlan found himself pushed amiably 

but forcefully down on a leather seat. Jim 
tipped the red-cap without looking at him. 
He hovered above his father and continued 
to talk, smiling, strident, energetic: “Ma- 
lone has a fifty-million-dollar mind, and no 
merchandising sense at all! I took one 
of his labor-saving devices—one, mind 
you—to Collam and Cohen, and sold a 
thousand! Five hundred bucks down!” 
He waited for that to sink in. Then he 

lowered his voice. “We’ve applied for pat- 

ents, and incorporated, with that money. 
Bentlan and Malone—” his eyes looked 
through the train window into a gleaming 

dise. “We save time! We make life 
easier! And there are millions in it for 
us! The thing I sold—an electrical can- 
opener—” 

Bentlan’s face was beatific, but not 
iitatingly so. Jim was poking his chest 
in rhythmic emphasis. “Look here, Dad! 
We don’t need your help—or anybody’s. 
We're holding most of the stock. We could 
use a little dough, though—at first. In 
fact, we’re going to let in the public on a 
small block of shares. It’s the ground 
floor now. Next week, or next month, 
Bentlan and Malone won’t be for sale. 
The lucky stockholders won’t sell at any 
price. I’ve discovered a talent for mer- 
chandising—and organization—” 

“And given up—your social theories?” 

M wasn’t disconcerted. He seemed 
only a bit surprised that his father had 

not caught on. “Given them up? Hell, no! 
But I'm not talking about serving human- 
itynow! I’m serving! Look here! Sup- 
pose we can save thirty million housewives 
half an hour a day. That’s fifteen mil- 
lion hours. A man lives seventy years. 
Say six hundred thousand hours. All right. 
By saving the time I stated, for that many 
people—in a year—our company frees 
enough time to make up the entire lives of 
nine thousand, one hundred and twenty- 
five human beings!” His voice became 
hushed. “Is that service to mankind, or 
isnt it? What if we do make a few mil- 
lions in the process? What are dollars— 
to nearly ten thousand whole lives, set 
free, for useful work, per annum, by our 
company ?” 

“I don’t know,” Bentlan answered. “Not 
much, I guess.” Internally he was gasp- 
ing for breath. He would have to leave 
soon, before he exploded. Later, he could 
g0 Over the corporate structure with his 
impassioned son. Now—he was too de- 

ous. Jim the jaundiced, the profane, 
frenzied—was a salesman! He'd found 

ameter. He could turn all his talent for 
Words, all his drive, all his fanatical zeal 
to the selling of useful commercial prod- 
yo A thing like that statistic—Bentlan 

- Nine thousand, one hundred and 
Wenty-five lives. It paralyzed him. And 

Son, super-salesman to the toes, was 
his chest a. making the air of 
man washroom ring with data 

# acclaim. “With Malone’s genius and 
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SILVERTOWNS ARE THE ONLY TIRES 
WITH THE LIFE-SAVER GOLDEN PLY 
Woman Driver: “All I remember, Offi- 
cer is hearing a BANG! Then the car ran 
crazy. I guess I’m lucky it wasn’s more 

serious.” 

Officer: “I'll say you are. Do you know 
that thousands are killed or injured by 
blow-out accidents every year?” 

* * * 

There’s no question about it—riding on 
unsafe tires is a gamble no motorist can 

afford to take. Your brakes and your 
steering gear may be in perfect shape— 
but could they hold you on the road if 
a whirling tire suddenly blew out? The 
law of averages is all against you, unless 
you’re properly protected. 

When you spin along at 40—50—60 

HEAT CAUSES BLOW-OUTS. 

PREVENT THOSE 

BLOW-OUTS WITH THIS 
HEAT-RESISTING 

GOLDEN PLY 

miles an hour the tire gets blistering hoe 
inside. Rubber and fabric separate. Un- 
known to you a blister forms and grows 
bigger and BIGGER until—sooner or 
later—BANG! A blow-out that might have 
been prevented if your car had been 
equipped with Goodrich Safety Silver- 
town Tires. 

Are your tires safe? 

Silvertowns have something no other 
tire in the world has—the Life-Saver 
Golden Ply. This amazing Goodrich in- 
vention is a layer of special rubber and 
full-floating cords, scientifically treated 
to resist internal tire heat. By resisting 
this heat the Golden Ply keeps rubber 
and fabric from separating—keeps dan- 
gerous heat blisters from forming inside 
the tire. And when you prevent the blis- 
ter, you prevent the high-speed blow-out. 

Have your Goodrich dealer equip your 
car with a set of Silvertowns with the 
Life-Saver Golden Ply. Isn't it better to 
be safe than sorry? Especially when 
Goodrich Silvertowns cost not a penny 
more than other standard tires! we. 

A million more motor- 
ists pledged to safe 

® driving is the Goodrich 
goal for 1936. Prove that you want 
accidents prevented. Join the Sil- 
vertown Safety League at your 
Goodrich dealer. He'll get for you 
—free—a handsome emblem with 
a red crystal refiector to protect 
you if your tail light fails. 

SAPEY Silvertown 



i er no chances of offending 
-.. protect your physical com- 

fort and your peace of mind... 
always use Amolin Powder to 
deodorize your sanitary pads. 

Amolin protects for hours... 
while you work ...in any tem- 
perature...under any conditions. 
Makes pads last longer, keeps 
them soft, prevents chafing. 

@ Doctors and Nurses will tell you: — 
Buy Amolin with pads. Keep Amolin 
with pads. Use Amolin with pads. 

NOW! Amolin Cream 
The cream of the cream deodorants. De- 
lightfully fragrant and S-M-O-O-T-H! 

Banishes odors and keeps the arm- pits 
softand lovely. Non-staining. Vanishing. 

Amolin 
DEODORANT POWDER 

By the makers of Unguentine 
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my brass and brains, and your advice for 
our finances—” 

Oh, Lord! Bentlan thought. He held in 
his joy, and his Homeric laughter. He 
frowned and nodded—one tycoon agreeing 
with another. 

And it would work. Jim had at last 
found suitable mountains for his dynamite. 

Daffy met them at the train. She 
squealed when she saw Jim. And Jim, 
though somewhat portentously preoccu- 
pied, was delighted to see his sister. 

They drove home. Bentlan caught sight 
of Junie and Iris out in the back yard, 
hauling along the Christmas tree. He de- 

cided to stalk them—as he and his younger 
son had once stalked an iron deer. He 
sneaked into the edge of the woods and 
skirted the field behind his house. 

“She'll make a dandy fire,” Junie said. 
“Yeah. They practically explode.” 
They picked a spot. Junior produced a 

newspaper. 
Another drop was added to the brimming 

cup of their eavesdropping father, added 
inelegantly, but sincerely. “Why, you 
nut!” Iris said. “That’s the paper that 
has Father’s speech in it!” 

“Yeah? What’d he say?” 
She snatched it. “Listen, dummy. 

‘William Bentlan, editor of the new and 

immensely successful weekly, Exe 
keynoted at an advertising banquet at ty 
Waldorf last night, “We are ready to mee 

the challenge of the New Year!’” Jpg 
smirked. “Old stuff! Now—” 

Junie grabbed the paper. “If Pop said 
it, it’s oke.”” He found the article anf 

tore it out. He folded it carefully ay 
pocketed it. Then, making a ball of the 

remainder of the paper, he set fire to th 
Christmas tree. 

It made an awe-inspiring blaze. 

ENTLAN walked toward his fascinaigj 
children. His eyes were on the flame 

They symbolized, perhaps, the purging ¢ 
old faults. They leaped from a pyre upp 
which lay a very terrible and very beayj. 
ful year. But they also made a tom 
majestically consuming the stuff of by 
gones for the illumination of that whid 
was to come. Junie and Iris saw him, a 
were silent in the presence of his smilig 
solemnity. He put his arms over ther 
shoulders and hugged them a little. 

But Junie was incapable of long ip 
mobility. He kicked the butt of the tre 
sending up a fountain of sparks. “Boy!” 
he shouted. “Look at her burn! Hey 
Dad! Whaddaya mean by the challenge 
of the New Year?” 

THE ENp 

AN OBJECT LESSON 
(Continued from page 29) 

“Sure I'll promise.” 
“You will? Ah, but you’re so sweet. 

It’s this: if we ever do get like that—calm 
and placid and just friends, you'll let me 
divorce you, won’t you, right away?” 

“We aren’t going to get that way.” 
“We may, darling; you can’t tell. So 

many people have, people who swore they 
couldn't. And if that were to happen to 
us, I couldn’t bear to go on—I couldn't. 
If it were the other kind of marriage, the 
kind one makes when one’s getting old— 
at thirty, say, when one marries for com- 
panionship, comfort, a home, children; 
one expects that kind of marriage to get 
like that. But not our kind; if ours ever 
gets like that, then that’s the end of it.” 

Getting old at thirty? Only a very 
young girl could say a thing like that, a 
girl of eighteen or nineteen, a girl of 
Mary’s age. . ... 

Next morning Curtis made inquiries of 
his steward. The steward shrugged. Then 
an anxious look came into his face. 

“Did they disturb monsieur? Would 
monsieur like to change his cabin? It 
could be arranged.” 

Curtis hesitated. He had not the in- 
stinct to play Peeping Tom. But he was 
crossing the Atlantic to settle the problem 
of a twenty-year-old daughter wanting to 
marry a young Canadian. In the next cabin 
was an English girl of Mary’s age, very 
likely, with the same background, who had 
taken the very step his own Mary planned. 
“Perhaps by staying here I may learn 
something, hear something that’ll help me 
to judge wisely. I can see how this is 
working out,” he reflected. 

“No,” he told the steward. “I'll stay 
on.” (“I must learn what they’re like. I 
must see what they’re like,” he thought.) 
He was to learn much about them during 

the seven days of the Atlantic crossing— 
‘practically everything there was to learn, 

in fact; as the days passed, he was tos 
how closely ran the parallel between this 
gir!’s position and his daughter's; events 
the extent of this man’s being an ard 
tect, an unsuccessful one, or at least ox 
to whom success had yet to come. 

“T was just getting started when theé 
pression came; nobody’s building houses; 
they're finding it hard enough to rent th 
ones they’ve got.” 

“Darling, the moment they see th 
houses you'll build, they'll all want 
leave the ones they’ve got and go and in 
in them.” 

It was as an architect that he had com 
to England, to study European methoé 
He had brought a letter of introduction 
the girl’s mother, four years earlier. 

“You looked such a baby, then,” hesid 
“TI know. I was: fifteen, in pigtails, at 

that’s how you went on thinking of m 
I'd get so annoyed. ‘Why won't he reat 
I've grown up?’ I'd think.” 

“This time when I came back y# 
seemed quite different.” 

“Well, and perhaps I was different. Il 
tell you some time.” 

“You came into the room. It wast 
meeting a new person. My heart stopped: 
and it hasn’t beaten the same way silt 

She was an only daughter; her fathet,! 
stockbroker, was dead. She had a lite 
money of her own, the capital of @ 
thousand pounds. They were proposing 

live on this till building began to bet 
again. 

“What’s the good of capital? It's bow 
to get taken away from one! Death-dute 
or revolutions or that gold-standard bas 
ness. Let’s spend it while it’s good. 

They had arrived on board with bat 
enough money to pay their taxi-fare 
the docks to his New York apsti@® 
They kept trying to figure out how mud 
they actually did have. 3 
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“Whatever happens, we must see that 
the night steward gets a proper tip. He has 
been so sweet to us.” 
Yet in spite of the precariousness of 

their position, every day the steward re- 
| po si ceived exact instructions as to the numbers 
arefully al that were to be taken in the hat-pool. On 
. ball A the one day on which they guessed correct- 

t fire to th ly, instead of setting the proceeds against 
the previous losses and future expenses, a 

vast bowl of roses was requisitioned. 

“You're going to spoil me, darling. I 

en spoiled,” she said. 
y had lost count ef time and hours. 

As the mood moved them they ordered 
meals, took baths, danced, read books, 
dept, exercised. Their meals followed in 

acertain sequence; that was all. The meal 

that they called breakfast might happen at 
any hour of the day or night. They had 
coffee then, and waffles, kippers and corned- 

aAze. 
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his a beef hash. It was their one solid meal. 
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experience that brought him to very defi- 
nite conclusions. It would not do. As it 

rded Mary, anyhow. Mary—the one 
human being that he’d ever really loved, 
that in his busy life, he had had time to 
love: as it regarded her it would not do. 

Inesponsibility, symbolized in this disre- 
gard of time, would only have one end- 
ing. Marriage was a serious concern, not 

tobe entered upon frivolously, with a light- 
hearted assumption of divorce as its ulti- 
mate solution. Marriage was a real thing, 

just as capital was a real thing, the basis of 
home life, the result of labor and of fore- 
thought. It was not to be squandered cas- 
ually as income. If young people, if Mary, 
felt that way about marriage, about capital, 
then it was the duty of their elders to pro- 
tect them against themselves. Marriage IS IT DRY AND SCALY? come. 

bn Ok such as this could only end one way. Rap- 
ling houss; (™ ‘ue would pass; the capital would be 

to rent te Mm ‘Spent, the young architect would be no Here’s a Face Cream that Lubricates as It Cleanses 

ey see th 
ll want to 
go and liv 

nearer the realization of his ambitions. The 
daughter would be returned to her parents, 
“slightly damaged goods.” No, it would 
not do. You did not bring children into 
the world, care for them, work for them, 
plan for them, to have this happen to 

it. It didn’t seem to matter. Do 
y want me to?” 

Maybe you are a victim of dry skin? About 7 out 
of 10 women today are. 
Dry skin is due to several things. One is the out- 

cates the skin. It resupplies it with a fine oil 

that overcomes dryness and keeps the skin velvety 
soft and smooth. This lubrication and f ing 
of the skin keeps it young-looking. It wards off 
lines and wrinkles. It gives it smoothness—permits 
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“Ah, darling, but I do. Just so that you 
shall know how perfect you've made this 
for me. Because it hasn’t ever been like 
this before. Not ever. That first time— 
it wasn’t really the man at all. It was the 
time, the place. It was London, in mid- 
summer. You know what London can be 
like then: the heat, like metal, the drooping 
plane trees, dust on everything. We'd gone 
to Bray, the Café de Paris. You know 
what that can be; on those summer eve- 
nings. The river so cool and calm, the little 
tables on the lawn, the band. And the 
bright striped awnings, with everyone in 
beach clothes looking so gay and fresh. 
Then dusk falling, and those absurd elec- 
tric lights flashing from the other bank, the 
ridiculous windmill with its reds and greens 
reflected in the water. Then leaving the 
table and going down to the water’s edge, 
swinging in a hammock, taking a punt, one 
of those electric ones—lying out side by 
side among the cushions, trailing one’s 
fingers in the water; then going back to 
London with the air cool and the West 
Road empty. 

“He was living in Swan Court. You 
don’t know it, do you? It’s in Chelsea, a 
big block of flats. And there was Batter- 
sea Bridge, Whistler’s bridge, and little 
tugs chunking up to Richmond. On a night 
like that—no, it wasn’t difficult. . . . But 
I felt disappointed, cheated somehow. 
It all became a strain and a worry. It 
all seemed such a waste. Now you see why I 
was afraid, at first, of marrying you, why 
I wouldn’t marry you till I could be quite 
certain that it would be different. Now 
that it is, I just know that there’s no power 
in the world that could tear me from you.” 

“There’s no power in the world that I’d 
let try.” 

“Darling, say things like that. Go on 
saying things like that. Then nothing can 
ever stop me loving you.” 

O Curtis, listening, this was the last, 
the final straw. 

Backward and forward, to clear his 
mind, he paced the long emptying expanse 
of deck. This, then, was the world that 
Mary lived in! “If that is her world, I’ve 
got to save her from it.” Unless this man 

of hers were really solid—and by solid he 
meant a man with a proper sense of re- 
sponsibility, of respect for tradition, of the 
position he occupied in the world’s esteem, 
regard for family and caste. . . . If this 
man were not solid in that way, then there 
would be no marriage between him and 
Mary. A man of Curtis’ experience would 
know how to maneuver the situation so 
that Mary could be got to England, be- 
lieving herself engaged if she so chose, but 
actually with a program planned for her 
that would dismiss the young man perma- 
nently from her life. 

By that girl’s confession, any doubt Cur- 
tis might have had, was utterly removed. 

The ship docked early on the following 
morning. Curtis saw his trunks collected 
under the letter “C,” then hurried down 
the Customs shed. His stateroom neigh- 
bors were called Van Vessellen. They were 
the only V’s on board. “I'll take one look 
at them, fix them clearly in my mind; if 
ever I’m tempted to be weak, I'll have that 
mental photograph to check me.” 

He hurried past the L’s, the P’s, the 
R’s, then halted suddenly. — 

They were standing side by side, among 
a jumble of assorted suitcases. The man 
was wearing a light gray flannel suit. He 
was tall, broad, clear-skinned, clean-shaven, 
with a glow of health upon his cheeks. He 
was looking down at her. There was in his 
face a look of pride and gallantry, of pro- 
tective confidence; just such a look as you 
might have looked for in the days of chiv- 
alry on the face of one to whom a woman 
intrusted with faith and happiness her life 
and safety. 

Curtis noted the man first, but it was 
at the girl he stared. She seemed to be 
small because she was standing at her hus- 
band’s side. She was slim and very dainty, 
with tapered legs; a small black hat was set 
slightly sideways on hair which was rus- 
set-colored. A short black veil hung from 
the lower brim; her eyelashes were so long 
that they brushed against it. She was 
wearing a kind of tunic, darkish, embroid- 
ered with spring flowers, of a glossy, stiff 
material: taffeta, he fancied. It fitted tight- 
ly at the waist and wrists. Its collar was 
wide and opened. Its lining of red and gold 

made an Elizabethan background for jy 
face. It was at her face Curtis stared 
Enchantment lay in it. It was a look jg 
which no words existed. He had never 
seen in all his life a look like that, § 
raised her hand, rested it on her husbang; 
arm. “Sweet!” she said. ‘ 

In that one word there was a note; 
golden note, that Curtis had heard in wy 
other voice; not ever. 

He stood transfixed, as a traveler wy 
wakes after long days of ocean to the 
through his porthole window of a s 
new landscape. These young people, 
irresponsible young people, whatever they 
had done, no matter what might lie ahes 
for them, whether they failed or pari 
anyhow, they had looked like this. The 
had had this; nothing could ever take thy 
from them. .There had been this light 
her face, this intonation in her voice. 

UDDENLY, from behind him, a @ 
came: “Daddy!” And there was May 

Bareheaded, her hair disheveled, in a whit 
silk jumper with a red scarf knotted sit 
orwise about her throat. She flung her 
self into his arms. 
He was so astonished that he cou 

scarcely speak. 
“Mary! You here! I thought you wer 

in Montreal!” 
She laughed at that. 
“Did you think I wouldn’t be here to 

meet you? Do you think I wouldn't mote 
a few miles, when you traveled all thes 
days? Oh, Daddy, dearest, we were » 
excited when we got your cable. Of cous 
we came. Besides, I couldn’t bear not ip 
have you meet John at the first moment 
The very first. He’s in the car outsi& 
You'll love him, I know you will. No 
hurry, darling, hurry!” 

She was dragging his arm, eager to mak 
the introduction on which her fate & 
pended. But before he followed, he toa 
one last look back toward the incredible 
pile of luggage under the letter “V,” 
print forever on his memory a ment 
photograph of that enchanted look. 

“Ves, let it be like that,” he thougt 
“Tf he’s the man to bring that look int 
her face, then let her have him.” 

wouldn’t condescend to do a little sum in 
arithmetic; no, they had to roll for it, or 
flip a quarter, although you knew and 
they knew that it would be showing more 
common sense for each to pay his share. 
The yen to gamble on all occasions, illus- 
trated by the well-known dice cup on 
cigar-stands, is another masculine weak- 
ness with which I am not sympathetic. 

And while on the subject of their few 
minor defects, I should like to say that 
much as I love them, I see no reason why 
men must make themselves such monot- 
onous objects to look at—except in the 
country, where tweeds and sweaters do 
give them a mild outlet. Why didn’t I 
live in an age when gentlemen wore lace 
ruffles and brocaded waistcoats? I’d have 
loved it. 

Clothes, however, are of small impor- 
tance. In general, men have far more 
variety and picturesqueness than women. 
They add to my sense of adventure in 
living. They may be engineers at Boul- 

‘I PREFER MEN" 
(Continued from page 24) 

der Dam, or they may be radio-announ- 
cers; whatever they are, you are sure to 
meet one every so often who offers a 
new—to you—angle on the world. Even 
with an old friend, you may suddenly dis- 
cover some evening that he knew Law- 
rence after the Arabian campaign, or that 
he once traveled in a third-class coach 
with Gandhi. 

But you never get such surprises in 
connection with women. Well, hardly 
ever. Most of them do things about 
which you already know far too much. 
They run a house, or they dabble in the 
arts. They have been to the naycest 
boarding-schools and the proper colleges, 
and so have you. Never, in the greenest 
days of their enthusiasm, have they tak- 
en a job as deckhand on a ship going to 
Valparaiso—a type of youthful masculine 
gesture which may be amateurish, but I 
still think it’s broadening. (Perhaps be- 
cause I’ve never tried it.) The so-called 
fair sex is limited, and. it lacks variety. 

There are any number of different kint 
of men, but there aré only two kinds 
women—the nice and the predatory. 

Of the two I vastly prefer the pred 
tory. : 

A predatory woman is one who, takit 
her life as a whole, has chosen to gt 
ble on her ability to deal with a numlt 
of men, instead of clinging to the dub 
shelter afforded by one. This expenet 
teaches her courage and versatility. 

But with due deference to the may 
women I like very much, I still, 
in averages, like men better. Women® 
mind me too much of myself to be cot 
fortable company. Look around our 
inary group of four to eight ladies 
ing the gentlemen after a 
do you see? A collection o 5 
and talented futilities. Talented—thl® 
the worst of it. Oh, once in every ™ 
or five evenings there will be one §# 
present who is an actual goimg f 
as an actress or a writer or an @ 



an executive; and about twice as often as 
that there is the halfway individual who 
has written one book, and then collapsed 

‘ound for be 
Curtis stan 

chad a into her complexes, or who was once on 
ke that. Sy the edge of becoming a good concert pian- 
her husband ist, but became a good wife instead. 

The others are simply dissatisfied and 
restless—but not restless enough to do 
much about it. They have taken art 

courses. They have fluttered up to the 
brink of a job—and fluttered back again. 
Atypical example is a lovely and clever 

raS a Note, y 
| heard in m 

traveler why 

“tall girl I know whose husband, unfortunately 

people for her, has an ample income. She has 

shatever ther a pronounced flair for dress-design, and 

ght lie ahea not long ago had an original and very 

d or parte salable idea. So she went to see a depart- 

e this. The ment-store head who happened to be an 

acquaintance of her husband’s—of course 

letting her husband arrange the appoint- 
ment for her. Looking beautiful and ex- 
pensive, she sailed in to the Important 
Man’s office—without any of the incon- 
venience of sitting on hard benches. 
When her idea was half explained, the 
Important Man, obviously not under- 
standing it, showed his polite lack of in- 
terest. Crushed, she fled home to papa, 
and after her one discouraging experience 
would not make another attempt. 
In contrast to this, any man who has , 

ever got anywhere has taken plenty of ; \ 
the kicks in the teeth which are part of vi’ ‘a>! 

I don’t say that 

ver take thy 
this light in 

r Voice, 

| him, a oy 
re was Mar, 
2d, in a white 
knotted sil 
1€ flung ber. 

at he couli 

sht you wer 

+ be here to the competitive process. 
uldn’t moter this proves any superior virtue on his e 

led all thes part; he only does it because he has to. 

we were 9 But I do say that whatever the reasons, or Can-up In 

e. Of cours it makes him a more satisfactory human 
being. . . . bear not to } ae : 
Since writing this, I have read my hus- I Nominate... rst moment nce WI 

car outside band’s article on why he prefers women 
. will. Nor to men, and I am amazed by his argu- 

ments. It seems that while I like men ° 
ger to make better because they are more fun to talk By Lou Gehrig 
er fate de to, and add to my knowledge of life, he 

red, he tot likes women better for the same reason. New York Yankees’ Clean-up Ace Makes 
e incredible This is an astonishing coincidence. x “ 
ter “V" to It looks to me as though that ol’ devil Novel Choice for All-Time Honor 
y a ment sex had something to do with it. 

look. ra Don’ T need to tell baseball fanshowim- and tempered.To do this, Gillette uses elec- 
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im. (Continued from page 25) reliable hitters batting ahead of him, it is passing through the furnaces requires more 

man will grow vehement on taxation and 
the menace, by God, sir! of the Wash- 
ington bureaucracy. He will assure you 
that this country needs less Government 

his wallops that bring in the runs. 

In my thirteen years of big league base- 
ball I have watched some of the most fa- 
mous “clean-up” men in the history of the 
game. But the other day in Boston I had 

heat or less heat. Faster than a speed-ball, 
the signal is flashed from the box to a great 
battery of switches, and the heat is raised or 
lowered accordingly. Then to make doubly 
sure that there is no possibility of error, they 

erent kind in Business and more Business in Gov- | the pleasure of seeing the “clean-up” king X-ray the steel. with an electro-magnetic 
vo kinds a a. 7 'y girls get *, a * that gets my per. Nr AB ett cee tester to detect hidden flaws. 
— Gade of their li tick ev ye ress, the | Strangely enough, this “clean-up” king A good ball player has to have precision 

the pred oad iy a oF ae Fre Pe did isn’t a slugger at all. Instead of cleaning and accuracy, too . . . and that’s where 
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experi oreover, she knows what she" ~ talkin g tory. There I discovered that what is true most powerful microscope. 

tility. about. She is a professional on the sub- of baseball is also true of Gillette Blades. These are some of the reasons why I 
the mas} ject, not an amateur. She talks about | 1 baseball, the pick of the raw materialis p,ominate the Gillette Blade for all-time 

1, speaking ty, particularly her own, just as a tried out, tested, and trained for the big Clean-up King. For when it comes to 
Women An will tell about the number of widgets | leaeue teams. At the Gillette factory I cleaning up on stubborn bristles — with the 
to becom Produced in his factory that day. But found that they buy only the finest steel, preatest of ease and comfort —Gillette hits 
1 our imag T hear too much about widgets during my and put it through gruelling tests before it 4 home run with the bases loaded. Yes, Sir! 
dies ing hours. For relaxation, I vastly is made into Gillette Blades. —if baseball could only train players as 
and prefer to hear about light-colored stock- For instance, like a rookie baseball play- accurately and efficiently as Gillette makes 

" charmint Ings versus dark, or the argument that | ef, Gillette Blade steel has tobe hardened razor blades, we'd all bat 1000. 
d—that i one hundred and twenty dollars isn’t too 
every foo Much for a dress. With these important facts before you, why let anyone deprive you of shaving comfort 

e one go Tl leave the subject of looks in a mo- by selling you o substitute! Ask for Gillette Blades and be sure to get them. 

ment; after all, it is not merely because 
> “€ pretty chits that I like women. GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR COMPANY, BOSTON, MASS. 
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A thousand times no! I must add, how- 
ever, that women are fun because of the 
way they love to be criticized about their 
figures, clothes, hair and mannerisms. 
They lap it up when you point out that 
precious Francois should return to his 
former trade of waiter, that no _hair- 
dresser in his right mind would have so 
mangled a beautiful head of hair. 

HAT’S all I shall say on the subject of 
beauty. The rest of this sermon will 

apply equally to homely girls—well, al- 
most equally. Women are infinitely more 
entertaining as conversationalists, because 
they are more personal than men. Part 
of the masculine credo is the theory that 
personal reticence is laudable. I refer, 
of course, to men talking to other men; 
I hear that it is sometimes different when 
they are in conversation with women. 
But girls are prey to no such nonsense. 
Assume, just for the moment, that the 
topic under discussion is that perennial 
drawing-room favorite: “Are Women Es- 
sentially More Virtuous than Men?” The 
average girl plunges into an autobiographi- 
cal analysis which adds greatly to any 
man’s store of knowledge. She tells about 
that occasion when she was invited to a 
hop at West Point and faced the awful 
dilemma of life on an army salary or los- 
ing the lovely lieutenant of her dreams. 
I don’t mean that she gets drippy or too 
confidential—although this sometimes 
happens. I mean that she discusses the 
topic from the viewpoint on which she is 
an expert—her own. 

Thus it is possible to learn quite a lot 
about a girl in an hour’s conversation 
after dinner; more, indeed, than you can 
learn about the average man even if you 
go with him—two strong, silent men to- 
gether—for a week’s camping trip up 
among the black-flies and mosquitoes of 

the North Woods. It works both ways, 
of course. The insatiable curiosity of an 
intelligent girl makes her highly interested 
in the personal problems and perplexities 
of the man she is talking to. I grant that 
she turns this curiosity off and on at will. 
It is part of her social training, like learn- 
ing to ride a horse or put on make-up, 
and by next day she has probably for- 
gotten everything she has heard. But 
her interest is satisfying while it lasts. 

It ig a quality which makes women warm 
and gratifying companions. 

This feminine quality of curiosity makes 
a suppressed biographer of nearly qj 
women. It may be a hangover from th 
days when girls dwelt in temples of Vip. 
torian seclusion, and had to exert them. 
selves to find out anything at all ghoy 
the world and the people outside. It may 
be that they are merely inveterate gos 
sips. On the other hand, they have a 
intuitive sense of people which is rp 
among men. So one’s knowledge of the 

human life is made far richer by conve. 
sation with women than by conversation 
with men. 

To me, women are better companions 
than men because they are, essentially 
less domestic. I know this will be dis 
puted. I insist, however, that it is true 
Which of the sexes invariably has tucked 
away a snapshot of Junior or of littl 
Ermintrude, aged three? The male, of 
course. For every mother who trots out 
such sentimental ikons, there ‘are five fy 
thers. The snapshots appear during 
luncheon at the Lawyers Club or th 
Downtown Club or any of the othe 
gathering-places for the leaders of New 
York finance and business. The probe 
bility always exists, when you becom 
professionally involved with a man, that 
he will insist on your coming home to 
dinner. “Come home and meet the Little 
Woman and the kids,” he used to say— 
until Sinclair Lewis made him self-con- 
scious. 

But no girl that one meets, either pro- 
fessionally or socially, ever asks you to 
meet her dull husband and her dil 
brats. They rarely come into the cor 
versation, which is based on Higher 
Things. 

All these points, pro femina, which! 
have thus far made pale to insignificance, 
however, in the face of one reason why 
women are so much to be preferred to 
men: This is that the girls need us, flatter 
us, confide in us, lean on us and borrow 
our spare cash. It makes no difference, 
obviously, whether their need is actul 
or not. The result is the same. Ow 
egoes are inflated by our contacts with th 
darlings. Doubt, uncertainty and hesite 
tion fade. We feel like big shots. Thus 
their réle in life is very, very important 

AFTER BREAKING INTO SOCIETY 
(Continued from page 55) 

both lovely and inspiring. But she is not 
telling the whole truth. What attracts 
her more than horses, and what makes her 
forgo her beauty sleep is the fact that no- 
where else on earth can a girl meet as 
many eligible bachelors as early in the 
morning, in Aiken. The shortage of men, 
of unattached and wealthy men, so pro- 
neunced .and so regrettable in other re- 
sorts, does not exist in Aiken. Every rich 
young sportsman from Westbury or Pea- 
pack, from Sewickley or Radnor, makes 
it a point to spend at least a couple of 
weeks in Aiken. Roosevelt or no Roose- 
velt, communism or fascism, he simply 
cannot stand a separation from his horses. 

He has no other real interest in life 
except his thoroughbreds, and it is only 
natural that he expects his future wife 
to share his overwhelming passion. Sarah 
does—miuch as it hurts her, much as she 

would prefer another hour of sleep to the 
most inspiring work-out in the world. 

By ten in the morning she feels thor 
oughly exhausted, and could do with# 
long stiff drink. Alas, she has not evel 
begun her daily program! The dg 
meet takes place at eleven, the dove 
drive (reserved for the members of th 
Gun Club) at high noon. Both functions 
require considerable stamina and p 
overindulgence in liquor. Between 
two, Sarah prefers the dove-drive. On 
does not have to be much of a 
secure the largest bag of doves in Aiket. 
One simply has to be shrewd enough-t0 
employ the most experienced colored boy, 
who picks up the birds shot down yy 
some one else. 

Back home at one-fifteen, Sarah 
but a few minutes for her bath and# 
quick change. She cannot afford tobem 
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forthe luncheon-party. It is given in honor 

of Lord Something-or-Other, who insists 
that punctuality is the politeness of kings. 

“That’s the trouble with Aiken,” thinks 
Sarah as she pulls off her riding-boots. 
“There are entirely too many real titles 
ground here. It was different in Palm 
Beach. Those phony princes and counts 
at Hilda’s were tickled pink to get a 

meal at any hour of the day.” 
A polo-match watched from a car 

in the space reserved for season 
ticket-holders, or a point-to-point race, 
follows the luncheon-party. The brand 
of polo as played in Aiken would send 
cold shivers down the backs of the Flori- 
da “sportsmen,” and as for a “point-to- 
point race,” it is likewise a red-blooded 
exercise, although it does afford an op- 
portunity to display the latest and the 
most expensive tweeds. 
Not before six in the afternoon does 

Sarah spot a well-laden cocktail tray. She 
sighs a sigh of relief. At last—Allah be 
praised for gin! She begins to believe in 
life once more. Three dry Martinis lat- 
er she is her old self again, and is all set 
to dish dirt. And again, for the n-th time 
since her arrival at Aiken, she encounters 
a debacle. Everybody talks polo and 
races. Everybody has his or her own idea 
as to how the last chukker should have 
been played by the defeated team. The 
first thing Sarah knows, she too begins to 
talk polo. She feels as if the ponies were 
getting in her hair, but—when in Aiken, 
do as the Aikenites do: let the horses 
kill time for you. 
The two horse-shows—polo and hunter 

—are the social events of the season. Nu- 
merous balls are given on those occasions, 
orchestras and French chefs imported 
from New York, sizable fortunes spent 
on flowers and evening gowns—and all of 
it to glorify the Horse. 

’S a far cry from Aiken to Newport; 
but there is no other place of equal so- 

cial prominence where one can go between 
the middle of April and the beginning of 
June. So one just struggles along in 
New York or shops in Paris while one’s 
servants wash the windows and scrub the 
floors in Newport. According to the roto- 
gravure sections, the Newport season 
begins around July 15th; but according 
to the owners of the big mansions on 
Bellevue Avenue, it can begin any time 
they want it to begin. Within the past 
few years it has become quite a fad to go 
to Newport as early as May 15th and 
stay there as late as September 30th. It 
seems that there is something about New- 
pert—certainly not its fogs—which fasci- 
nates Society more than any other place 
in America. The nature of that some- 

Js very difficult to determine. New- 
Port is dull, quite dull. It is expensive, 
tremendously so. It offers no sights, no 
night life to speak of, nothing deserving a 
hight-ride on a Fall River Line boat. And 
yet, when the depression hit Society, 
ty a former millionaire preferred to 

his very last bunch of gilt-edged 
onds rather than part with his. house in 
ging To paraphrase a German prov- 
= You lose money, and you've lost 

» you lose your standing in New- 
port, and you've lost everything.” It be- 
ry 80, and it is so—in so far as Society 

foncerned,—let’s invite our Sarah Anne 
for a week-end ‘in Newport. 

we long ago I asked several hun- 
dred men what feminine quality 

appealed to them most,” said the Beauty 
Editor of a popular women’s magazine. 

“What do you suppose was the quality 
. . 

o : * 

named most often? ‘Daintiness of person.’ } ouctinn water Se 
woman thinks a pretty 

face can make up for a “That certainly gives us women some- 
fault like this.“ thing to think about. Hadn’t we better 

listen?” 

The smart woman knows that the greatest 
danger to freshness, daintiness of person, is 
underarm perspiration odor. 

To prevent this, she has found nothing 
quicker, easier and surer than Mum! 

A light fingertipful of Mum under each 
arm, and presto! you have all-day protection. 

Use Mum any time — after you’re dressed 
as well as before. For it’s harmless to clothing. 

It’s soothing and cooling to the skin, too, 
even right after shaving the underarms. 
Mum does its important work of preventing 

unpleasant odor without preventing the per- 
spiration itself. 

Let’s listen to the men and ensure our 
daintiness of person by the daily Mum habit! 
Bristol-Myers, Inc., 630 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 

“| can't forget it—or for- 
give it—-when a woman 
offends with perspiration 

odor.” 

“Perspiration odor 
contradicts every- 
thing | want to 
think about a 

woman.” 

takes the odor out of perspiration 
Use Mum on sanitary napkins and enjoy complete freedom from this cause of unpleasantness. 



TO THE ONE 

Woman 
OUT OF 10 

WHO IS A 

heabist 

Albolene 
SOLIC 

A pharmaceutically pure and 

delicate solidified mineral oil 

that actsasa SKIN PURGE! 

“One woman out of ten at most can 
stand hearing the truth about a beau- 

tiful skin,”? our dermatologists said. 

But it looks as if every woman who 
hears about Albolene Solid is that wo- 
man! For greatly to the scoffers’ sur- 
prise, the country’s loveliest women... 
actresses, beauty editors, movie stars 

-.- are facing the facts without blush- 

ing or turning a single hair... . 
That skins are actually sluggish now- 

adays—clogged with dust, cosmetic 

residue, oily auto exhausts, which keep 
the pores from functioning! And that 
the action of a pure, gentle mineral oil 
is needed to loosen this matter and 
leave them clear as a baby’s. 

It may not sound romantic to use 
the pure, pharmaceutical hospital prep- 
aration used on babies themselves to 
cleanse your face. But these thousands 
of women can assure you the results 
are romantic enough to please the most 
frivolous, beauty-loving soul. You can 
now secure it (at only 50c a jar or $l a 

pound) at all druggists. Or join the 
ranks of beautiful realists this way: 

le MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 
PLEASE PRINT PLAINLY 

McKESSON & ROBBINS, FAIRFIELD, CONN. 
Manufacturing Chemists since 1833 Dept. R-9 

Please send me a generous sample of Albolene 
Solid. I enclose 10c to cover postage and handling. 

Name. 

Address 

City 

County State. 

My most convenient drug storeis_..——__ 

It’s late in August. The Tennis Week 
is drawing to an end, providing a climax 
for what all society editors agree was a 
“brilliant season.” Sarah arrived on a 
night boat from New York, and was met 
at the pier by a uniformed chauffeur 
driving a fifteen-year old Rolls-Royce. 
The sight of that veteran on wheels 
would have sent her into paroxysms of 
laughter in Florida; but Florida is Flori- 
da, and Newport is Newport. It’s smart 
to drive a 1936 car in Palm Beach; it’s 
smart to drive a 1921 car in Newport. 

SCORTED to her room on the second 
floor of a stone mansion on Bellevue 

Avenue, Sarah watches the maid unpack 
her bags and gets ready for the beach. 
At the stroke of noon she goes downstairs 
and drives in her hosts’ superannuated 
limousine down a macadam avenue lined 
by formal stucco and stone mansions. In 
no time she finds herself in front of what 
is probably the ugliest casino in the world, 
a huge shingled affair with long projecting 
wings, which looks more Victorian than 
the Great Queen herself could have ever 
looked. 

“Just a moment, Miss Capley. Won't 
| take a second.” 

Sarah obligingly poses for the news 
| photographers, who are not permitted in- 
| side and who have to rely on their knowl- 
edge of famous faces. 

She changes to her bathing suit in a 
stuffy and hot bath-house, and then she goes 
out to the beach (yes, the famous Bailey’s 
Beach), hoping that the seaweed today 
is not as bad as it usually is in Newport. 

The beach is pretty, the sun-bathing 
poor. For one thing, the sun stages but 
infrequent appearances in Newport; for 
another, there’s considerable humidity in 
the air. Sarah walks up and down the 
beach and stares at the young and middle- 
aged figures spread under the umbrellas. 
She is looking for her hosts, but she can’t 
find them. She does not realize that the 
elderly people in Newport never venture 
beyond the broad piazza overlooking the 
beach, where they are safe from all sorts 
of annoyance, including the visiting cus- 
tomers’ men and the sunshine. 

Almost everybody lunches on the beach. 
Ne one is particularly keen on talking. 

Shortly after three, a few energetic 
ones get up and dress and proceed to the 
golf-links. The course is attractive, if 
soggy in spots; but the clubhouse is hide- 
ous, quite as hideous as the casino. Little 
as Sarah knows about architecture, she 
realizes that Mr. Harry Thaw must have 
shot the wrong architect. 

The afternoon drags on. The hours 
between five-thirty and eight are the most 
difficult to kill. It’s tea or cocktails. 

Newport dines at eight-thirty. It in- 
sists that it dines, and not merely eats. 
Probably because of that, a Newport din- 

ner is the dressiest and the most formal 
affair in the Western hemisphere. Unlike 
Long Island, where people drive them- 
selves at night, a chauffeur-driven lim- 
ousine is strictly obligatory in Newport. 
Chauffeur-driven limousines, mid-Victo- 
rian “personal” maids, plum-liveried but- 
lers, towering footmen, tail-coated waiters 
and the rest of the paraphernalia, non- 
existent in all other summer resorts, are 
ever-present in Newport. Amazing as it 
may sound, there is no earthly difference 
betweena Fifth Avenue. dinner and a 
Bellevue Avenue dinner. The same peo- 

ple, the same menu, the same conver, 
tioh, the same routine, the same bo 
even the same mind-reader who specialing 
in entertaining the very rich, and wh 
censors himself in Newport just as rigor. 
ously as he does in New York. Were 
to talk freely and tell his employers hop. 
estly what their guests think of thep 
and their dinner, he would destroy 
friendship on Bellevue Avenue and Fifth 
Avenue. For the ladies and gentlema 
are bored, bored to extinction, bored to, 
point where they stop being polite ay 
pay no more attention to each other 
their guests than II Duce does to th 
League of Nations. 

Unlike New York, where a dinner is ys. 
ally followed by a buffet-supper and dan. 
ing, a Newport dinner breaks up around 
eleven, breaks up suddenly and uncer. 
moniously. It is as if a bomb of fatigy 
had been thrown into the assembly at the 
stroke of ten-thirty. 

Sarah is not sleepy. That is to say 
she was sleepy during the dinner and im 
mediately after, but now that the guess 
have left, she craves a bit of excitement 
Excitement in Newport? Ho-hum! Tr 
only place that can be described asa 
“night place” in Newport is the Clambake 
Club. It’s a low-ceilinged rambling frame 
house situated at a point beyond th 
bourgeois public beach. There’s not much 
gayety there, but enough censorship- 
exercised by the elderly martinets of both 
sexes—to make Sarah wish she were back 
in the sultry and muggy New York. Had 
it not been for what we shall call the 
Cherice Ball, Sarah would leave on th 
midnight boat, but she has been promis 
ing herself for years to attend that cele 
brated affair, Which takes place the las 
night of Tennis Week. 

OTHING since the days of Versailles 
under Louis XIV has approached the 

Cherice Ball in magnificence and splendor. 
Given in a five-million-dollar French ma 
sion, stocked with golden furniture ani 
priceless museum pieces, it can be bes 
described as God’s answer to a commi- 
nist’s prayer. Comrade Stalin himself ia 
his ceaseless efforts to create class-cor 
sciousness in the world could not have 
improved on the Cherice Ball. He would 
possibly have insisted on displaying prom- 
inently and unabashedly that gorgeous 
collection of gold-and-diamond snuff boxes 
which used to lend still additional glam 
our to the Cherice Ball, but the owners 
of the five-million-dollar French mansio 
prefer to keep it locked up in their sale 
deposit vault. While not accusing aly 
one in particular, they admit with a heavy 
sigh that some of their guests did 
themselves to a couple of snuff boxes 

Inside and outside, the French mansioo 
looks like a replica of Versailles. B 
corted through a marble hallway, 
guests—some five hundred of them 
reach the truly royal gardens, where mat 
ble fountains play and where the moor 
light and the artificial lighting create! 
effect of an almost painfully beaull 
fairyland. E 

They are dancing inside and outside # 
the Cherice Ball, inside in a golden 
rocm, outside on a parquet floor 
between the marble fountains 
gravel walks. The surf breaking on the 
private beach in front of the mansion® 
floodlighted by mammoth searchlights. A 
twenty-piece orchestra plays incess 



An army of waiters is serving champagne 
and highballs. Silver punch-bowls and sil- 
ver chafing-dishes are shining on the long 
tables laden with hothouse fruit, cold meats, 
glads and turkeys. Once in a while a dia- 
mond or an emerald necklace gets in the 
way of the searchlight, and its owner closes 

her eyes but stands still, as if grateful for 
this opportunity to display her jewelry. 

T= ball begins at midnight. It ends 

after daybreak. The dawn, the cold 
and foggy Newport dawn, puts a note of 

iness into the proceedings, and 
shows up mercilessly the marks made on 
the velvety green lawns by the high heels 

of the celebrants. ; 

“How can they on it?” ——— 
e as the guests begin to pile out. 

a von means the host and the host- 
es, the very charming and thoroughly 
civilized middle-aged couple who for some 
mysterious reason of their own stage this 
joyless, Versailles-like affair. Among the 
five hundred men and women who enjoy 
their hospitality and destroy their proper- 
ty, they cannot possibly be real friends 
with more than fifty. The remaining four 
hundred and fifty get invited simply be- 
cause they were shrewd enough to leave 
their visiting cards with the majordomo 
of the French mansion at the very begin- 
ning-of the season... . 
And now that we have seen our Sarah 

Anne Capley through Palm Beach, Aiken 
and Newport, it is only fair that we 
should procure for her an invitation for 
a week-end in Bar Harbor. As a dé- 
butante and a person who likes gay parties, 
she would be certain to enjoy Bar Har- 
bor more than Newport. No débutante 
can or ever will like Newport. Not only 
dees it cost a fortune to “come out” in 
Newport; but to make matters worse 
still, everyone is trying to stage her début 
during Tennis Week, with the net result 
that no eligible bachelor can remain at a 
“coming-out” party in Newport for more 
than ten minutes. 
When Sarah was leaving Newport for 

Maine, she was told that unless she liked 
Chicago, she would hate Bar Harbor. 
“It used to be Philadelphia,” explained 
her hostess, “but now it’s nothing but 
Chicago. You know what I mean, my 
dear. Those impossible people who imag- 
ine they are somebodies, simply because 
they happen to have a bit of money.” 

Sarah was not afraid of the Chicagoans. 
In fact, after a week spent on Bailey’s 
Beach, she felt positive she would love 

Chicagoans. She was not mistaken. 
For Bar Harbor is Chicago at its very 
best. Young and gay, flashy and hospita- 
ble. So young that the average age of a 
- «pepe ™ - is eighteen. So gay 

4 certain family occupying one of the 
largest villas in Bar Saber, snd deter- 
mined to give a party every single night, 

engaged an eight-piece orchestra for 
the duration of the season. So flashy 
that a custom-built Pom is as common in 

] r as wrinkles in Newport. So 
hospitable that if one chooses deestiondar- 

if one happens to be an unescorted 
male), one can eat ten dinners nightly. 

for its old-fashioned hotels pop- 
y elderly maidens in fussy dress- 

he nothing in the Bar Harbor of today 
he adc: the bygone years when 
ine Sterling aine resort used to special- 

in Philadelphia dowagers and Boston 

HOW CLUB COCKTAILS HAPPENED 

TO BE PUT IN BOTTLES 

Back in the 90’s some of the patrons of the celebrated 

Heublein Hotel in Hartford planned a Fourth of July 
picnic. They asked the Heublein bar to mix Manhattan 
and Martini cocktails to be taken along IN BOTTLES. 

Repeated requests for cocktails IN BOTTLES Sprang up 

and, in 1892, Heublein offered to the public the first cock- 

tails IN BOTTLES ever to be put on general sale. 

People said: “Wonderful!” People said: “Splendid!” 

People said: “ Delicious!”. . . They're saying it again to- 
day nearly fifty years. And for GOOD REASONS. 

ms > Fail A a8 
Valk. 
Club Cocktails are the final produét of thousands of 
experiments in the subtleties of mixing. They are 
made to exad and unvarying measurements. 

Club Cocktails improve by standing in bottles. This 
was an original Heublein discovery and accounts in 
part for the full bloom flavor which gives Club Cock- 
tails such unquestioned distinétion . . . Since repeal, 

the merit of C/ub Cocktails has become more widely 
recognized than ever. More C/ub Cocktails are bought 
today than before prohibition. 

Try them in your preferred varieties — for sale at all 
¥/ state operated and other liquor stores — Martini (60 

proof), Dry Martini (71 proof), Brut Martini (70 
proof), Bronx (60 proof), Manhattan (65 proof), Side 
Car (60 proof), Old Fashioned (80 proof), and Sloe 
Gin Cocktail (49 proof). 

G. F HEUBLEIN & BRO. HARTFORD, CONN. 

HEUBLEIN OF HARTFORD 

nent is not intended to offer alcoholic beverages for sale or delivery in any state or community wherein the advertising, sale or use Uereof is unlawful. 
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spinsters. Hard-drinking, fast-playing and 
rhumba-mad, Bar Harbor seems to thrive 
in spite of the fact that it was stricken by 
the New York Yacht Club off the itiner- 
ary of its annual cruise. ‘We can live 
without those stuffed shirts,” said Bar 
Harbor, and proceeded to build yachts, 
some of them more luxurious than any 
to be seen at the New York Yacht Club. 
Money shouts in Bar Harbor, and money 
is not ashamed of itself. It throws par- 
ties right and left. It finances an excel- 
lent stock company. It feeds innumerable 
Hawaiian bands. And it supports a 
swanky club where the sub-debs of sixteen 

are dressed up to look like Ladies of 
Destiny. Sarah is crazy about Bar Har- 
bor. She’d love nothing better than to 
spend the entire summer there. Alas! 
Sarah is not her own mistress. Society 
owns her, and she must take Society’s 
orders. “On to Aiken and the horses,” 
says Society; and on to Aiken and the 
horses goes Sarah. “On to Newport and 
the seaweed,” says Society, and on to 
Newport and the seaweed goes Sarah. 
Once in a while she feels that the time 
has come to stage another Boston Tea 
Party and free the youth of America 
from the tyranny of the Big Four. She 

discusses that subject with her fathy 
Hé agrees with her in principle, but hej, 
forced to remind her that once upg; 
time there was a girl who tried to bg 
Society, and who wound up by i 
a fellow from Grand Rapids and spey 
ing her winters in Miami. 

“Would you like that, Sarah?” 
“God, no!” she cries. “Not tha! 

Why, if anyone had found out I was » 
ing to Miami, they would—they would~ 

“Bar you from Aiken.” 
Sarah shudders. The idea of beig 

barred from Aiken frightens her ey 
more than does Aiken itself. 

WATCHING AND WAITING 
(Continued from page 49) 

frightened she’ll be alone there on a night 
like this.” He knew then that he could 
go no farther. With his heart full of 
yearning for the tenderness he knew she 
had offered to him, he kept repeating: “I 
can’t leave her. I can’t ever leave her. 
I'll go back and ask her to forgive me.” 

So he sighed and was ashamed; and he 
drove back slowly along the way he had 
come, making up in his head fine little 
speeches that would make his wife laugh 
and forgive him. 

But when he had turned off the high- 
way and was going down the lane that 
led to the house, he suddenly thought it 
could do no harm if he stopped the car 
before it was heard, and went up to the 
house quietly to make sure no one else 
was there. 

Such a notion made him feel terribly 
ashamed. As the car rocked in the ruts 
and puddles of the dirt road, and the 
headlights gleamed on the wet leaves 
from overhanging branches, he was filled 
with a profound sadness, as if he knew 
instinctively that no matter how he strug- 
gled, he would not be able to stop himself 
from sneaking up to the house like a spy. 
Stopping the car, he sat staring at the 
shuttered windows through which the 
light hardly filtered, mumbling: “I’ve got 
a heart like a snake’s nest. I’ve come 
back to ask her to forgive me.” Yet as 
he watched the strips of light on the 
shutters, he found himself thinking it 
could do no harm to make sure she was 
alone, that this would be the last time he 
-would ever spy on her. 

S he got out of the car, he stood awhile 
in the road, getting soaking wet, assur- 

ing himself he had no will to be evil. And 
then as he started to drag his feet through 
the puddles, he knew he was helpless 
against his hunger to justify his lack of 
faith in her. 

Swinging open the gate and crossing 
the grass underneath the oak tree, he 
stopped softly on the veranda and turned 
the door-knob slowly. When he found 
that the door was locked, his heart began 
to beat unevenly, and he went to pound 
the door with his fist. Then he grew 
very cunning. Jumping down to the 
grass, he went cautiously around to the 
side of the house, pressed his head against 
the shutters and listened. The rain 
streamed down his face and ran into his 
open mouth. 

He heard the sound of his wife’s voice, 
and though he could not make out the 
words, he knew she was talking earnestly 

to some one. Her voice seemed to be 
breaking; she seemed to be sobbing, 
pleading that she be comforted. His heart 
began to beat so loud he was sure they 
would be able to hear it. He grabbed at 
the shutter and tried to pry it open with 
his hand, but his fingers grew numb, and 
the back of his hand began to bleed. 
Stepping back from the house, he looked 
around wildly for some heavy stick or 
piece of iron. He remembered where 
there was an old horseshoe imbedded in 
the mud by the gate, and running there, 
he got down on his knees and scraped 
with his fingers, and he grinned in delight 
when he tugged the old horseshoe out of 
the mud. 

But when he had inserted the iron 
prongs of the shoe between the shutters, 
and had started to use his weight, he 
realized that his wife was no longer talk- 
ing. She was coming over to the window. 
He heard her gasp and utter a little cry. 
He heard her running from the room. 

Full of despair, as though he were be- 
ing cheated of the discovery he had been 
patiently seeking for years, he stepped 
back from the house, trembling with 
eagerness. The light in the room where 
he had loosened the shutter was suddenly 
turned out. He turned and ran back up 
the lane to the car, and got his flashlight. 

This time he went round to the other 
side of the house, listening for the smallest 
sounds which might tell him where they 
were hiding, but it was hard to hear any- 
thing above the noise of the wind in the 
trees and the roll of the waves on the 
shore. At the kitchen window at the back 
of the house he pulled at the shutter. 
He heard them running out of the room. 

The longing to look upon the face of 
the one who was with his wife became so 
great that he could hardly think of his 
wife at all; “They probably went up- 
stairs to the bedroom. That’s where 
they'll be. I think I heard them going 
up the stairs.” He went over to the 
garage and brought out the ladder they 
had used to paint the house, and put it up 
against the bedroom window and started 
to climb on the slippery rungs with the 
flashlight clutched in his hand, eager for 
the joy that would be his if he could see 
without being seen. 

The voices he heard as he lay against 
the ladder were broken with fright; he 
began to feel all the terror that grew in 
them as they ran from room to room and 
whispered and listened and hid in the dark- 
ness and longed to cry out. 

But they must have heard some noise 

he made at the window, for before 
was ready to use the flashlight, they m 
from the room; they hurried downstais 
in a way that showed they no longer car 
what noise they made, they fled as thou 
they intended to keep on going out th 
front door and up the lane. 

If he had taken the time to climb dom 
the ladder, they might have succeeded: 
but instead of doing that, he wrapped his 
arms and legs around the wet rails a 
slid to the ground, he got over to the oa 
tree, and was hidden, his flashlight pointed 
at the door, before they came out. 

As they came running from the houg, 
he kept hidden and flashed the light w 
them, catching his wife in the strom 
beam of light, and making her stop dead 
and scream. She was carrying the rik 
he used for hunting in the fall. 

ITH a crazy joy he stepped out ani 
swung the light on the other on: 

it was his wife’s mother, stooped in hor 
ror. They were both held in the glared 
the light, blinking and cringing in terror, 
while he tried to remember that th 
mother was to come to the house. Am 
then his wife shrieked and pointed tk 
gun into the darkness at the end of tk 
beam of light, and fired: and he called 
out helplessly, “Marion—” 

But it was hurting him on his breast 
The light dropped from his hand as & 
sank to the ground and began to cough 

Then his wife snatched up the ligt 
and let it shine on his face. “Oh, Tom 
Tom! Look what I’ve done,” she moaned 

The mother was still on her knees, sti 
with fright. : 

His hand held against his breast ws 
wet with warm blood; and as his hes 
sank back on the grass he called of 
jerkily to the mother: “Go on—buny’ 
Get some one—for Marion. I’m dyitg 
I want to tell them how it happend” 

The mother, shrieking, hobbled over # 
the lane, and her cries for help wet 
carried away on the wind. 

With his weeping wife huddled ot 
him, he lay dying in the rain. But whet 
he groped with his hand and touched be 
head, his soul was suddenly overw 
by an agony of remorse for his 
faith in her: in these few moments 
longed to be able to show her all the a 
forting tenderness she had missed in 8 
last three years. “Forgive me,” he 
pered. “It was my fault—if only 
could forgive me.” He wanted to 
the fright out of her before the 
came running up from the lane. 
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REDBOOK’S PICTURE OF 
THE MONTH 

(Continued from page 9) 

and thence to the African coast to bolster 

up the fading fortunes of the man who 

befriended him. His remaining travels 

through Italy and France, after several 
years have passed, are concerned with 
meeting the enmity of the Spanish noble- 
man who sought to destroy him, and in 

finding his devoted wife and child. At 
the picture’s end, he realizes his wife has 
become a concert-singer and a favorite of 

Napoleon, who sends him out of the coun- 
try on a convenient errand. He and his 
son face the Americas together on a ship 

that we may imagine is to carry the young 
boy along to the same kind of adventur- 
ous life as his father’s has been. . . . 

After watching this swell entertainment 
of love that kissed and galloped away, 
you are left to pick your own moral. The 
meaning I read into the picture is that 
adventure is no end in itself. Once An- 
thony Adverse was stung by its wander- 
lust, he was forever doomed to fly, like a 
romantic moth, straight into the bright 
candle of danger and destruction. There 
wasn't a great deal of time for women, 
even. He was so darned busy looking for 
what was going to happen just around the 
comer, that he never got around to climb- 
ing that well-known ladder of love. 

This show is studded with scores of ex- 
cellently done characterizations: Rains as 
theirascible nobleman, and Edmund Gwenn 
as the Scotch merchant and Anthony’s 
benefactor, stand out as particularly fine 
and sensitive. Miss De Haviland achieves 
a certain poignancy and has learned how 
to carry off a love-scene in a bubbling 
manner. It’s her best réle to date. Billy 
Mauch, playing the part of Anthony as a 
boy, shows he is a real find. Good per- 
formances are turned in by Anita Louise, 

Louis Hayward, Steffi Duna and Gale 
Sondergaard. There are seventy-eight 

important speaking parts. 
I was delighted that Fredric March 

didn’t go hammy. In a costume picture 
it’s rather expected that you should let 
the actors be a little flamboyant at times. 
While you can’t expect an Eighteenth 
Century swordsman to play his romantic 
part in the manner of a well-fed, after- 
dinner speaker, I consider it so much 
balloon dust to resign oneself to bad per- 
formances just because it happens to be 
a costume picture. 
The costuming was more involved on 

this picture on account of the many walks 

of life presented in an epoch during which 
the world was unsettled by so many wars, 
political and economic changes. There 
are 131 settings: an Italian city complete 
with streets, waterfront and docks; a 
quay in Havana; an African settlement; 
Napoleon's quarters at the Tuileries; 
snow-covered Alpine roads, a Tyrolean 
chalet, and so on. There was a maze of 
historical dates to correlate with archi- 
tecture and props. Dwight Franklin, 
supervising technician, was absolutely pale 
with joy over so much detail. 
To sum it up, then—it’s packed with 

nture, crowded with interesting back- 
— and fine characterizations. It'll 
this you a lifetime to read the book, so 

sis my idea of a right slick way to 
sh it all off in one evening! 
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MURDER 

He drank, I believe. I gathered that he 
died a year or two after the marriage. 
There was one child, a little girl, but she 
died when she was three years old. Bar- 
bara didn’t talk much about her husband. 
I believe she married him in India when 
she was about seventeen. Then they 
went off to Borneo, or one of the God- 
forsaken spots you send _ne’er-do-wells 
to—but as it was obviously a painful 
subject, I didn’t refer to it.” 

“Do you know if Mrs. Allen was in 
any financial difficulties?” 

“No; I’m sure she wasn’t.” 
“Not in debt? Anything of that kind.” 
“Oh, no. I’m sure she wasn’t in that 

kind of a jam.” 
“Now there’s another question I must 

ask—and I hope you won’t be upset about 
it, Miss Plenderleith, Had Mrs. Allen 
any particular man friend or men 
friends?” 

Jane Plenderleith answered coolly: 
“Well, she was engaged to be married, 

if that answers your question.” 
“What is the name of the man she 

was engaged to?” 
“Charles Laverton-West. He’s M. P. 

for some place in Hampshire.” 
“Had she known him long?” 
“A little over a year.” - 
“And she has been engaged to him— 

how long?” 
“Two—no, nearer three months.” 
“As far as you know, there has not 

been any quarrel?” 
Miss Plenderleith shook her head. 
“No. I should be surprised if there 

had been anything of the sort. Barbara 
wasn’t the quarreling kind.” 

“How long is it since you last saw 
Mrs. Allen?” 

“Friday last, just before I went away 
for the week-end.” 

“Mrs. Allen was remaining in town?” 
“Yes. She was going out with her 

fiancé on the Sunday, I believe.” 
“And you yourself, where did you 

spend the week-end?” 
“At Laidells Hall, Laidells, Essex.” 
“And the name of the people with 

whom you were staying?” 
“Mr. and Mrs. Bentinck.” 
“You only left them this morning?” 
“Yes.” 
“You must have left very early.” 
“Mr. Bentinck motored me up. He 

starts early, because he has to get to the 
City by ten.” 

sae | see.” 

Japp nodded comprehendingly. Miss 
Plenderleith’s replies had all been crisp 
and convincing. 

OIROT in his turn put a question: 
*What is your own opinion of Mr. 

Lavetton-West ?” 
The girl shrugged her shoulders. 
“Does that matter?” 
“No; it does not matter, perhaps; but 

I. should like to have your opinion.” 
“T don’t know that I’ve thought about 

him one way or the other. He’s young, 
—not more than thirty-one or -two.—am- 
bitious, a good public speaker, means to 
get on in the world.” 

“That is on the credit side. And on 
the debit?” 

(Continued from page 19) 

“Well—” Miss Plenderleith considered 
for a moment or two. “In my opinion, 
he’s commonplace—his ideas are not par- 
ticularly original, and he’s slightly pom- 
pous.” 

“Those are not very serious 
mademoiselle,” said Poirot, smiling. 

“Don’t you think so?” Her tone was 
slightly ironic. 

“They might be to you.” 
He was watching her, saw her look 

a little disconcerted. He pursued his ad- 
vantage. 

“But to Mrs. Allen—no, she would not 
notice them.” 

“You're perfectly right in that; Barbara 
thought he was wonderful—took him en- 
tirely at his own valuation.” 

Poirot said gently: 
“You were fond of your friend?” 
He saw the hand clench on her knee, 

the tightening of the line of the jaw, yet 
the answer came in a _ matter-of-fact 
voice free from emotion. 

“You are quite right. I was.” 
Japp said: “Just one other thing, Miss 

Plenderleith. You and she didn’t have 
a quarrel? There was no upset between 
you?” . 

“None whatever.” 
“Not over this engagement business?” 
“Certainly not. 1 was glad she was 

able to be so happy about it.” 

faults, 

“[ HERE was a momentary pause; then 
Japp said: 

“As far as you know, did Mrs. Allen 
have any enemies?” 

This time there was a definite interval 
before Jane Plenderleith replied. When 
she did so, her tone had altered very 
slightly: 

“T don’t know quite what you mean 
by enemies.” 

“Anyone, for instance, who would prof- 
it by her death?” 

“Oh, no; that would be ridiculous. She 
had a very small income, anyway.” 

“And who inherits that income?” Japp 
persisted. 

Jane Plenderleith’s voice sounded mild- 
ly surprised as she said: 

“Do you know, I really don’t know. 
I shouldn’t be surprised if I do—that 
is, if she ever made a will.” 

“And no enemies in any other sense?” 
Japp slid off to another aspect quickly. 
“People with a grudge against her?” 

“T don’t think anyone had a grudge 
against her. She was a very gentle crea- 
ture, always anxious to please. She had 
a really sweet, lovable nature.” 

For the first time that hard matter-of- 
fact voice broke a little. Poirot nodded 
gently. 

Japp said: 
“So it amounts to this: Mrs. Allen has 

been in good spirits lately; she wasn’t in 
any financial difficulty; she was engaged 
to be married and was happy in her en- 
gagement. There was nothing in the 
world to make her commit suicide. 
That’s right, isn’t it?” 

There was a momentary silence before 
Jane replied: 

“Ves,” 

Japp rose. “Excuse me, I must have 
a word with Inspector Jameson.” 

IN THE MEW.S 

He left the room. Hercule Poirot p. 
maified téte-a-téte with Jane Plende. 
leith. 

Chapter Three 

OR a few minutes there was silence 
Jane Plenderleith shot a swift » 

praising glance at the little man; but after 
that, she stared in front of her and did 
not speak. Yet a consciousness of his 
presence showed itself in a certain ner. 
ous tension. Her body was still but not 
relaxed. When at last Poirot did break 
the silence, the mere sound of his voice 
seemed to give her a certain relief. h 
an agreeable everyday voice he asked a 
question: 

“When did you light the fire, made 
moiselle?”’ 

“The fire?” Her voice sounded vagu 
and rather absent-minded. “Oh! As soon 
as I arrived this morning.” 

“Before you went upstairs, or after 
ward?” 

“Before.” 
“T see. Yes, naturally. ... And it was 

already laid—or did you have to lay it?” 
“Tt was laid. I only had to puta 

match to it.” 
There was a slight impatience in her 

voice. Clearly she suspected him of 
making conversation. Possibly that was 
what he was doing. At any rate he went 
on in quiet conversational tones: 

“But your friend—in her room I ne 
ticed there was a gas fire only?” 

Jane Plenderleith answered rather me 
chanically: 

“This is the Ualy coal fire we have; the 
others are all gas fires.” 

“And you cook with gas too?” 
“I think everyone does nowadays.” 
“True. It is much more labor-saving” 
The little interchange died down. Jam 

Plenderleith tapped on the ground with 
her shoe. Then she said abruptly: _ 

“That man—Chief Inspector Japp-s 
he considered clever?” 

“He is very sound. Yes, he is we 
thought of. He works hard and paint 
takingly, and very little escapes him” 

“I wonder—” muttered the girl. 
Poirot watched her. His eyes ! 

very green in the firelight. He asked 
quietly: 

“Tt was a great shock to you, you 
friend’s death?” 

“Terrible.” 
She spoke with abrupt sincerity. 
“You did not expect it—no?” 
“Of course not.” 
“So that it seemed to you at first, per 

haps, that it was impossible—that # 
could not be?” 

The quiet sympathy of his tone seemed 
to break down Jane Pilenderleith’s & 
fences. She replied eagerly, natura), 
without stiffness: , 

“That's just it. Even if Barbara 
kill herself, I can’t imagine her 
herself that way!” — 

“Yet she had a pistol?” ‘ 
Jane Plenderleith made an impatiet 

gesture. 

“Yes, but that pistol was a—oh, a halt 
over. She’d been in _ out-of-he® 
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She kept it out of habit—not 
with any other idea. I’m sure of that.” 

“4h! And why are you sure of that?” 

“Qh, because of the things she said.” 
“Such as?” 
His voice was very gentle and friendly. 

It led her on subtly. 
“Well, for instance, we were discuss- 

ing suicide once, and she said much the 
easiest way would be to turn the gas on 
and stuff up all the cracks and just go 
to bed. I said I thought that would be 
impossible—to lie there waiting. I said 
['d far rather shoot myself. And she said 
no; she could never shoot herself. She'd 
be too frightened in case it didn’t come 
off; and anyway she said she’d hate the 

“I see,” said Poirot. “As you say, it 
js odd. Because as you have just told 
me, there was a gas fire in her room.” 

Jane Plenderleith looked at him, slight- 
ly startled. 

“Yes, there was. . . . I can’t under- 
stand——no, I can’t understand why she 
didn’t do it that way.” 

Poirot shook his head. 
“Yes, it seems—odd: not natural, some- 

” 

“The whole thing doesn’t seem natural. 
I still can’t believe she killed herself. I 

it must be suicide?” 
“Well—there is one other possibility.” 
“What do you mean?” 
Poirot looked straight at her. 
“Tt might be—murder.” 
“Oh,no!” Jane Plenderleith shrank back. 

“Oh, no! What a horrible suggestion!” 
“Horrible, perhaps; but does it strike 

you as an impossible one?” 
“But the door was locked on the in- 

side. So was the window.” 
_ “The door was locked—yes. But there 
is nothing to show if it were locked from 
the inside or the outside. You see, the 

was missing.” 
“But then, if it is missing—” She 

took a minute or two. “Then it must 
have been locked from the outside. Oth- 
erwise it would be somewhere in the 
toom.” 
“Ah, but it may be. The room has 

not been thoroughly searched yet, remem- 
ber. Or it may have been thrown out of 
the window, and somebody may have 
picked it up.” 
“Murder!” said Jane Plenderleith. She 

turned over the possibility, her dark clev- 
er face eager on the scent. “I believe— 
I believe you're right.” 

But if it were murder, there would 
have to be a motive. Do you know of a 
Motive, mademoiselle ?” 
_ Slowly she shook her head. And yet, 
Mm spite of the denial, Poirot again got 

impression that Jane Plenderleith was 
tely keeping something back. 

¢ door opened and Japp came in. 
oy rose. 

‘4 have been suggesting to Miss Plen- 
derleith,” he remarked, “that her friend’s 

Was not suicide.” 

ye looked momentarily put out. He 
{ast a glance of reproach at Poirot. 
It's a bit early on to say anything 

> a i remarked. “We've always got 
ph Possibilities into account, you 
the tstand. _, That’s all there is to it at 

moment 

»” 

all Plenderleith replied quietly: 
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Japp came toward her. 
“Now then, Miss Plenderleith, have you 

ever seen this before?” 
On the palm of his hand he held out 

a small oval of dark-blue enamel. 
Jane Plenderleith shook her head. 
“No, never.” 
“It’s not yours nor Mrs. Allen’s?” 
“No. It’s not the kind of thing usu- 

ally worn by our sex, is it?” 
“Oh! So you recognize it.” 
“Well, it’s pretty obvious, isn’t it? 

That’s half of a man’s cuff-link.” 

wy BAT young woman’s too cocky by 
half,” Japp complained. 

The two men were once more in Mrs. 
Allen’s bedroom. The body had been 
photographed and removed, and the fin- 
gerprint man had done his work and de- 
parted. 

“It would be inadvisable to treat her 
as a fool,” agreed Poirot. “She most em- 
phatically is mot a fool. She is, in fact, a 
particularly clever and competent young 
woman.” 

“Think she did it?” asked Japp with a 
momentary ray of hope. “She might 
have, you know. We'll have to get her 
alibi looked into. Some quarrel over 
this young man—this budding M.P. She’s 
rather too scathing about him, I think! 
Sounds fishy. Rather as though she were 
sweet on him herself, and he’d turned her 
down. She’s the kind that would bump 
anyone off if she felt like it, and keep her 
head while she was doing it, too. Yes, 
we'll have to look into that alibi. She 
had it very pat; and after all, Essex 
isn’t very far away. Plenty of trains. Or 
a fast car. It’s worth while finding out 
if she went to bed with a headache, for 
instance, last night.” 

“You are right,” agreed Poirot. 
“In any case,” continued Japp, “she’s 

holding out on us. Eh? Didn't you feel 
that too? That young woman knows 
something.” 

Poirot nodded thoughtfully. 
“Yes, that could be clearly seen.” 
“That’s always a difficulty in these 

cases,’ Japp complained. “People will 
hold their tongues—sometimes out of the 
most honorable motives.” 

“For which one can hardly blame them, 
my friend.” 

“No, but it makes it much harder for 
us,” Japp grumbled. 

“Tt merely displays to its full advan- 
tage your ingenuity,” Poirot consoled him. 
“What about fingerprints, by the way?” 

“Well, it’s murder, all right. No prints 
whatever on the pistol. Wiped clean be- 
fore being placed in her hand. Even if 
she managed to wind her arm around her 
head in some marvelous acrobatic fashion, 
she could hardly fire off a pistol without 
hanging on to it, and she couldn’t wipe it 
after she was dead.” 

“No. No, an outside agency is clearly 
indicated. 

“Otherwise, the prints are disappointing. 
None on the door-handle. None on the 
window. Suggestive, eh? Plenty of Mrs. 
Allen’s all over the place.” 

“Did Jameson get anything?” 
“Out of that daily woman? No. She 

talked a lot, but she didn’t really know © 
much. Confirmed the fact. that Allen and 
Plenderleith were on good terms. I’ve 
sent Jameson out to make inquiries in the 
mews. We'll have to have a word with 

Mr. Laverton-West too. Find out where 
he was and what he was doing last night. 
In the meantime we'll have a look through 
her papers.” 

He set to without more ado. Occa- 
sionally he grunted and tossed something 
over to Poirot. The search did not take 
long. There were not many papers in the 
desk, and what there were, were neatly 
arranged and docketed. 

Finally Japp leaned back and uttered 
a sigh. 

“Not very much, is there?” 
“As you say.” 
“Most of it quite straight forward—re- 

ceipted bills, a few bills as yet unpaid, 
nothing particularly outstanding. Social 
stuff—invitations, notes from her friends. 
These”—he laid his hand on a pile of 
seven or eight letters—‘“and her check- 
book and pass-book. Anything strike you 
there?” 

“Yes, she was overdrawn.” 
“Anything else?” 
Poirot smiled. 
“Ts it an examination that you put me 

through? But yes, I noticed what you 
are thinking of. Two hundred pounds 
drawn to self three months ago—and two 
hundred pounds drawn out yesterday.” 

“And nothing on the counterfoil of the 
check-book. No other checks to self ex- 
cept small sums—fifteen pounds the high- 
est. And I'll tell you this: there’s no 
such sum of money in the house. Four 
pounds ten in a handbag, and an odd 
shilling or two in another bag. That’s 
pretty clear, I think.” 

“Meaning that she paid that sum away 
yesterday.” 

“Yes. Now whom did she pay it to?” 

S he spoke, the door opened, and In- 
spector Jameson entered. 

“Well, Jameson, get anything?” 
“Yes sir, several things. To begin 

with, nobody actually heard the shot. 
Two or three women say they did be- 
cause they want to think they did—but 
that’s all there is to it. With all those 
fireworks going off, there isn’t a dog’s 
chance.” 

Japp grunted. 
is. Go on.” 

“Mrs. Allen was at home most of yes- 
terday afternoon and evening. Came in 
about five o’clock. Then she went out 
again about six, but only to the post-box 
at the end of the mews. At about nine- 
thirty a car drove up—Standard Swallow 
saloon—and a man got out. Description 
about forty-five, well set-up military- 
looking gent, dark blue overcoat, bowler 
hat, toothbrush mustache. James Hogg, 
chauffeur from No. 18, says he’d seen 
him calling on Mrs. Allen before.” 

“Forty-five,” said Japp. “Can’t very 
well be Laverton-West.” 

“This man, whoever he was, stayed 
here for just under an hour. Left at 
about ten-twenty. Stopped in the door- 
way to speak to Mrs. Allen. Small boy, 
Frederick Hogg, was hanging about quite 
near, and heard what he said.” 

“And what did he say?” 
“ ‘Well, think it over and let me know,’ 

And then she said something, and he an- 
swered: ‘All right. So long.’ And after 
that, he got in his car and drove away.” 

“That was at ten-twenty,” said Poirot 
thoughtfully. 

Japp rubbed his nose. 

“Don’t suppose there 

“Then at ten-twenty Mrs. Allen wy 
still alive,” he said. “What next?” 

“Nothing more, sir, as far as I @ 
learn. The chauffeur at No. 22 got in a 
half-past ten, and he’d promised his kids 
to fet off some fireworks for them. 
been waiting for him—and all .the othe 
kids in the mews too. He let ’em off and 
everybody round about was busy wat. 
ing them. After that they went to bed” 

“And nobody else was seen to ente 
No. 14?” 
“No—but that’s not saying they didyt 

Nobody would have noticed.” 
“H'm,” said Japp. “That's true. Wel 

we'll have to get hold of this ‘militay 
gentleman with the toothbrush mustache’ 
It’s pretty clear that he was the last pe. 
son to see her alive. I wonder who k 
was?” 

“Miss Plenderleith might tell Us,” sug. 
gested Poirot. 

“She might,” said Japp gloomily, "Q 
the other hand, she might not. I've m 
doubt she could tell us a good deal if se 
liked. What about you, Poirot, old boy 
You were alone with her for a bit. Dida} 
you trot out that father confessor map. 
ner of yours that sometimes makes sud 
a hit?” 

Poirot spread out his hands. 
“Alas, we talked only of gas fires.” 
“Gas fires—gas fires!” Japp soundel 

disgusted. ‘“What’s the matter with you 
Ever since you've been here, the ony 
things you’ve taken interest in are quil 
pens and waste-paper baskets. Oh, yes 
I saw you having a quiet look into tk 
one downstairs. Anything in it?” 

Poirot sighed. “A catalogue of bulls 
and an old magazine.” 

“What’s the idea, anyway? If anyom 
wants to throw away an_ incriminating 
document or whatever it is you havei 
mind, they’re not likely just to pitch it 
into a waste-paper basket.” 

“That is very true, what you say ther. 
Only something quite unimportant woul 
be thrown away like that.” 

Poirot’s tone was meek. Nevertheles 
Japp looked at him suspiciously. 

“Well,” he said, “I know what [Im 
going to do next. What about you?” 

“Eh bien,” said Poirot, “I shall com 
plete my search for the unimportat 
There is still the dust-bin.” 

He skipped nimbly out of the room 
Japp looked after him with disgust. 

“Potty,” he said. “Absolutely potty!” 
Inspector Jameson preserved a respect 

ful silence. His face said with Britis 
superiority: “Foreigners!” 

Aloud he said: “So that’s Mr. Hercil 
Poirot! I’ve heard of him.” 

“Old friend of mine,” explained Jap 
“Not half as balmy as he looks, 
you. All the same, he’s getting on now. 

“Gone a bit gaga, as they say, Sli 
suggested Inspector Jameson. “Ah 
age will tell.” ; 

“All the same,” said Japp, “I wish! 
knew what he was up to.” 

He went to the writing-table and stared 
uneasily at an emerald-green quill pet. 

Chapter Four 

be was just engaging his third chat 
feur’s wife in conversation 

Poirot, walking noiselessly as a cat, § 
denly appeared at his elbow. 
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“Whew, you made me jump,” said 
Japp. “Got anything?” 

“Not what I was looking for.” 

Japp turned back to Mrs. James Hogg. 
“And you say you've seen this gentle- 

fore?” 
= yes sir. And my husband too. 
We knew him at once.” 
“Now look here, Mrs. Hogg, you're a 

shrewd woman, I can see. I’ve no doubt 

that you know all about everyone in the 
mews. And you're a woman of judg- 
ment—unusually good judgment, I can 

tell that.” Unblushingly he repeated this 

remark for the third time. Mrs. Hogg 

bridled slightly, and assumed an expres- 

sion of almost superhuman intelligence. 
“Give me a line on those two young 

women—Mrs. Allen and Miss Plender- 

leith. What were they like? Gay? Lots 

of parties? That sort of thing?” 
“Oh, no sir, nothing of the kind. They 

went out a good bit—Mrs. Allen espe- 

cially; but they’re class, if you know 
what I mean. Not like some as I could 
name down the other end. I’m sure the 
way that Mrs. Stevens goes on—if she is 

a Mrs. at all, which I doubt—well, I 
shouldn’t like to tell you what goes on 
there. I—” 
“Quite so,” said Japp, dexterously stop- 

ping the flow. “Now, that’s very impor- 
tant, what you’ve said. Mrs. Allen and 
Miss Plenderleith were well liked, then?” 
“Oh, yes sir, very nice ladies, both of 

them—especially Mrs. Allen. Always 
spoke a nice word to the children, she 
did. Lost her own little girl, I believe, 
poor dear! Ah, well, I’ve buried three 
myself. And what I say is—” 

ES, yes, very sad. And Miss Plen- 
derleith?” Japp persisted. 

“Well, of course she was a nice lady 
too, but much more abrupt, if you know 
what I mean. Just go by with a nod, 
she would, and not stop to pass the time 
of day. But I’ve nothing against her— 
nothing at all.” 

“She and Mrs. Allen got on well to- 
gether?” 
_“Oh, yes sir. No quarreling—nothing 
like that. Very happy and contented, 
they were—and I’m sure Mrs. Pierce will 
bear me out.” 

“Yes, we've talked to her. Do you 
know Mrs. Allen’s fiancé by sight?” 
“The gentleman she’s going to marry? 

Oh, yes. He’s been here quite a bit off 
and on. Member of Parliament, they 
do say.” 

“Tt wasn’t he who came last night?” 
“No sir, it was not.” Mrs. Hogg drew 

herself up. A note of excitement dis- 
guised beneath intense primness came in- 
to her voice. “And ii you ask me, sir, 
What you are thinking is all wrong. Mrs. 
Allen wasn’t that kind of lady, I’m sure. 
It's true that there was no one in the 

», but I do not believe anything of 
the kiné—I said so to Hogg only this 
morning. ‘No, Hogg,’ I said, ‘Mrs. Allen 
was a lady—a real lady—so don’t go 
Suggesting things’-—knowing what a man’s 
mind is, if you'll excuse my mentioning 
i. Always coarse in their ideas.” 
P. assing this insult by, Japp proceeded: 

lay saw him arrive, and you saw him 
ive—that’s so, isn’t it ?” 
eh so, sir.” 

you didn’t hear anything else? 
Any sounds of a quarrel?” ike 
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“No sir, nor likely to. Not, that is to 
say, that such things couldn't be heard 
—because the contrary to that is well 
known—and down the other end, the way 
Mrs. Stevens goes for that poor fright- 
ened maid of hers is common talk. And 
one and all, we've advised her not to 
stand it; but there, the wages is good— 
temper of the devil she may have, but 
pays for it—thirty shillings a week—” 

Japp said quickly: 
“But you didn’t hear anything of the 

kind at No. 14?” 
“No sir. Nor likely to, with fireworks 

popping off here, there and everywhere, 
and my Eddie with his eyebrows singed 
off as near as nothing.” 

“This man left at ten-twenty—that’s 
right, is it?” 

“It might be, sir. I couldn’t say my- 
self. But Hogg says so, and he’s a very 
reliable steady man.” 

“You actually saw him leave. Did you 
hear what he said?” 

“No sir. I wasn’t near enough for 
that. Just saw him from my window 
standing in the doorway talking to Mrs. 
Allen.” 

“See her too?” 
“Yes sir. She was standing just inside 

the doorway.” 
“Notice what she was wearing?” 
“Now, really, sir, I couldn’t say. 

noticing particularly, as it were.” 
Poirot said: “You didn’t even notice 

if she was wearing day dress or evening 
dress?” 

“No sir. I can’t say I did.” 
Poirot looked thoughtfully up at the 

window above, and then across to No. 14. 
He smiled, and for a moment his eye 
caught Japp’s. 

“And the gentleman?” 
“He was in a dark blue overcoat and 

a bowler. Very smart and well set-up.” 

Not 

APP asked a few more questions, then 
proceeded to his next interview. This 

was with Master Frederick Hogg, an imp- 
ish-faced bright-eyed lad, considerably 
swollen with self-importance. 

“Yes sir. I heard them talking. ‘Think 
it over and let me know,’ the gent said. 
Pleasant-like, you know. And then she 
said something, and he answered: ‘All 
right. So long.’ And he got into the 
car—I was holding the door open, but 
he didn’t give me nothing,” said Master 
Hogg with a slight tinge of depression in 
his tone. “And he drove away.” 

“You didn’t hear what Mrs. 
said?” 

“No sir, can’t say I did.” 
“Can you tell me what she was wear- 

ing? What color, for instance?” 
“Couldn’t say, sir. You see, I didn’t 

really see her. She must have been 
round behind the door.” 

“Just so,” said Japp. “Now look here, 
my boy, I want you to think and answer 
my next question very carefully. If you 
don’t know and can’t remember, say so. 
Is that clear?” 

“Ves sir.” 
Master Hogg looked at him eagerly. 
“Which of ’em closed the door, Mrs. 

Allen or the gentleman?” 
The child reflected. His eyes screwed 

themselves up in an effort to remember. 
“Think the lady probably did—no, she 

didn’t. He did. Pulled it to with a bit 
of a bang, and jumped into the car, quick. 

Allen 

Looked as though he had a date some- 
where.” 

“Right. 
bright kind of shaver. 
for you.” 

Dismissing Master Hogg, Japp turned 
to his friend. Slowly with one accord 
they nodded. 

“Could be!” said Japp. 
“There are possibilities,’ agreed Poirot. 
His eyes shone with a green light. They 

looked like a cat’s. 

Well, young man, you seem a 
Here’s sixpence 

Chapter Five 

N reéntering the sitting-room of No. 
14, Japp wasted no time but came 

straight to the point. 
“Now look here, Miss Plenderleith: 

don’t you think it’s better to spill the 
beans here and now? It’s going to come 
to that in the end.” 

Jane Plenderleith raised her eyebrows. 
She was standing by the mantelpiece, 
gently warming one foot at the fire. 

“T really don’t know what you mean.” 
“Ts that quite true, Miss Plenderleith?” 
She shrugged. 
“I’ve answered all your questions. I 

don’t see what more I can do.” 
“Well, it’s my opinion you could do a 

lot more—if you chose.” 
“That’s only an opinion, though, isn’t 

it, Chief Inspector?” 
Japp grew rather red in the face. 
“T think,” said Poirot, “that Mademoi- 

selle would appreciate better the reason 
for your questions if you told her just 
how the case stands.” 

“That’s very simple. Now then, Miss 
Plenderleith, the facts are as follows: 
Your friend was found shot through the 
head with a pistol in her hand, and the 
door and the window fastened. That 
looked like a plain case of suicide. But it 
wasn’t suicide. The medical evidence 
alone proves that.” 

“How?” 
All her ironic coolness had disappeared. 

She leaned forward—intent, watching him. 

“The pistol was in her hand, but the 
fingers weren’t grasping it. Moreover, 
there were no fingerprints at all on the 
pistol. And the angle of the wound makes 
it impossible for the wound to have been 
self-inflicted. Then again, she left no let- 
ter—rather an unusual thing for a suicide. 
And though the door was locked, the key 
has not been found.” 

Jane Plenderleith turned slowly and sat 
down in a chair facing them. 

“So that’s it!” she said. “All along 
I’ve felt it was impossible that she should 
have killed herself! I was right! She 
didn’t kill herself. Some one else killed 
her.” 

For a minute or two she remained jost 
in thought. Then she raised her head 
brusquely. 

“Ask me any questions you like,” she 
said. “I will answer them to the best of 
my ability.” 

Japp began: 
“Last night Mrs. Allen had a visitor. 

He is described as a man of forty-five, 
military bearing, toothbrush mustache, 
smartly dressed, and driving a Standard 
Swallow saloon car. Do you know who 
that is?” 

“T can’t be sure, of course; but it sounds 
like Major Eustrent.” 

“Who is Major Eustrent? Tell mg 
you can about him.” 

“He was a man Barbara had know 
abroad—in India. He turned up aboy, 
year ago, and we've seen him on and of 

since.” 
“He was a friend of Mrs. Allen’s” 
“He behaved like one,” said Jane dry 
“What was her attitude to him?” — 
“I don’t think she really liked him, 

fact, I’m sure she didn’t.” 
“But she treated him with outyay 

friendliness?” 
“Yes.” 
“Did she ever seem—think carefully 

Miss Plenderleith—afraid of him?” — 
Jane Plenderleith considered th 

thoughtfully for a minute or two, Th 
she said: 

“Yes—I think she was. She was ¢ 
ways nervous when he was about.” 

“Did he and Mr, Laverton-West me 
at all?” 

“Only once, I think. They didn’t ta 
to each other much. That is to sy 
Major Eustrent made himself as agreeabk 
as he could to Charles; but Charles was} 

having any. Charles has a very god 
nose for anybody who isn’t—well, quit 
—quite.” 

“And Major Eustrent was not—whi 

you call—quite, quite?” asked Poirot, 
The girl said: 
“No, he wasn’t. Bit hairy at the bed 

Definitely not out of the top drawer,” 
“Alas—I do not know those two & 

pressions. You mean to say he was a 
the pukka sahib?” 

A fleeting smile passed across Jae 
Plenderleith’s face, but she replied grav. 
ly: “Ne.” 

“Would it come as a great surprise 
you, Miss Plenderleith, if I suggested thi 
this man was blackmailing Mrs, Allen” 

Japp sat forward to observe the rest 
of his suggestion. 

He was well satisfied. The girl started 
forward; the color rose in her cheeks; & 
brought down her hand sharply on tk 
arm of her chair. 

“So that was it! What a fool Iw 
not to have guessed! Of course.” 

“You think the suggestion feasible 
mademoiselle?” asked Poirot. 

“T was a fool not to have thought d 
it! Barbara’s borrowed small sums 
me several times during the last # 
months. And I’ve seen her sitting pony 
over her pass-book. I knew she was livig 
well within her income, so I didn’t bother 
but of course if she was paying out sus 
of money—” 

“And it would accord with her gened 
demeanor—yes?” asked Poirot. ; 

“Absolutely. She was nervous—qut 
jumpy sometimes: altogether differes 
from what she used to be.” 

OIROT said gently: 
“Excuse me, but that is not just wil 

you told us before.” 
“That was different.” Jane Plend 

leith waved an impatient hand. “Se 
wasn’t depressed. I mean she wasn't fee: 
ing suicidal or anything like that. 
blackmail—yes. I wish she’d told # 
I’d have sent him to the devil.” 

“But he might have gone—not 
devil, but to Mr. Charles Laverton-Wet 
observed Poirot. i 

“Yes,” said Jane Plenderleith slows. 
“VYes—that’s true.” 
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“You've no idea of what this man’s 
hold over her may have been?” asked 

i. girl shook her head. 
“I haven’t the faintest idea. I can’t 

believe, knowing Barbara, that it could 

have been anything really serious. On the 
other hand—” She paused, then went 
on; “What I mean is, Barbara was a bit 

of a simpleton in some ways. She'd be 
very easily frightened. In fact, she was 
the kind of girl who would be a positive 

gilt to a blackmailer! The nasty brute!” 
She snapped out the last three words 

with real venom. 
“Unfortunately,” said Poirot, “the crime 

seems to have taken place the wrong way 
round, It is the victim who should kill 
the blackmailer, not the blackmailer his 

victim.” 

ANE PLENDERLEITH frowned a lit- 

tle as she admitted: 
“No—that is true. But I can imagine 

circumstances—”’ 
“Such as?” 
“Supposing Barbara got desperate. She 

may have threatened him with that silly 
little pistol of hers. He tries to wrench 
it away from her, and in the struggle he 
fires it and kills her. Then he’s horrified 
at what he’s done, and tries to pretend it 
was suicide.” 
“Might be,” said Japp. 

difficulty.” 
She looked at him inquiringly. 
“Major Eustrent, if it was he, left here 

last night at ten-twenty and said good-by 
to Mrs. Allen on the doorstep.” 
“Oh!” The girl’s face fell. “I see.” 

She paused. “But he might have come 
back later,” she said slowly. 
“Yes, that is possible,” said Poirot. 
Japp continued: 
“Tell me, Miss Plenderleith, where was 

Mrs. Allen in the habit of receiving guests 
—here or in the room upstairs?” 
“Both. But this room was used more 

for communal parties or for my own 
special friends. You see, the arrangement 
was that Barbara had the big bedroom and 
used it as a sitting-room as well, and I 
had the little bedroom and used this room.” 

“If Major Eustrent came by appoint- 
ment last night, in which room do you 
a. Mrs. Allen would have received 

_ ‘I think she would probably bring him 
in here.” The girl sounded a little doubt- 
ful. “It would be less intimate. On the 
other hand, if she wanted to write a check 
or anything of that kind, she would prob- 

ly take him upstairs. There are no 
Writing-materials down here.” 
Japp sheok his head. 
“There was no question of a check. 

Mrs. Allen drew out two hundred pounds 
in cash yesterday. And so far, we've- not 

able to find any trace of it in the 

“But there’s a 

“And she gave it to that brute? Oh, 
poor Barbara! Poor, poor Barbara!” 

Poirot coughed. “Unless, as you sug- 
Best, oo more or = of an accident, it 

ms a remarkable fact that he 
should kill an apparently regular source 
of income.” 

Accident? It wasn’t an accident. He 
Ae and saw red and shot her.” 
«it is how you think it happened?” 
Yes.” She added vehemently: “Tt was 

—murder !”” 
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Poirot said gravely: “I will not say 
that you are wrong, mademoiselle.” 

Japp said: “What cigarettes did Mrs, 
Allen smoke?” 

“Gaspers. There are some in that box.” 
Japp opened the box, took out a ciga- 

rette and nodded. He slipped the ciga- 
rette into his pocket. 

“And you, mademoiselle?” asked Poirot. 
“The same.” 

“You do not smoke Turkish?” 
“Never.” 
“Nor Mrs. Allen?” 
“No; she didn’t like them.” 

Poirot asked: “And Mr. 
West? What did he smoke?” 

She stared hard at him. 
“Charles? What does it matter what 

he smoked? You're not going to pretend 
that ke killed her?” 

Laverton- 

Poirot shrugged his shoulders, 
“Before now, mademoiselle, a man hy 

killed the woman he loved.” 

The surprising and dramatic climay 
“which concludes this memorable | 
two-part story, will appear in the | 

next (October) issue, 

| 
| 

A baby, bowlegged and tottering. Both 
dirty hands clutched at Lauralee’s skirt. 
And the eyes, round and blank, stared 
up like the eyes of a stray kitten. 

“Hello,” Lauralee said. 
The baby’s clutch tightened. Boy, or 

girl? Lauralee couldn't tell. She tried to 
unclasp the tight, hot, dirty little fingers. 

“Where’s your mother, baby?” 
The tide of humanity swept past; no 

one paused to claim the baby. 
“Listen,” Lauralee said. She went down 

on one knee, and put her purse on top 
of her suitcase, and took the baby by the 
shoulders. “Listen! Where’s Mamma?” 

The baby laughed and put both hands 
into its mouth. The dirtiest baby in the 
world, dressed in a tattered Teddy and 
safety pins—a knitted cap, woolen stock- 
ings, horrible shiny patent shoes with 
pearl buttons. Banana on its chin, on its 
ears, where little gold and turquoise ear- 
rings twinkled. 

Lauralee got to her feet again. 
“Please,” she said to the man behind 

the news-stand. “This isn’t my baby! It 
just hangs on to me... . Whose is it?” 

The man leaned over and stared. 
‘Damned if I know. Lost, I guess.” 
“But I can’t take care of it. I’ve got 

to catch a train—” 
“Better take it over to the Lost and 

Found. Or find a policeman. ... Cute 
little fellow, aint he?” The man laughed. 
“Likes you, don’t he? Maybe you'd bet- 
ter take him along.” Then he nodded. 
“There’s an officer, over there.... Gate 
Sixty. He'll help you out.” 
“But—” 
Suddenly, without warning or reason, 

the baby began to cry. “He’s crying in a 
foreign language,” Lauralee thought. “He 
belongs to those immigrants!” 

She lifted the suitcase, the baby, and 
fought her way against the human tide, 
back to the waiting-room. The sleepy 
immigrants still sprawled there among 
their bundles. “Is this your baby? Does 
this baby belong to you?” 

They stared at her. But that was all. 
They were getting used to the crazy 
Americans. Nobody owned this baby. 
Nobody wanted a baby. Nobody cared. 

The baby’s heavy head toppled into the 
curve of Lauralee’s throat. Its cap fell 
off. Lauralee had never before held a 
baby close like this. The back of its 
head smelled sweet, the sickish smell of 
unwashed infant flesh. Its neck was soft 
and downy and wrinkled. 

“There,” Lauralee said. “Don’t cry. 
I'll find your mother. Just shut up, will 
you?” 

There was something soul-shattering in 
its abandoned wail. Lauralee kissed the 
soft neck. And the baby reached up and 
knocked off her hat. 

WINGS OVER HONOLULU 
(Continued from page 37) 

“All right,” she said. “I'll call a po- 
liceman—see if I don’t!” 

She retrieved the hat and the baby’s 
cap, and glancing at the clock, discovered 
that half an hour had passed. A watched 
pot. A watched clock. 

“Is this your baby? 
one take this baby? 
train. Is this—” 

The policeman was still standing near 
Gate Sixty, through which a crowd of 
suburbanites, loosed from an incoming 
local, stampeded like hysterical cattle. 
Lauralee fought her way to the side of 
the law. 

“Will you please take this baby? It 
isn’t mine.” 

The policeman stared at her. 
yours, eh?” 

“TI found it. 
it. Please take it. 
a train.” 

The policeman’s eyes narrowed. A 
little muscle flickered in his cheek. He 
was a big grizzled, hardboiled Irishman. 
“How do I know it aint your baby? 

Lots of women try this game. ‘Hold my 
baby, will you? I'll be right back.’ And 
then they beat it.” 

“But I can prove who I am,” Lauralee 
said. “Take this baby, or I'll put it 
down. ... It’s not mine. I never saw 
it before!” 

“All right. Who are you, then?” 
“Tl show you my name on a letter— 

and my ticket. I’m Mrs. Richard Gil- 
christ—I’m on my way to California.” 

“California, eh? Let’s have a look.” 
She put the suitcase down, shifted the 

baby. Searched with sudden frantic ter- 
ror for her purse. It was gone! 
“My purse! I’ve lost it!” 
The roof of her mouth turned cold, and 

a wave of faintness flowed through her 
heart, dark, engulfing, like a tide. 

“T’ve lost my purse!” 
“You have, eh? Well, that’s too bad, 

now. With all those letters and tickets 
in it! Maybe you'd better be coming 
with me. . . . You can tell the desk 
sergeant all about it.” 

The crowd closed in, staring and push- 
ing and laughing. Lauralee felt strong 
fingers on her arm, fingers that com- 
pelled and commanded. She writhed 
away, clutching the baby. 

“You can’t! I’ve got to catch the 
Chief. Let me go! Let me go. a 

Please, will some 
I've got to catch a 

“Tt isn’t 

I don’t know who owns 
I’ve got to catch 

You! 
Above her head a whistle shrilled, and 

she found herself within an unyielding 
arm, being thrust through the crowd. 

STRIDENT, warning blast cut across 
the squeak of ferries, the Monticello 

steamer’s bass boom, the Lexington’s 
siren, as the Navy transport Chaumont 
swung into the channel and headed out. 

Stony Gilchrist and Rosalind stood y 
the rail, shoulder to shoulder, stariy 
back at the towers and pinnacles of S» 
Francisco. 

Up to the ‘last minute Stony believe 
that Lauralee might make it. He watchej 
in vain for a pursuing launch. But tk 
big transport shuddered past Alcatraz, be 
pennant stiffening, rattling and snapping 
smartly as San Francisco wheeled asten 
and dropped into the smoky haze. 

Stony’s eyes were bleak.  Rosalini 
glanced at his profile, then down at bis 
hands, which were clasped so tightly te 
gether that the knuckles showed whit 
through the brown flesh. 

“Missed it! Damn!” 
“Tough luck, Stony,” Rosalind said 
“Her train’s due in an hour! We'll 

over the horizon by then! Not a chance 
now!” 

“What happened?” 
For the fiftieth time, Stony unfolded: 

crumpled telegram and smoothed it fat 

FOUND A BABY LOST MY PURSE AM IX 

JAIL CHICAGO NO MONEY NO TICKET NO 

PROOF THAT I AM WHO I AM PLEASE WIRE 

SOMEBODY TO GET ME OUT AND FORGIVE 

ME I LOVE YOU LAURALEE. 

Stony couldn’t be sure, but he thought 
there was both pity and _ laughter 2 
Rosalind’s eyes. 

“Poor Stony! 
do?” 

Stony folded the wire. 
“Telegraphed everybody I knew! Tk 

Wyants were in Chicago, and they got be 
out. She’d picked up somebody's stra 
baby at the station. Later, the baby ws 
claimed; it belonged to a Polish woma. 
But the purse was gone! Lauralee had 
resisted an officer, and the Wyants hada 
devil of a time—but they finally put be 
on the train—a slow train, of course.” 

Stony didn’t mention that he had 
borrow against his pay to accomplish @ 
this, but Rosalind knew. 

“You mustn’t take it hard, Stoop 
You’ve done your best. She'll be @ 
right. She'll catch the Malolo, It wo! 
be long.” 

“T know.” 
He put his hand briefly on hers. 
“But she’s back there alone. And Ia 

here! Sailing away like one of thet 
girls-in-every-port husbands, You could! 
expect her to understand. She think: 
I've walked out on her. She must. S 
doesn’t know a damn’ thing about @ 
service. She'll look for me, and I wot! 
be there. I wouldn’t blame her if # 
took the next train home.” 

Rosalind caught her breath. Her het 
beat too fast and too loud. Her heart ¥® 
saying: “If I only dared to hope! 
only knew what she’s like!” 

What on earth did yu 
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The Chaumont’s prow sliced into blue 
water, as she settled to her stride. Stony’s 

were on the receding city. He 
jeaned over the rail, staring back through 

a raucous cloud of gulls. 
“Poor kid,” he said. “Poor little kid!” 
“wWhat’s she like, Stony?” 
He came back to Rosalind’s kind dark 

eyes, steadied himself, 
“Oh—I don’t know. ... 

gets you.” 
“She must be lovely.” 
“She is.” 
Again Stony put his hand over hers, on 

the rail. 
“T wish I could make you understand,” 

he said quickly, “why I let you believe 
that some day—” 
“Pyt it down to propinquity,” she said. 

“It was my fault, Stony! I thought you 
needed me.” 
“You see, when I met Lauralee—” 
“Please, Stony!” 
She drew her hand away. 
“T’m glad,” she said. “For you. And 

fur her.” She smiled bravely at him. 
“You’re pretty swell, Rosalind.” 
“You’re pretty swell yourself, sailor.” 
She turned away. She couldn’t stand 

any more, just then. She was safer for- 
ward, alone... . 

In the days that followed, she tried to 
conceal her suffering and her anxiety, not 
only from Stony, but from her father, 

She sort of 

who was quick to note any change in her, . 
any shadow across her usual steady radi- 
ance. The Chaumont spun a white path 
across a sea the color of blue glass. And 
then the days and nights were hot with 
the first breath of the Islands, something 
fateful and fascinating. Rosalind was 
touched by an elusive dread, a curious 
pervading fear of the future. She had al- 
ways been self-contained and courageous, 
sane and witty. But now the thought of 
Stony was like an insidious poison. She 
tried to avoid him, struggling against her 
desire to speak to him, to stand beside 
him, her shoulder touching his. 

Love, she saw, had unnerved him too. 
He pursued his life on the ship with un- 
even energy, with bursts of enthusiasm 
followed by periods of apathy and lassi- 
tude. He spent hours at the rail, watch- 
ing the sea, in his eyes a look not of 
victory, but of defeat and bewilderment. 

EIS. Brown, tapered hands _ with 
creamy palms. Brown arms, uplifted, 

making the beautiful circle of welcome. 
Jasmine, gardenia, clove pink and cycla- 
men. Ginger, daphne, hibiscus, cereus, 
geranium and tuberose: Honolulu! 
Garlanded and flushed, Stony said good- 

by to Rosalind and her father. A clasp 
of the hand, a quick salute, an incon- 
clusive meeting of eyes, and another 
paragraph was underscored. 
“I dare say you'll be looking for quar- 

ters?” the Admiral said. 
‘Yes sir. I’m a family man now! It 

makes a difference.” 
“You must let us know if there is any- 

thing we can do—” 
“Thank you, sir; I will.” 
The Admiral’s car shot away from the 

prismatic confusion of the wharf. Tangled 
in streamers and flowers and music, Rosa- 
lind closed her eyes. She felt the warmth 

the sun; knew that the sky was bril- 
tant and cloudless. But there was a dark- 
hess Over her mind. 
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“Nice fellow,” the Admiral said. 
He glanced sharply at his daughter’s 

profile. 
“This marriage of his will turn out all 

right, I dare say. But isn’t it rather a 
risk—marrying a girl he scarcely knows?” 

“She'll be all right,” Rosalind said. 
“She hasn’t made what you’d call a 

good beginning! Missing the Chaumont! 
Involving him in debt before they're un- 
der way. No. I'd call it a very bad be- 
ginning!” 

The Admiral shook his head. He was 
not a stern man, not a disciplinarian; but 

men respected and obeyed him because 
he had all of the more human attributes 
of leadership. He could be sympathetic 
without a trace of mawkish sentiment. 
He expected the best, and in his own 
career, had given it. Rosalind was proud 
of him. 

“You know,” he said now, “I rather 
hoped that you and young Gilchrist would 
marry. Was it your fault, Rosalind, that 
he ran off with this girl?” 

Quickly, Rosalind silenced him. 
“You and Jack love to stand me against 

a wall and throw knives around me, don’t 
you? Well, I’ve winced my last wince! 
Oh, darling, you’re not to worry about 
me. I’m all right. Really I am.” 

The Admiral smiled. 
“T’d like it better if your appetite were 

normal,” he said. “You'll need courage 
and strength for this job. It’s not going 
to be all moonlight and beaches for you, 
I’m afraid. This is a big responsibility. 
My last years ashore! I dare say you 
realize—I’m sixty.” 

She put her hand on his arm. 
“T won’t let you down, Admiral Furness, 

sir.” 
But her mind followed Stony. She had 

a big house of her own to settle, servants 
to train, a garden to supervise and to 

bring back into loveliness; yet she would 
have preferred hunting bungalows with 
Stony, running up chintz curtains, paint- 
ing furniture, planting window-boxes, 
buying out the Commissary to stock her 
own kitchen shelves. It was great, being 
official hostess at twenty-two! An Ad- 
miral’s daughter. Still, she envied the 
flyers’ brides taking their first unsteady 
steps, learning to walk the matrimonial 
plank! 

Stony, she heard, had found his nest. 
And such a nest! Bedroom, sitting-room, 
breakfast nook, kitchen. With porches 
fore and aft, and a bougainvillea that 
climbed riotously over the roof, shower- 
ing the yard with magenta petals. What 
if the equipment was a bit sketchy, most 
of the dishes chipped and the lamp-shades 
feeble? There were two hibiscus bushes 
beside the kitchen steps, and across the 
fence, glimpses of water through the 
glistening clean fronds of palm and pal- 
metto. ... And ships. And planes! 

ERE Stony, in dungarees, wielded a 
broom, stirring up a cloud of dust in 

the bedroom, while two enlisted men from 
the field mopped the kitchen in good old 
battleship style, barefooted. 

Stony Gilchrist never took anything for 
granted—not even happiness, not even 
health. This was part of his charm, all 
of his worth. He tried, now, to analyze 
the unfamiliar state of his mind, why it 
was that he felt newly akin to mankind. 
He had ceased to be the untried, idealistic 

knight, absorbed in the hazards of ex- 
periment and theory. Now, suddenly, he 
was warrior, husband. And for the first 
time he understood why men do battle 
for home. 

“Pete!” 
“Yes sir.” 
“Give me a hand with this bureau, will 

you?” 
Pete was a good mechanic, but nothing 

much of a maid-of-all-work. He had a 
neck like a Corinthian capital, no stom- 
ach to speak of, and hands like hams. 

“Aye, sir. Where to?” 
He glanced at the rug, a rented rug that 

had survived the domestic wars of twen- 
ty couples. 

“Over the spot? Or the rip?” 
“The spot. Rips are clean.” 
Stony was thinking: “This is my house, 

now! All my life I’ve been visiting peo- 
ple in their houses, admiring everything, 
being a guest. Now I’ve got my own 
cave. My own fire. My own gal!” 

Stony kept at it until the bungalow was 
in fair shape. He might have found bet- 
ter quarters, but the blazing bougainvillea 
vine had attracted him. An immense re- 
lief enveloped him when at last the win- 
dows were washed, the floors scrubbed, 
the small yard raked. At the Commissary, 
with a curious feeling of embarrassment, 
he shopped for a mop, a kitchen clock, 
cheap dishes and plated silve rware to re- 
place casualties. 
robin, retrieving bits of string and hair, 
odd buttons and safety pins. His whole 
being strained forward to the day of 
Lauralee’s arrival. He felt stronger than 
strength, happier than happiness. 

When at last the small, ugly house was 
ready, he smoothed the gray ship’s blan- 
kets over the foot of the twin sky-blue 
beds, touched the pillows gently. 

In less than a month, she would be 
there—Lauralee, his own. 

AURALEE waited for the Malolo at 
Vallejo, obeying Stony’s wirelessed in- 

structions. She took a room at a small 
hotel. She had very little money, and 
for more than a week her trunks didn’t 
arrive. When at last they did, she found 
strange gifts packed among her dresses: 
a quilt; a plum-cake; a pillow from her 
own bed, newly covered with embroidered 
muslin; her grandmother’s Spanish shawl; 
hand-painted plates; and a dozen forks 
and knives that had belonged to the 
Maiden Aunts. Her father, he wrote, had 
no money to send. But he sent his love 
and his blessings. His letter had the wist- 
ful note of an adolescent longing in vain 
for great adventure. His writing was a 
little unsteady, and tear-stains blurred the 
signature: “Your devoted Father.” 

From Lauralee’s window she could see 
the river, crowded with shipping, and be- 
yond, the red and white Administration 
buildings of the Mare Island Yard. At 
night signals crackled from mast to mast, 
the cryptic conversation of blue sparks. 
Lauralee sat in the dark, in the ugly bare 
room; watching the play of searchlights, 
the rapid passage of ferries and launches. 
She was entirely alone. By day she ex- 
plored the town; when she had stared 
into a few shop windows, there was noth- 
ing left to do. Everywhere, men in uni- 
form: little bands of gobs, neat marines, 
officers. A steady, hot, dry wind blew 
day and night across the Bay. No one 

He felt. tsxe a father . 

spoke to Lauralee, save a brassy 
who knocked one afternoon at her doy 
* “My room’s down the hall. My nam 
Lil Clarlay. I’m a Service widow, [jp 
here because I can’t bear to be 
there aren’t any ships. You know hoy; 
! Once in the Service, always in & 
Service! How about a little drink? , 
couple of chief petties from the Rj 
are coming in. I thought I’d dish up gy 
hot Mexican chili, and then they'll tp 
us to a show at the barracks.” 

She clutched at her cerise kimono, aj 
touched the gilt of her hair with crim 
finger-tips. 

“I thought you looked lonely, t 
proprietor says you’re a bride. I thoug 
maybe—”’ 

“Thanks,” Lauralee said. 
nice of you. But I—” 

“Don’t thank me! These Petties » 
lonely too. They told me to get agi 
You don’t have to say you’re mare 
What nobody knows don’t hurt anybod, 
I always say!” 

“I’m dining—with friends,” Laur 
said. “I’m sorry.” 

“Tt’s vey 

TONY had asked her to call the 
miral’s wife, and make herself know 

She did so now, in a sort of frighten 
desperation. The voice that answer 
was crisp and clear: “Of course. Hm 
nice of you! Won’t you dine—tonigh? 
I too am alone. The Admiral is in Sw 
Francisco. I'll send the car for you... 
At seven, then?” 

Lauralee dressed with a feeling of » 
prehension. The voice from Mare Ishi 
had had in it a note of worldliness. Dif 
a lieutenant’s wife make herself knom 
to an admiral’s wife, or was it the othe 
way around? In the long gray offi 
car, she reminded herself that she 1 
about to go under inspection. “Keep yo 
head,” she thought. “Don’t talk toomud 
Don’t be scared. Smile a lot. Look wi 
Remember who you are. You're goi 
to dinner, not to the guillotine!” 

The gray car turned sharply away fron 
the town into a long bridge across mudi 
water. Traffic was held halfway by 
leisurely lifting of the bascule to allow: 
submarine to pass through. Lauralee s# 
the crowded channel, a sudden intimg 
of gray ships. Narrow prows, letter 
and numbered, lifted themselves into: 
sort of kindling dusk. ... Releasl 
again, the car shot through the sma 
salutes of a Marine guard and tured tt 
the left into a parklike place, neat a 
tidy. Trees arched overhead. There wet 
clipped hedges, flagpoles, brushed wal 
Then a tall, porticoed white house wil 
glowing windows. A sentry stood at # 
tention, and as Lauralee mounted to t 
porch, a Filipino in white linen 
the door, and conducted her to the da® 
ing-room. 

The woman who came forward ® 
young. Lauralee had expected a pincem# 
and flowered chiffon, not a smooth dark- 
ness and trailing draperies of cream lat 
The hand held out to Lauralee glitter! 
with rings; there were bands of squat 
cut diamonds and emeralds on the 
dark wrists. 
Two men in uniform rose from oF 

fortable chairs and stood politely at # 
tention. ee 
“How nice!” the Admiral’s wife si 

“You’re young and pretty! So maiy 



brass 
n at cra them aren’t! Really, Navy men have a 
ll. My nam, genius for marrying homely women.” 

widow, [jp ag tet eins wap, “ 

to be “Mrs. Gilchris aptain Faith. olo- 

u know hoy} nel Wayne.” JOH N, WHY DONT you 

lways ; The two in uniform bowed impercepti- 
tle dee bly. “Both soul the gold, the ivan af TAKE COCOMALT ? 
ym. the Rely! formal attire. Lauralee had no idea 

d dish a which was which: she hadn’t mastered YOU NEED A TONIC 

n they'll tak the cryptography of sleeve-bands. They 

ks.” were middle-aged, these two—weather- 

e kimono, a beaten, dry. 
ith cris The Admiral’s wife turned to the men: 

“JT confess I was anxious. We might 
have drawn one of those scared little 

de. I thougy rabbits, all eyes and elbows!” 
Lauralee laughed. Sipping a frosty 

drink, a very fragrant, alive drink in thin 
glasses dusted with gold, she felt smooth 

se Petties x and happy again.... She and Stony 
7 would have a house like this in Hawaii! 

ou’re marned Not a beautiful house, but big and cool 
hurt anybod and shining, bright with flowers. They 

7 would have servants like these: little dark 
ds,” Laura men and women moving like dolls on 

rollers! And she’d have trailing gowns 
of cream lace clinging to her tanned flesh, 

> call the Ad and jewels to catch firelight and candle- 
herself know light when she moved. 
of frighten Dinner was served in a circular room 
hat answer paneled with bird’s-eye maple. Pillars of 
course. Hor the taffy-colored wood supported the ceil- 
Jine—tonigh? ing. There were cabinets and mirrors 
iral is in Sw and whirlygigs and curlicues, like a ship’s 
for you. ... saloon. But the table was spread with 

fine lace, set with heavy silver and fragile 
feeling of » — —— mere - usual Th d * 
n Mare Islan orest of long-stemmed roses and maiden- t t 
‘Idliness. Did hair fern. Lauralee was accustomed to ousan S urni ng Oo 
herself know the slap-dash ministrations of Louisa and 

0 0 SE cctaced sal Geegueaned by mache, d eliciou S food tonic for 
that she 1 and the glasses seemed to refill themselves. 

1. “Keep yon a - tn A ae other 
talk too muck a colonel—stared at Lauralee dispassion- 
t. Look we ately. She used her eyes in a _ she strength and energy 
You're goitr had—purred, was funny in a soft drawl. 
ine!’ She told them about missing the train. : 
ty eeu “You don’t mean they put you in jail?” HOUSANDS of men and women feel run- _ phorus and Sunshine Vitamin D for strong 
plo “Not exactly. I had to wait at the down because their diet is deficient in bones and sound teeth. 
liway by th police station. They let me send a tele- Iron or some other important food essen- Cocomalt has helped so many thousands 

ale to allow: gram. Collect, of course! But they tial. That’s why doctors say it is so im- renew strength and vitality—that you 
Lowel really thought the baby was mine!” portant to watch the diet. Realizing this, should not fail to see what it can do for 

Iden. intimacy The Admiral’s wife smiled, and shrugged modern science has developed a wonder- you. Cocomalt is designed to be mixed 

ows, letter! her brown bare shoulders, and claimed the ful tonic in food form, especially designed. with milk—either hot or cold. In '/z-Ib., 
’ to meet the energy demands of our high- _1-lb. and 5-Ib. cans. conversation for the balance of the din- selves into Pe selve pressure, modern living. 
Releassi ner. Hers was a racy monologue full of : : ais 

yh the smatt incomprehensible gossip. The Captain The name of this new kind of tonic in Don’t confuse @ecomalt with mere milk flavorings, 

ind turned t and the Colonel quite frankly preferred food form is Cocomalt. Not only does it Pai tsct sorties Camano * Selicious ood 
ce, Sa service talk—shop-talk. furnish Iron for red blood and strength, a eal ee - ~_" 
) There wer but it also supplies Carbohydrates for  sentials. @comalt / > 

vushed walls FTER dinner, over coffee and liqueurs furnishing food-energy needed for the is the registered — SS 
e house wil in the library, she said to Lauralee: strenuous activities of our nerve-taxing, 3 Davis Com. 
) ta “I hope you don’t mind. I’m takin | present-day living—Proteins for building any, Hoboken, @ 
stood a 8 solid flesh and muscle—Calcium, Phos- foo Jersey. Fs Om); 

yunted to tht you on to the Club dance. The Yard’s 
linen only amusement! To make you forget, 4 

to the drar for an hour, that your flyer’s in Honolulu 
, 

and that you’re here.” 
forward ¥ “Here,” Lauralee said, “is beautiful.” Oo Cc Oo Ti a 

.d a pince-t Mare Island?” 

smooth datt- The Admiral’s wife laughed. 
f cream - far _—s +. one advantage. It’s not 

alee glitt m San Francisco!” ¥ 

is Pom Later, in the car again, Lauralee thought WHEN cut RITE WAXED PAPER IS USED, 

on the le swiftly and inclusively of the future. Why FOOD IS SAVED AND WORK MADE EASIER. 
bad’ Stony told her that it would be like CUT-RITE |S ia ihe RITE 
t . : 

from Coa S—gay and picturesque and friendly? ; 
slitely at a wy ad yter her believe that what lay DOUBLE- STRENGTH, ; Wark 2 PALES 

Or both of them was hard and : | —_ 
5 wife said uncompromising, a lifetime of discipline, ascents ney re CuUT- 

| WAKED PAPER So many my and postponement? Stony was 
cer; officers had all the breaks. 
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Lights crowned the summit of a dark 
hill. The car swept around a driveway, 
and Lauralee followed the Admiral’s wife 
into a bright room crowded with dancers. 
Everyone paused. Even the music held 
its breath an instant while the dark lady 
made her official entrance. 

Lauralee was presented all at once to a 
dozen people. It might have been the 
country club at home: the same folding 
camp-chairs around the walls, the same 
punch-bowl on a bridge table, the same 
sprays of carnation and smilax, the 
same potted ferns, the same tinny or- 
chestra. Except for the uniforms, it 
might have been a “home-town” crowd. 

“Mrs. Gilchrist. Commander 
Crown—Mr. Havery—Captain Hart—Mr. 
Gaze.” 

A tall, lean, black-haired youngster 
smiled. ... And Lauralee was dancing. 

Red sails in the sunset, 
Far over the sea... . 

The tall youngster danced well, in 
loose-jointed, careless way. 

“Married?” he asked. 
“Yes.” 
“Navy?” 
“Richard Gilchrist.” 
“When?” 
“Ten days ago.” 
“Like him?” 
wi 
The youngster’s arm tightened. Laura- 

lee glanced up briefly through her lashes. 
“I’m crazy about him.” 
“Then let’s talk about him! What do 

you say? Outside, on the terrace?” 
The terrace was dark beneath a tall sky 

beautiful with stars. Beyond, shadowy 
hills rolled down to the Channel, where 
lighted ships moved silently toward the 
sea. The air was soft and warm; a little 
wind rustled the trees. 
“My name’s Gaze,” the youngster said. 

“Submarines.” 
“Hello, Lieutenant Gaze.” 
“Mister. We don’t get titles, until 

we're senile. You call a Lieutenant-Com- 
mander, ‘Commander.’ It may compen- 
sate. But I doubt it. Youth’s simply 
swell, if you ask me!” 

He took Lauralee’s arm. 
“You're the first pretty girl I’ve seen 

since I left Coronado. You're Southern, 
aren’t you? Moonlight and roses—howdy, 
Missy! Where do you live when you're 
‘way down in Dixie?” 

“Near Richmond. A little town in the 
country.” 

They left the terrace and crossed a 
square of deep turf. Lauralee thought of 
the garden at home. 

“Where is this hyena you married?” 
“Honolulu. I missed the boat.” 
“You did? What a break for me!” 
“I’m waiting here until the Malolo sails. 

I’ve been staying at a hotel in Vallejo. 
I don’t know a soul. I’ve been terribly 
lonely. ... But you know how it is.” 

“Do I know!” 
The tall youngster whistled. 
“Listen, Cherokee, do you really want 

to dance?” 
“Yes, Mister.” 
“This very minute?” 

“Can’t I break your heart? I’m lonely 
too. I’m the loneliest man in submarines. 
I could bash my head against things. I 
could slit my wrists.” 

“Aren’t you married, Mister?” 
“Me?” 
“Engaged?” 
“Have you glanced about you, honey- 

suckle, at the J. G.’s who are married? 
No, thanks. It’s a dog’s life. I wouldn’t 
wish it on any girl.” 

“This?” 
Lauralee glanced at the lighted club win- 

dows, where bright figures made musical 
patterns. 

“This is the cream,” the youngster said. 
“Most of those girls in there are having 
their night off from housework, budgets 
and babies.” 
“Why do they do it, then?” 
“Why did you? Don’t tell me it was 

the well-known glamour, the lure! Not 
the uniform? You hadn’t been reading 
the advertisements?” 

“Boo!” Lauralee said. 
“You wouldn’t kiss me, would you? I 

mean lightly, as an experiment? You're 
lonely. I’m lonely. And for heaven’s 
sake, look at the stars!” 

Lauralee looked. And he kissed her— 
lightly. His dark eyes, mischievous and 
shining and bad, came between her and 
the glittering arch of heaven. 

“Wasn’t that nice?” he said. 
you like it?” 

She shook her head. Her heart pounded. 
“My fault,” she said. “Now, please, 

I'd like to dance.” 
They returned, solemnly, to the club. 

The Admiral’s wife, yards of cream lace 
wound about her wrist, danced with a 
grizzled man in khaki. Her eyes noted 
the fact that Lauralee came in from the 
terrace. But her smile, brilliant and flash- 
ing, expressed nothing at all. 

“Punch?” 
The drink was tepid, flat. 

scattering of wilted mint-leaves, 
cherries, a slice or two of lemon. 

“No,” the tall youngster said. “No 
alcohol. Not on a Yard. Or on a ship. 
The law, buttercup. ... Here comes a 
colonel of marines, conquest in his eye. 
Will you forgive me? Lunch with me 
tomorrow?” 

The colonel of marines cut in. Then 
a captain. Then a commander. Lauralee 
didn’t dance with the tall youngster again. 

At midnight, the Admiral’s wife made 
it known that she was going home. “T’il 
send the car back for you?” But Lauralee 
ran for her wrap. 

At her own door, gathering up the cream 
lace and the dark sables, the Admiral’s 
wife turned briefly to Lauralee. 

“The men liked you. The women won't. 
I sha’n’t see you again, because tomorrow 
I’m going away. The Admiral will be 
here, if you need any advice. Good night.” 

“Didn’t 

Tea, with a 
a few 

A the way across the bridge, the 
odor of sandalwood persisted. It was 

supplanted, in the hotel corridor, by the 
widow’s brassy scent; and as Lauralee 
opened her own door, the blonde thrust a 
head from hers. 

“Home early, aint you? 
are still here! Come on in! 

Lauralee turned the key against this 
invitation. She lay awake a long time, in 
a darkness broken by the fitful gossiping 
of ships in the Channel, searchlights that 
swung and stabbed and hovered on the 
walls. Her body ached. There was some- 
thing terrifying in the unfamiliar alone- 
ness. She tried to reassemble the evening. 

The petties 
y7? 

That quick, unexpected kiss. Why hy 
she let it happen, when she loved Stony 
so? And now, suddenly, Stony’s fag 
came back. For an instant, she could ge 
him. And there flowed through her, dak 
ard secret, a passionate dedication, hy 
turned and buried her face in her 
shaking. It passed, leaving her cold aj 
alone and still. She wept because she wy 
a fool. Why had she failed, when be 
real self strained toward friendship aj 
peace and beauty? Was it because ge 
wanted men to renew her belief in herself 
that she tried to make them say, over ay 
over again, in many ways, that she ws 
beautiful? Fool! Fool! She must pr 
member not to cheapen Stony. Whe 
men looked at her, they must see him jp 
her eyes. Never themselves! “Tomor 
row,” she thought, “I'll call that tall boy 
and make him understand.” 

In the morning, she dialed the Yard and 
asked to speak to—to—Mr. Gaze, a liev. 
tenant, with the submarines. “It’s vey 
important.” 

“Sorry, madam. The submarine to 
which Lieutenant Gaze is attached left 
this morning for San Francisco and Brem 
erton.” 

Chapter Six 

T last, the Malolo sailed—paced of 
the blue miles... . And at long last 

there was Stony, waving at her from th 
dock. Young and serious and exalted. 

“Stony! Stony! Look at me! Her 
I am! Lauralee!” 
When she got to him, she couldnt 

speak. Tangled in leis, they clung to 
gether. Then, with a shout, Stony lifted 
her breast-high, and kissed her. 

He had a car outside. “Second-hand,” 
he explained. “But it’s ours. And well 
need it, living way out there at the Base.” 

She sat very close, her arm against his. 
“Notice the palms and the flowers and 

the blue sky, darling?” 
“T’ll get around to them later,” sh 

said. “Just now, I’m looking at you. I@ 
forgotten you’re handsome, Mr. Gilchrist” 

“Me?” 
She kissed his shoulder. He was i 

uniform: the wings over his heart t 
minded her that this was their nuptial 
flight. She closed her eyes, trying to pit 
ture the house to which he was taking 
her. White, with pillars. Inside, shining 
floors. Herself, dancing across them.... 
When she opened her eyes again, Stony 

had brought her home. 
“Like it, darling?” 
“Is this—is this it, Stony?” 
“Ours,” Stony said. 
His face was flushed; his eyes wert 

dark, brilliant with excitement. ; 
“T took it the minute I saw it,” he said. 

“Wait till you see—” 
Lauralee followed him, on tiptoe, lest 

any sudden sound break the situation, 
smash it beyond hope of repair. 
was a little house! A shabby house! This 
wasn’t what she had planned, or bh 
for, or dreamed! 

“Look!” Stony cried. “A piano! Nat 
much. But it plays. And here’s ab 
fast nook. We don’t need a dining-ro0@ 
See. The table lifts up. Room é 
for six—easy! And here’s the kitchet. 
Gas range, icebox, cupboard, broom 
et. Isn’t it great?” 



. Why ha 
loved Stony 
Stony’s fag 
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gh her, dark 
Cation. Gh 
in her 
her cold and 
ause she wa 
d, when he 
endship anj 
because sh 
ef in herself 
ay, Over and 
hat she was 
he must re 
ony. Whe 
t see him in 
3! “Tomor. 

that tall boy 

he Yard and 
Gaze, a lie. 

“It’s very 

ibmarine to 

ttached left 
o and Brem- 

—paced off 
at long last 
er from the 
d exalted, 
me! Here 

he couldn't 
v clung to 
Stony lifted 
Tr. 
cond-hand,” 

And well 
t the Base.” 
against his 
flowers and 

later,” she 
at you. Td 
-. Gilchrist.” 

He was it 
s heart re 
reir nuptial 
ying to pic 
was taking 
ide, shining 
s them. ... 

ain, Stony 

eyes wert 

Lauralee drew a breath. 

“Js this where we're going to live?” 

“Sure! You didn’t think we rated quar- 

id you?” 
wt oot noticed her expression. She 

tried, desperately, to change it—surren- 
dered to the sweep of his arm, his exu- 

berance, his pride. 
“Now, I want you to see the bedroom. 

The curtains aren’t much. But look—a 
view of the harbor. And the beds aren’t 

bad. These are ship’s blankets. Later, 

| thought—” 
Suddenly, he saw her face. 
“What’s the matter? Don’t you like it?” 
“Why, yes, of course... . Only I—” 
“You're not disappointed, are you?” 

“Tt seems just a little small.” 
“But, listen—we don’t need a lot of 

space! You see— Oh, hell, Lauralee, 
| liked it. I was so damned happy!” 
“Stony!” She clung to him. “It’s 

beautiful. Of course it is.” 
“You really like it?” 
She laughed, hiding her face against 

his shoulder. 
“J think it’s lovely. I think it’s—sweet.” 
She swung around in his arms. 
“T reckon I was a little upset, that’s 

al. I got to dreaming. You know how 
you do! A great big house, like the house 
at home. You don’t blame me, do you, 
Stony?” 
Stony laughed. But the look of strain 

had come back into his eyes. 
“Wait until I’m a captain—or an ad- 

miral. You married a lieutenant, Mrs. 
Gilchrist.” 
“Lieutenant and Mrs. Gilchrist,” she 

said, leaning against him. “At home.” 
“Home.” 
He kissed the top of her head. 
“You had me scared for a minute.” 
“Scared?” 
“I thought you didn’t like it.” 
“But Ido! I’m beginning to see what 

you mean. Some new furniture and cur- 
tains, Chintz... . Yellow—yes, I think 
yellow! To brighten up the walls. And 
new rugs. Lots of flowers and lamps.” 
“Hey! Wait a minute! What’ll we 

use for money?” 
“What does anyone use for money?” 

She kissed him. “Money, silly!” 

THEY were sitting at the table, in the 
» breakfast nook, that night, the supper 

dishes pushed aside, between them an 
open ledger: Stony in his shirt-sleeves, 
the lock of unruly hair over his eyes. 
Lauralee hot and disheveled and tired, the | 
loser in the initial battle with food out 
of a can, 
“faa kept books,” Stony ex- 

ined, 
“But why? I should think you could | 
: everything in your head.” 
Thate debt; that’s why. I was brought 

ona ranch. Born poor—born paying 
‘I went along. Owing money’s the Big 

if you ask me.... Look—I’ve 
worked it all out: So much for rent— 
commissary, laundry, milk, light, gas— 
uniforms, payments on the car. And the 
test to the family, yours or mine, wher- 
— and however it’s needed. Your 
ather’s pretty hard up. And my people 

ny very cent I can spare.” 
- what's this?” 
eraining. We'll have to throw a 

? in a while.” 
“With tin spoons?” 
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No girl can be too sure of her 
daintiness to make this 

Armhole Odor’ Test 
If the slightest dampness 

collects on the armhole 

of your dress, it will cling 

to the fabric, and the warmth 

of your body will bring out 

an embarrassing “armhole 

odor” each time you wear 

the dress... 

F you have been taking your dainti- 
ness for granted, because you deodor- 

ize regularly, you will be wise to make 
this simple “armhole odor” test. You 
may be unpleasantly surprised! 

When you take off your dress tonight, 
smell it at the armhole. If you have ever 
perspired in that dress, even slightly, you 
will find that the fabric at the armhole 
bears an unmistakable and unlovely odor 

. . in spite of your careful deodorizing! 
The way that dress smells to you—is the 
way you smell to others! And the warmth 
of your body brings out the offending 
“armhole odor” each time you put on 
the dress! 

Complete protection only 
in underarm dryness 

It is not enough to keep your underarm 
sweet. Only a dry underarm can keep 
you and your clothes safe from perspira- 
tion. When there is any moisture at all, 

it is bound to dry on the armhole of your 
dress and rob you of that perfect exqui- 
siteness that is your goal. 

Thousands of users discover with re- 
lief and delight that Liquid Odorono 

gives complete protection from “‘arm- 
hole odor,”’ because it definitely keeps the 
underarm not only sweet but perfectly dry. 

Your doctor will tell you that Odorono 
works safely and gently. It merely closes 
the pores of the small underarm area, so 
that perspiration is diverted to other less 
confined parts of the body where it may 
evaporate freely without giving offense. 

Saves expensive frocks 
Odorono is safe for your pretty frocks, too— 
no grease to make them sticky and messy. 
It will save you too-frequent cleaner’s bills 
and the often permanent stains that follow 
underarm perspiration. 

Odorono comes in two strengths—Regu- 
lar and Instant. You need use Regular 
Odorono (Ruby colored) only twice a week. 
Instant Odorono (Colorless) is for especially 
sensitive skin or quick emergency use—to 
be used daily or every other day. On sale 
at all toilet-goods counters. 

Send today for sample vials of both types 
of Odorono and descriptive leaflet. 

RUTH MILLER, The Odorono Co., Inc. 
Dept. 9R6, 191 Hudson St., New York City 
(In Canada, address P. O. Box 2320, Montreal) 

I enclose 8¢ for sample vials of both Instant and Regular 
Odorono and descriptive leafict. 

Name 

Addr 

City — 
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“Oh, everybody borrows from every- 
body else!” 

“But you haven’t set aside anything 
for a cook.” 

“A cook?” Stony stared at her. 
“But I can’t cook, Stony! Back home, 

I always had old Louisa, and Fauntleroy 
and the girls!” 

He put his hand over hers. 
“I didn’t marry you because I thought 

you'd let me down, Lauralee.” 
“But I hate cooking. I hate stoves and 

dishes and garbage-cans! How can you 
stay in love with me if I look like this 
all the time?” 

“You look just right to me.” 
“You say that!” 
She tried to laugh. 
“*The bride was a vision in lace and 

crépe-de-chine at six in the morning as 
she placed a steaming hot breakfast of 
coffee, bacon, waffles, cornbread, stewed 
kidneys and lamb pie before her hus- 
band!” 

Stony didn’t laugh. He couldn’t. 
“I wish I could give you everything,” 

he said. ‘Perhaps it would have been 
better, after all, if you’d married Chan- 
nor.” 

“You don’t mean that!” 
She rushed around the 

squeezed in beside him. 
“You don’t mean that, Stony Gilchrist! 

We’re not going to quarrel, are we? To- 
night?” 

Stony’s eyes returned to the ledger. 
“T’ve got it all worked out,” he said. 

“Even insurance—in case.” 
“VYou’re not going to die, darling!” 

table and 

“I might. And then, if we have chil- 
dren—” 

“Stony!” 
“We might.” 
“How many—how many children, do 

you reckon?” 

“Well—say, two.” 
He began to figure in the ledger, lean- . 

ing forward to scrutinize the closely added 
columns. Lauralee watched him, hypno- 
tized by the turn life had taken. This 
was romance! Stony wrestling with the 
price of life and death, tonight, their first 
night together. And yet she loved him. 
She felt again that pervasive, exquisite 
happiness that was so close to pain. Sud- 
denly she wanted to laugh and to cry—to 
give way, to let go, to have hysterics. 

“T didn’t know being in the Navy was 
such a serious business!” 

Stony lifted his head. 
“Tt is, to me. You see, all my life I’ve 

been working toward this one goal.” 
Suddenly he caught her hands. 
“Oh, darling, try a little blind faith for 

a while, won’t you?” 
“Stony—” 
“Wait for a year—two years. Try it 

out. Try me out.” 
“You don’t have to ask, Stony. You 

made all the fuss! All I asked for was a 
tiny little bit of a cook!” 

“But we can’t have a cook! See here.” 
He brought the palm of his hand down 

on the ledger. 
“This is what the Government pays me. 

And this is what it’ll cost us to live! If 
we’re careful.” 

Lauralee said sweetly: 
“When are you going to be a captain?” 
“When I’m through being a lieutenant- 

commander and a commander. And I 
may not be that lucky!” 

“Lucky?” 
“They could pass me over this winter. 

I'd be out.” 
“IT hope they will! Then you could 

get a real job. And make a decent living!” 
“Lauralee!” . 
She got up. Her nerves were on fire. 

Her heart beat too fast. No one had ever 

before opposed her. Men had 
snatched at her faintest, coolest 

‘ had always hungered for the 
touch of her hand. Until now! 

“If this is the Navy,” she said, jj 
_what I expected. I thought I was gj 
“to have a good time. Not this—tiy 
and bookkeeping!” 

She went through the darkened giti 
room and out on the narrow porch & 

ting the screened door slam. 
Stony would follow, of course, 

always followed. She had only to 
away, with that lithe, seductive gait 
they were beside her, abject, pleading; 
forgiveness. 

But Stony sat where he was, 
with dark, hurt eyes at the open 

It was dark and silent on the 
For the first time Lauralee noticed 
softness of the night air. There wa 
old moon. Some one, somewhere, 
singing: “Jmi au i oe—” across a gi 
of water. 

Lauralee slid down on the steps, 
her head on her knees and began to cy. 

Then Stony got up and came to 
sitting beside her, his head against hes 

“You can have a cook, of course. ¥ 
get a Jap. And let the insurance go, 
you only won’t cry—” 

Her arms went around his neck. 
quick, sobbing breaths gave way to sit 
hard kisses. 

“T love you so, Stony. I love yous" 
The song continued—mournful 

sweet and plaintive: “Jmi au i oe 

| This fascinating romance of Noy 
life, by a writer who herself has 
lived it, comes to specially colorful 
episodes in the next installment—s 

our forthcoming October issue. 

} 

RUNS, 

done under the New Deal is a question 
each man must decide for himself in ar- 
riving at a general judgment of the claims 
of Democrats and Republicans in this 
campaign. 

Up to this point we have been thinking 
only in terms of economic values. In fact, 
so much of politics has to do with eco- 
nomic advantages and disadvantages that, 
except in the perorations of our orators, 
little reference is made to what are usually 
called spiritual values. But this considera- 
tion is of the greatest importance in 
reaching a judgment as to the value of any 
form of government or of the manner in 
which the government is administered. 

It seems to me that the New Deal, par- 
ticularly the first year of the New Deal, 
encouraged people to believe that through 
codperative action, government could im- 
prove business and economic conditions 
generally. In the winter of 1932-33 things 
looked pretty black. Within a month of 
the time the Administration came into 
office, business conditions began to im- 
prove. In short, people saw medicine 
administered by a new doctor, and they 
saw the patient improve. They assumed 
that here was a causal relation, and this 
assumption encouraged them to believe 
that the kind of disease that had afflicted 
them as a nation could be cured or pre- 

HITS AND ERRORS OF THE NEW DEAL 
(Continued from page 41) 

vented by government action. The op- 
position to the New Deal will argue that 
there was no relation between the medi- 
cine that was administered and the re- 
covery that followed. But this will be 
difficult to prove, and the burden of proof 
will inevitably be on the opposition to the 
New Deal. 

On the other hand, there is the danger 
that the very birth of hope in the possi- 
bilities of government may also bring with 
it foolish and unwarranted expectations. 
New Deal advocates may, unless they are 
very careful, conjure up popular hopes 
that can never be realized. And by rais- 
ing hopes too high, they may prepare the 
way for bitter and destructive disillusion. 

In this accounting of intangibles, one 
other item must loom large: the destruc- 
tion of the morale and enthusiasm of 
both liberal and illiberal business men. It 
is no mere accident that the proportion 
of business men who are going to vote 
against Mr. Roosevelt is so large. It is 
possible that never before has a President 
faced such unanimity of opposition in a 
period when business has actually been 
growing better. For this state of mind, 
the leaders of the New Deal are in part, 
at least, responsible. They have shown 
altogether too little disposition to encour- 
age business men iu the feeling that they 

were participants in the general crus# 
for economic improvement. They hit 
often used intemperate language in spe 
ing of business. That the retort to® 
New Deal has been equally intempent 
is understandable. The net result d 
all seems to be complete incom 
Wherever such a condition of misunt 
standing is developed, there is a deft 
impairment of the spiritual unity of 
nation. Here, it “seems to me, is ® 
greatest failure of the New Deal. ... 

This is an attempt to make clear @ 
man’s appraisal of the record of N 
Roosevelt Administration. The succts 
and failures in this record each voter ™ 
of course, measure against his own sult 
ards of value before he makes 4 
judgment. 

But before he gives his vote, the We 
must balance the record of the past 
the anticipation of the future. His ™ 
is not only a reward: it is the givilg 
power in trust to a candidate or a part 
What does he think that candidate 
do, and how would he behave, under 
great vote of confidence? 

This article deals only with the rect 
of the past. The anticipation of & 
future is another story—a story to tt 
by a prophet or by a politician. I 

neither. 
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PRESIDENTIAL CAMPAIGNS: YESTERDAY AND TODAY [len had 

» Coolest g 
or the licks (Continued from page 12) 
il now! 
she said, “tigi was the turning-point between the days of million or one-half the population of the “Tt was quite a problem at first, what to 
ght I was gigi the personal campaign and that of modern United States. These forty speeches, how- do to enliven my speeches, Some of my 
ot this—tin cal mechanized politics. - ever, had to be each a virgin effort. He California friends suggested that I send 

It is important to note that in order to could not repeat. Once in a while Roose- them to the gag men in Hollywood and 
jarkened sie reach 4,800,000 people, Bryan delivered velt restated his farm program, his views _let them put some humor into them.” 
rrow porch ill six hundred speeches—which purely from on power, and on the conservation of “Did you?” asked the friend, thinking 
am. a physical point of view was a superhuman natural resources. But even to have ap- the ex-President was joking. 
f course, Yell achievement. But there was, one factor proached the old hurdy-gurdy stunt per- “T felt I couldn’t use the type of jokes 
id only to definitely in Bryan’s favor. He could de- fected by William Jennings Bryan, would they suggested,” was the very serious 
luctive gait, liver virtually the same speech. And this have killed him with thousands of his _ reply. 
ect, pleading jgamm he did, playing his limited repertory over _ radio listeners. ; So now Ben Allen, Hoover’s press coun- 

and over again like a hurdy-gurdy grinder. Mr. Roosevelt made one major speech a ___selor in the old Belgian Relief days, acts 
he was. stay Two important chapters in Presidential day during the latter part of his 1932 as his literary aide. 
the open ledgd campaigning have opened since then. One campaign. Much of the material for these The present age of mechanized cam- 
: on the poallll came with the development of the auto- speeches had been gathered by the Brain paigning has brought other worries to 
lee noticed glam mobile; the other with the development of Trust before the trip started, but they Presidential aspirants, among them the 

There wagit radio. The first increased the mobility of | were whipped into final draft on the train. problem of radio technique. This is an art 
somewhere the campaigner’s audiences, permitting Roosevelt usually talks over the general absolutely essential to mechanized cam- 
across a gies them to come to him. The second in- theme of a speech with his Brain Trust, paigning, and for the man who has spent 

creased the mobility of the campaigner, lets one or more of them work out the his life haranguing the hustings, it is not 
the steps, wl permitting him, through the simple ex- first draft, then sits down with a stenog- easy to acquire. Roosevelt has it, in part 
began to cry pedient of turning the dials of a radio set, rapher and dictates the final draft. Seldora naturally acquired, but also polished up 
d came tolemm tocome to them. — __ during the 1932 campaign were his speeches _ through constantly hearing records of his 
ud against be On the surface, this would appear to rid finished and in the hands of the press broadcasts played back to him. When the 
f course. W the Presidential campaign of all the phys- more than an hour or so before the time President delivers a message to Congress, 
surance go, fg ical torture Bryan imposed upon himself, of delivery. This also was true of Al the members of that august assemblage 

tuning it into a comparative holiday. Smith, whose chief ghost-writer was the complain that he “hugs” the microphone, 
his neck. Team Actually, this is not the case. late Belle Moscowitz. Mr. Hoover also and talks so low that they are scarcely 

'e way to svi For while radio has added to the effec- was late in drafting his speeches, used to able to hear him. But the President is 
¢ tivenessof the campaigner,—if heis a good fret and worry over them more than any merely using good radio technique. He 

radio speaker,—it has also added to his other President,sometimesevencalling the has in mind the millions who are listening I love yous! “ee - : 
r labors. Unlike Bryan, he cannot repeat. releases back from the newspaper men in to him throughout the nation, and he does -mournful 

au i oem’ Im President Roosevelt delivered about forty order to change a few paragraphs. not want his voice to rasp in the micro- 
major speeches during the 1932 cam- In those days he wrote most of his own _ phone, 
paign; but instead of reaching the 4,800,- speeches. Recently, discussing the prob- Mr. Hoover formerly lacked radio tech- 

ce of Novy jm 0 people who heard Bryan’s speeches, lem of speech-writing with a friend who nique, but now has developed a distinct 
herself has fm Roosevelt probably reached about sixty came to see him in Palo Alto, he said: radio personality, obviously through prac- 
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tice. Senator Borah is too much the ora- 
tor to register well over the air. Either he 

roars into the microphone, or else suddenly 
becomes microphone-conscious and loses 
all his warmth and conviction. So also 
does Senator L. J. Dickinson of Iowa. 
Senator Vandenberg, who is an excellent 
extemporaneous orator, fails completely 
when he tries to deliver a radio speech. He 
cannot make the listener forget that he is 
reading a set speech, and sometimes he 
suffers from microphone fright, a nervous- 
ness which can bring beads of perspiration 
to the brows of old-time orators who have 
thundered before thousands of people. To 
Alfred M. Landon, the radio is a distinct 
handicap. In personal conversation, the 
Kansas Governor is effective and charm- 
ing, but over the air his voice is high- 
pitched and nasal. 

Radio also has brought greater care and 
preparation in the delivery of campaign 
speeches; for today one slip of the tongue 
is multiplied several million times, and 
may come back to haunt its author for 
months. The result is that the party brain 
trusts sit nervous and hawk-eyed, looking 
for any statement by their candidate or to 
their candidate likely to cause unfavorable 
reverberations. And never would they 
have let pass unchallenged the famous re- 
mark made by the Reverend Samuel Bur- 
chard to James G. Blaine in 1884: “We, 
sir, are Republicans, and we don’t propose 
to leave our party and align ourselves 
with a party whose antecedents are Rum, 
Romanism and Rebellion.” Southern and 
Catholic resentment aroused over that one 
sentence defeated Blaine, electing Grover 
Cleveland. 

Mechanized campaigning has brought 
about two other developments which the 
politicians of yesteryear would have 
branded as charlatanism or cheap corner- 
cutting. One is bringing back the voice of 
the dead; the other is the political address 
by telephone. Various Senators and Con- 
gressmen, unable or too lazy to return to 
their flocks, arrange local meetings of 

their devoted admirers, who listen to 
words of wisdom carried by loud-speaker 
and long-distanc. telephone. This has re- ‘* 
sulted in a thriving business for the Ches- 
apeake and Potomac Telephone Company, 
which charges only regular long-distance 
rates—with reductions at night and on + 
Sunday—and only a small extra charge 
for the loud-speaker at the other end. 

Bringing back the voice of the dead is 
the latest device used by the henchmen of 
Huey Long to hold his followers together. 
The system is simple and effective. An 
outdoor political meeting is arranged on 
the edge of town, usually near a grove of 
trees. Inside the grove is hidden a sound 
truck, a loud-speaker and a set of wax rec- 
ords of Huey Long’s old speeches. One of 
Huey’s henchmen calls the meeting to or- 
der, and after the proper preliminaries, an- 
nounces: “You will now listen to the voice 
of our beloved and martyred leader, Huey 
P. Long.” 

It works to perfection. 

UT any candidate who relies solely 
on mechanization may be out of luck, 

especially in a Senatorial’ or Congressional 
election. For when you get away from the 
national arena, political campaigning gets 
right back to the old horse-and-buggy days. 
Of course, the candidate may promise jobs 
instead of passing out cigars. He may kiss 
babies instead of telling the coarse stories 
of fifty years ago. He may use electric 
flood-lights instead of the old torch-light 
processions. But fundamentally, nothing 
has changed. What really counts is the all- 
important ingredient of personal contact. 

A candidate for Congress from the rural 
districts still has to climb over the fence 
and help pick peas for the farmer whose 
vote he wants. The personal favor, the 
handshake, the ability to remember names, 
matters a great deal. This indeed is an art 
unto itself. The late Park Trammell, Sen- 
ator from Florida for example, was one of 
the nation’s greatest artists in this respect. 
Park had a magnificent memory; but what 

most of his constituents did not know, 
that he also had a local henchman on 
to prompt his memory. One day as Sq 
tor Trammell was doing the handshg 
act, a farmer came up, whom the prom, 
whispered was Bill Lang. 

“Well, Bill,” said the Senator, exten 
his hand, “are you still riding that 
mule?” 

“Yes,” replied the farmer, greatly, 
prised, “but how did you remember thy 

“Oh, I like to remember all my 
proclaimed’ the Senator from Flog 

“Are you going to vote for me this ting 
“Sure I'll vote for you, if you rem 

ber about my white mule.” 
Afterwards, Trammell’s friends, & 

tical regarding this feat of memory, 
cured the admission that the Senator 
seen a white mule hitched at the edg 
the picnic grounds, and had noticed wi 
hairs on Bill’s clothes, and put two 
two together. 

Old-fashioned campaign methods g 
are important today even in a nati 
election. The Senator who can swig 
doubtful State, the boss who can bring 
a big municipality, may mean the bal 
between national defeat and victory, 
fact, present-day campaigning invoke 
every trick of the trade, old and new, { 
back-thumping to Brain Trusting. Iti 
volves big corporation salaries (Chai 
Michelson, publicity genius of the De 
cratic National Committee, gets twem 
five thousand dollars). It involves hal 
million dollars paid to broadcasting 
panies, the routing of at least two sy 
trains, the raising of a campaign fund 
between five and ten million dollars, 
an intimate knowledge of politics andy 
sonalities in forty-eight States and a 
fifty big municipalities. 

In fact, the showmanship of Bam 
the evangelical fervor of Billy Sunday, 
the mass production methods of Han 
Ford, all are required by the great me 
the nation who now gird their loins fort 
most grueling grind since the N 

ST 

mother smiled mistily. “You going out 
with Philip tonight?” she asked. 

“No,” said Marjorie resolutely. 
I’m going to stay home with you.” 

“That’ll be nice,” her mother answered. 
The tone of a solaced child was in her 
voice. “I’ve been sort of lonely today.” 

Bet she would tell Philip, Marjorie said 
to herself that night in bed. She lay 

on her back, taut, thinking, the covers 
drawn up under her chin. Through the 
open door came the sound of her mother’s 
sleeping breathing, gently indrawn, softly 
expelled in little regular bursts. They 
had played checkers all evening. “It’s 
real cozy, just us two,” her mother had 
said. They had played three games, and 
she let her mother win two. How foolish 
she was to have dreamed of telling her 
mother! She could not have borne to 
tell her, she knew now. Mentally she pic- 
tured the scene: 

“But you’ve always been such a nice 
girl, Margie—so—so dependable and 
nice! I can’t imagine what came over 
you—to—to let Philip—” 

“T love Philip, Mother.” 

“No, 

(Continued from page 23) 

“Why didn’t you marry him then, 
first ?” 

“We 
Mother.” 

“Well, you could have waited. Lots of 
people have had to wait and stay decent.” 

“You see, there’s no end in sight to 

can’t afford to get married, 

this waiting, Mother. It’s different. Mil- 
lions of people are waiting, but the end 
doesn’t come.” 

“But I don’t see—” Far better that 
no such words were ever spoken. Far 
better, that she had played checkers and 
let her mother win. 

She lay in her bed alone—no, not alone 
—never quite alone again. But she would 
tell Philip. She ought to tell Philip. 

The night wind blew gently, and slowly 
and solemnly the white muslin curtains 
rose and fell. From the near coun- 
tryside there came the sound of early 
peepers. Their voices were small and 
mournful, a tiny lonely piping in the 
dark. She felt suddenly very small her- 
self, and lonely—not lonely for anyone, 
not even for Philip, but lonely in the im- 
mense and spreading night, among the 
huge stars, among the sun and moons in 

RANGERS ARE KIND 

all the universe fulfilling each its st 
unknown destiny, completing its caus 
law. Among these she also, in her lt 
lonely way, was to fulfill her being. 
—she was creating life, as she bred 
and ate and slept. Her body had it 
taken away from her, to be used as 
and suns were used, ruthlessly, wit 
reason. She was suddenly brealie 
with panic in the dark. 

SHE would tell Philip on Sunday, 
his birthday—would tell him & 

thing, the strange feeling that cam 
her in the deep of the night, the fee 
of something outside herself directing’ 
movement of her being. She would 
him that even though she came and 
in ordinary ways, it was all die 
This difference she must share 
Philip; it was too much to beat 
If she told him, she would be caught 
held by his reality, so that she 
seem so lost among the stars 
ing suns. There would be his 
hold. ; 

For as long as he did not know, be 
not seem real to her as he 
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id not know, 

nchman og Even when he kissed her, he was not real. “Your mother bad this morning?” he wards. You're all I have, Margie, and 
Ine day as § Last night when he had held her in their said, troubled. She nodded, and put her when you shut me out of even your hap- 

the handshal close way, he had not seemed near her hand into his arm. There was no use in _ piness, I’m so alone.” 
om the prom, at all. It was as though she were reading telling how bad it had been. She had She had to harden herself, to remem- 

about them in a book, seeing but not braced herself to secure this day for her ber Philip. “I’m sorry, Mother,” she 
nator, exten feeling him real, because now he did not + own—for their own. said quietly. “I’m awfully sorry, but I've 
iding that wh know her. She must bring him_ near “But it’s Philip’s birthday, Mother,’ promised Philip.” Above her distressed 

in. To tell him, to say to him, “What she had insisted gently, an hour earlier. and doubtful heart, her face was un- 
ner, greatly g shall I do, Philip?” to hear him say, “I’m not saying anything against your moved, her blue eyes steady. 
remember thai “What shall we do, you mean, Marjorie,’ being together, Margie,” her mother said. “You're so hard,’ her mother whis- 
r all my peel would be to make him real again. She had burned the toast a little, and she pered. She put the toast on a plate, and 

from Flong For of course he would want to marry scraped it gently. The dry rasp shivered dabbed her eyes with the back of her 

t me this tim’ her at once. The thing she had to de- down Marjorie’s spine. Everything was hand. “All young people these days are 
, 1 You rem cide was whether she would let him _ hard to bear these days. But after she so hard. I don’t ask—” 
Y marry her when he had said this. She had told Philip, it would all be eased. 
s friends, ds could see him, his too-thin face, his dark She hurried to begin the day, setting the “*OME on, darling,” she cried now 
of memory, eyes: “We'll be married at once, sweet table quickly, nervously. Mingled with pulling Philip along. She turned and 
the Senator —no more waiting!” the slow rasp, her mother’s voice went on. waved vivaciously, smiling, at a shape in 

d at the edg “But Philip—your parents—there’s my “I understand your wanting to be to- the window. “Come on—come on! Don’t 
ad noticed willl = mother—” gether on his birthday. You forget I’ve let’s think about anything for once but 

nd put two “Nothing—no one—matters now—this been young once, myself—in love, too.” ourselves. I want to be selfish and mean 
is you and me—and the baby.” Her mother paused, embarrassed. Mar- and demanding, and forget everybody— 

n methods g “Philip—Philip—I knew that’s what ~- jorie glanced at her swiftly. It was not especially all old people!” 
n in a natig you would say.” The load upon her  possible—it was revolting to think of her But Philip was not gay, though he fell 

ho can swing heart would roll away. For the first time mother in love. Her mother stood, stout, in with her urging. He followed her 
vho can bring she would be glad of the baby—he plaintive, at the sink. Her small mouth swift feet to the river, and they climbed 

vean the bal would do what they had not been able to drooped above her chin, and her hair was __ into the little old flat rowboat they kept 
and victory, do for themselves, what no one could do _ still in its night net. Over her night- there. Under the dark water the new 
igning inviim for them. He would compel them to- gown was her powder-blue cotton crépe green tips of reeds were pushing up out 
d and new, gether. Yes, she would let Philip marry Japanese negligee. “We relax a little, of the old decayed stems. Down the 

Trusting. Iti her. They would finish together what Sunday mornings, Margie and I,” she al- river the willow twigs were yellow, and 
alaries (Chai they had begun. Philip was close again; ways explained if anyone came in.... at the water's edge, a fringe of fresh 
is of the De Philip was real. “T don’t ask you not to spend the day grass shone startlingly green. 
>e, gets twen) “Silly me,” she whispered, laughing in- together,” she was saying. Her voice was “Tt’s spring,” she said, relaxing in the 
involves hal to the dark. “Silly to be so afraid! Of full of weeping, and tears stood in her gentle air. '“I'd forgotten.” 

oadcasting « course Philip will want to marry me!” soft, pale gray eyes. “But couldn’t you “Tt’s a swell day,” he said, picking up 
least two sped go for a little walk if you didn’t want to _ the oars. 
impaign fund Qs Sunday morning she opened the go to church? I don’t ask you to go to But she saw at once he was not gay. 
lion dollars, door to Philip. She shut the door church—it’s such a nice morning; but we Not the day, not their being alone to- 
politics andy quickly behind her. “Don’t let’s go in— could have a nice Sunday dinner together, gether, nothing could make him gay. She 
tates and a let’s go straight on to the island.” and maybe do something together after- tried to lift his heart as he rowed up- 
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river. She must have his heart high be- 
fore she could tell him. But all her small 
attempts, her smiles, her struggling cheer- 
fulness, were useless. He had awakened 
sad. She knew that mood in him of 
sadness. There were days when he went 
somberly through the hours. She met his 
graven remote look as they passed each 
other in the halls. And in the evening, 
even though they might be in each other’s 
arms, he was closed to her, smoldering 
alone. The end would come like the end 
of an illness. He would wake suddenly, 
look at her, and shake himself free. 
“Gosh, I’ve been in the dumps—now I’m 

out!” Or he would bury his face in her 
breast, and look up at her and take a 
deep breath. “Well, anyway, I have you, 
Margie—that’s one thing that’s eternally 
right in this wrong world!” 

She had been watching all morning for 
the moment to tell him what was waiting 
to be told. The words lay upon her lips, 
but the moment had not come. She 
gave up finally, after they had made their 
lunch and eaten it almost in silence. 

“Sorry you're low on your birthday, 
Phil,” she said casually. 

He started. “Am I low? I hadn’t 
meant you to know.” 

“As if you could hide anything from 
me! I thought we were going to tell 
each other everything.” 

“Queer thing is, I haven’t anything to 
tell—just general lowness. I’m twenty- 
six today, and ahead of me I see no more 
than I saw when I was _ twenty-five— 
twenty-four—as long as I can remem- 
ber. It'll be no different next year, 
either—the same thing year after year.” 

She did not answer. She began pick- 
ing up the litter of their small solemn 
picnic. She threw paper on the dying fire, 
and looked about for a sharp stick to dig 
a hole to bury what would not burn. 

“I’m a conscientious fool,’ she mur- 

mured. She felt tears hot in her eyes. 
“Why don’t I leave the stuff for some- 
body else? I'll never get over being a 
girl scout, I guess, Phil! It’s wrong, 
isn’t it—their teaching us to think about 
other people—kind deeds and all that? 
We ought to think of ourselves.” 

“T wish we could,” he groaned. “But 
what good would it do? We haven’t 
enough even for ourselves. You can’t 
blame people like my dad. He’s tried 
hard enough. It’s just luck, that’s all.” 

He had not helped her at all. He sat 
there, throwing bits of sticks and stones 
into the river. 

*T UNNY thing,” he said abruptly, his 
back to her, “when I’m low like this, 

I don’t feel even our loving each other is 
real. I’m not really alone with you 
here, on this island.” He paused and 
went on quickly, his back to her: “Fact 
is, Marjorie, I’ve been worrying a good 
deal about what we—we—what happened, 
you know. I’ve felt we were going to be 
married—but I’ve kidded myself, I guess. 
I’m not the kind of fellow who could 
just take a girl and—and let it go at 
that.” 

“T know, Philip.” Everything was 
cleared away now and neat, but she 
busied herself, picking up twigs and put- 
ting them on the fire, and he did not turn 
around to see what she was ‘doing. 

“T might as well face the fact,” he 
said. “I can’t marry. I'll never be fixed 

well enough to marry. I daren’t stop 
this job to hunt for a better, not with 
Dad and Mother depending on me the 
way they do—and your mother. And by 
the time they’re all dead—well, we might 
as well face it, and I know when I face 
it that we oughtn’t to—to.do what we’ve 
done. Something might happen to you— 
and I'd feel it was my fault.” 

“It wouldn’t be more your fault than 
mine, would it?” she said very quietly. 

“Yes, it would,” he said definitely. 
“T’d never get over it. I'd feel it was my 
fault. I’m older, a man, and I should 
have—have protected you. I wouldn't 
forgive myself.” 

She put a twig upon the fire, and 
watched it kindle and blaze and flare red 
and fall to ash. 

“All right, Philip,” she said in the same 
quiet voice. ‘You're right, maybe, feel- 
ing the way you do. I wouldn’t want 

bi HY is it advisable for 
me to send my son to a 

private school, when / entered 
college direct from a public 
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anything to happen that you couldn’t for- 
give yourself for.’”’ She laughed, a strange 
small laugh. “For then I couldn’t for- 
give myself, you see!” 

So she did not tell Philip, after all. 
She came home, her burden in her, secret, 
alive, intact, unshared. 

She found her mother sitting by the 
window, staring into the April twilight. 
She looked up when Marjorie came in. 

“Well, you’re here at last. I was get- 
ting worried. It’s been a long day.” 

“Tt has been a long day,” Marjorie 
agreed. She put away her hat and coat. 
“T’ll play checkers, if you like, tonight, 
Mother.” 

“That'll be cozy,” her mother said. She 
rose with sudden briskness. “I'll get right 
to work and get supper out of the way.” 

She dropped into the chair, warm with 
her mother’s long sitting, and in her turn 
stared into the April twilight. When 
Philip had stood beside her at the door, 
she had clutched her courage in her hands 

like a sword. “Does this mean we areg} 
engaged any more, Philip?” 

He looked down at her, his heart jp 
his smoldering eyes. “What right have] 
to be engaged to anybody, Marjorie” 

‘Maybe you'll feel better in a fey 
days, Philip.” 

“Better? I feel at last as though Ij 

come to grips with things as they are” 
“You aren't wanting to—to mam 

somebody else?’ she whispered. , 
“Gosh, no!” he cried. He squeezed her 

hand hard, and turned away and hurried 
down the street, his hands in his pockets 
No, she thought, remembering, she could 
see he didn’t want to marry anybody 
else. ... She pulled down the shade and 
shut out the misty April twilight, th 
empty April night. 

HAT, she thought practically, did peo 
ple do next? Girls, that is. Coming 

and going to her classes, smiling at Philip 

when they met, sometimes walking with 
Philip—only they didn’t go back to the 
island—she kept thinking. Of course she 
mustn't wait, because life was growing 
so fast—life didn’t wait. It went on 
making new shapes and forms, breathing 
a new breath. She had moments when 
she felt as she used to when she wasa 
little girl and swallowed a cherry-stone, 
and other little girls cried at her: “A 
cherry tree will grow out of you—it/l 
grow right out of you if you swallowa 
seed!” She saw herself fantastic with 
cherry blossoms coming out of her ears 
and her hair, her eyes and mouth. She 
saw herself possessed by the growing 
blossoming cherry tree, her life drawn up 
into its growing. 

“Tl have to hurry,” she told herself. 
She cast about, not for a friend, but for 
a safe stranger, casual and cold. She 
thought of the doctor who did not know 
her, and she took a lunch-hour to go and 
see him, although it cost her an effort 
to miss lunch when she was hungry all 
the time. He was alone in the office, 
putting on his hat to go to his own lunch. 

“Tl only take a minute,” she said 
“You don’t know me—there’s no reason 
why you should. But I’m the girl who 
came about a month ago, and you saidit 
was too late for an operation.” 

“T remember you—what do you want 
now?” 

She said: “I want you to tell me what 
to do next. I’ve never been in this cor 
dition—this situation—before.” 

“There isn’t anything you can do- 
on and have it,” the doctor said sharply. 
“Where’s the fellow? Won't he stick by 
you?” 

“Oh, yes,” she said. “There isn’t much 
he can do—he can’t marry me.” 

“That’s the way, is it?” The doctor 
frowned. “That’s inconvenient.” 

“Ves, it is, rather,” she agreed m# 
small voice. It sounded so small that she 
cleared her throat. No pity! 

“Especially with the three-months’ law 
we have in this State,” he said. 

“What’s that?” she asked. > 
“Why, according to the law m this 

State, you’ve got to nurse your child # 
the breast for at least three months.” 

She stared at him unblinkingly. “ 
months!” A law that held a baby at tie 
breast—they were fed every three 
or something—and she with an 4 
job! How could anyone hide a baby for 
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three months? “What did they make a 

iw like that for?” she asked, blankly. 
“What for?” The doctor laughed with 

the noise of a steel rasp. “They talk 
some sort of rot about infant mortality— 
as if germs had never been discovered! 

Why, it’s for revenge; that’s what for— 

it’s morality, to make a woman suffer for 
ins!” 

M Solfer!” she echoed in a_ whisper. 
She stood up, breathless with 

suffering. “I guess my game’s up,” she 
sid. Her mouth was dry, and she felt 

lips quiver. 

aches ies snatched off his hat and 

groaned. “Oh, Lord—I swear— I prom- 

ised my wife I’d never do it again—but 
sit down!” 
She sat down again, dazed. “What— 

you mean—operate?”” 
“No,” he said furiously. “I don’t— 

I wouldn’t do that as a doctor. I mean 
get you out of this State—take you across 
the border—get myself in jail, likely!” 
“But—but—” she stammered, “where 

could I go—what could I do? I haven't 
amy money. I don’t know anybody.” 
“That’s not my business,” he said 

crossly. “All I can do is put you in the 
car and drive you over the border some 
night—runaway slave stuff.” She sat 
staring at him, seeing herself set down, 
in some black midnight, on an unknown 
spot of ground. He went on grudgingly: 
“But /’m not making any plans for you 
—it’s against the law. If you could go 
yourseli—you’d better aim for a big city 
—Chicago, maybe—Minneapolis or some- 
where. Can’t you go to summer school? 
I thought teachers were always going to 
summer school. When are you due? 

September—gosh, that’s bad—well, any- 
body can fall ill and need an extension. 
There’re places you can put the kid. 
Here—I've an address—” He opened his 
desk and fumbled among some papers, 
and found one and scribbled a name on 
an old envelope. “Go to see this woman.” 

She stared at the name. “But will she 
be good to it?” she whispered. 

“She doesn’t keep ’em—gives ’em out 
for adoption—but she’s all right—salt of 
the earth and all that— I know her— 
you'll see.” 

She kept staring at the bit of paper. 
“T suppose it’s the only thing,” she said. 

“Unless the fellow will marry you,” 
the doctor answered. He was watching 
her with those keen, knife-cold eyes. 

“It isn’t exactly that he won't,” she 
said slowly. “It’s more than that—there 
doesn’t seem to be any room for a baby 
—in life, I mean—now. Everything’s 

full already—all the money used—all our 
time gone—no room. When would you 

want me to go?” 
“Soon as your school closes. You can 

hide it until then. Lucky you’ve got that 
big frame—thin. . . . Now I’ve got to go 
to lunch. I’m due back in ten minutes.” 

He jammed his hat on his head and 
rushed out, then turned to shout at her, 
“Come in and see me once a month or 
so—let me check up,” and she went out 
alone after him. In the waiting-room 
people were beginning to gather. There 
were a young hysband and wife there, 
sitting hand in hand, their eyes beatific 
with hope. She turned, and went through 
the room, her head high, alone. 

The days were surprisingly the same. 
She was very strong, luckily. She’d always 
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had a good body. She wasn’t sick—not 
much—not more than she could conceal 
in the mornings and get over before 

school. She came and went to school, 
teaching the children. Sometimes watch- 
ing their heads bent in a fit of tiny in- 
dustry, she felt herself drenched with ten- 
derness for them. She had always been 
fond of children, but now she loved them 
passionately. “Though if their parents 
knew,” she reflected, “they would think 
I wasn’t fit to teach them. I'm really 
teaching them better than ever.” 

HE and Philip were going together 
again a little—never to the island. He 

was holding himself back, keeping him- 
self rigidly not her lover. Once he broke 
down, one warm May evening. He took 
her in his arms and buried his face in her 
neck. “You're lovelier than ever—there’s 
something about you these days—” She 
smiled warmly, mysteriously, letting him 
hold her. Poor Philip! He drew away 
from her suddenly. “I don’t believe you 
feel things the way I do,” he said. “I 
thought you’d mind—our not being as we 
were. But you don’t, do you?” His voice 
was wistful. “I ought to be glad—but 
somehow it makes me wonder if you ever 
did care the way I do.” 

She did not speak. She lifted her head 
and kissed him deeply, quietly. “I'll never 
change,” she said. “Only—we can’t help 
the way things are, can we? I won't fret. 
Life’s to be lived.” 

“I’m so restless!” he moaned, his cheek 
against hers. She smoothed his hair a 
moment, then moved away from him, and 
touched his cheek and smiled. She must 
fulfill her appointed time alone 
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“Good night,” she said softly, and 
opened the door and went in... . 

She was not restless. She was iiving 
each day in a deeper, more fathomless 
quiet. It was not so much the quiet of 
despair as the quiet of the helplessness of 
her spirit before the strength of her re- 
surgent body, her triumphing body, fulfill- 
ing itself outside the law of the mind. 
There was nothing she could do except let 
life grow on. She ate heartily and slept 
deeply. 

“You're looking better,” 
said. 

“I feel splendid,” she replied, meeting 
her mother’s eyes calmly. 

her mother 

**DITY!” the doctor said briefly. “Looks 
as though it would be a swell kid— 

everything’s wonderful.” He put away 
the stethoscope and looked at her. “Can’t 
keep him, eh?” 

She shook her head, took out her purse, 
handed him his fee. “Pay me cash, and 
for God’s sake keep your name to your- 
self,” he had growled. “I don’t want to 
know who you are. When I feel the 
righteous hand of the law on my shoulder 
I want to say: ‘Me? I don’t even know 
her name!’” He grinned at her. “Let’s 
see—schools close the fifth of June—any 
day after that. It’s swell you have that 
big spare frame—or you’d never get away 
with it.” He sighed. “Well! Come back 
once more. Good-by, what’s-your-name, 
I'll bet on a fine boy.” 

She went away, smiling. Of course it 
would be a fine boy. She and Philip— 
Then suddenly, out of all her calmness, 
she broke into weeping. Right there in 
the open street! “Oh, Philip—Philip— 
Philip—” She bent her head and set her 
teeth. He’d never forgive himself, he had 
said—he’d never forgive himself. 

It was amazing how easy it was. She 
said to Mr. Forman: “I’m going to 
school this summer, Mr. Forman.” 

“Well, that’s fine,” he had said heartily. 
He was a small man with round cheeks, a 
round red chin, and a suddenly protruding 
round little belly. ‘“That’s fine, Marjorie. 
Where you goin’?” 

“Chicago, I think. That’s all right, isn’t 
it?” 

“Couldn’t be better—” 
her out of little round blue eyes. “You 
look a blooming rose, Marjorie. My, I 
do like to see a healthy, sound girl. If 
you want, I might see if I could get you 
a better grade in the fall. I could see 
what to do about it—with the summer 
school and all—” 

“Thank you a lot, Mr. Forman,” she 
said, 

“You’re a good girl, Marjorie,” he said 
sclemnly, “taking care of your mother and 
all. I always tell people you’re a good girl 
—sober and hard-working—not many like 
that these days—and pretty, too. That’s 
not so common, either!” He smiled in a 
series of circles over his face. 

“Thank you, Mr. Forman,” she said 
once more. 

He had made it easy again. She told 
her mother: “I’m going to summer school, 
Mom. I’m getting stale—besides, Mr. 
Forman says if I go, he’ll get me a better 
rade.” 
“Well, I’m sure—” her mother sighed, 

astonished. She sighed again. “It’ll be a 
long summer in all conscience. But if it 
means a better job—” 

He stared at 

She told Philip, and he said nothing for 
a moment. Then he lit a cigarette. “I 
ought to be glad. I am, of course. Only 
—well, I sha’n’t be able to think of you 
here while I’m away.” Every summer 
Philip helped in a boys’ camp. It brought 
in a little money, and his food. “You'll be 
running around with fellows,” he said ab- 
ruptly. “Not that I have the right—” 

‘I’m going to work very hard,” she said. 
“You needn’t worry about me, Philip; I 
don’t change.” She looked at him fully, 
deep into his eyes, and found his worship 
of her there. 

“There’s nobody like you—” he whis- 
pered, “nobody—nobody—” He felt for 
her hand and held it in both of his, against 
his breast. “But I don’t ask you to wait 
for me, Margie. I can’t—” 

“I’m not waiting,’ she said serenely. 
“T’m going right on living as I go. Don’t 
worry, Philip.” 

The very first thing she did in the city 
was to look up the woman. The cold doc- 
tor had been very kind. “I’ve written 
about you,” he had said. “And she'll tell 
you where you can get a decent cheap 
room. Don’t use your own name, though. 
Have you any money?” 

“T’ve been saving all spring,” she said 
proudly. 

“All right—but if you get stuck, ask her 
—she’ll help you, since I’ve sent you. Tell 
her straight, though, anything she asks.” 

O she had gone into the plain little 
waiting-room. There was another girl 

there, waiting—a pretty, common-looking 
girl, who kept crying while she waited, and 
wiping her eyes with a dirty green silk 
handkerchief. Marjorie looked at her, 
pitying, wanting to speak to her and not 
wanting to speak. For she did not want to 
know about her, and she could see that this 
girl would tell anyone that she was “in 
trouble.” And Marjorie did not want to 
think of it as trouble. No, it was only 
life, growing, demanding, natural as life 
alone could be natural, and right as life 
alone could be right. The wrong was the 
laws which men made against life. But 
life knew no law except its own right to 
be. She sat calmly, ignoring the girl, star- 
ing out into a tiny court-like garden where 
rose-trees were beginning to bud. 

The door opened, and a tall white-haired 
woman looked at them both, and with her 
eyes chose Marjorie. 

“Will you come in, please?” She looked 
at the other girl, crouched into her green 
plaid coat. “Miss Loomis will be here in 
a moment for you,” she said kindly, coldly. 

Marjorie’s heart quieted at her lovely 
coldness. She rose and followed her into 
the inner office. It was a small, plain 
room, finished in gray and green. On the 
wall was a colored photograph, the only 
picture, of a baby. It faced the door, and 
Marjorie, coming in, met full and unex- 
pectedly, the baby’s grave blue eyes, under 
a fluff of new pale gold hair. She caught 
her breath. This was how babies looked, 
this cherub’s roundness, the angelic gold 
and blue. Her child suddenly took on 
form and shape. Philip’s eyes were brown, 
but hers were blue, “larkspur blue,” he 
always said. Her knees shook a little. 

“Sit down,” the white-haired woman 
told her, seating herself at the desk. She 
was taking some forms from the drawer. 
“Now, let me see—name of mother—and 
your age?” 

suitable—” She paused, absorbed. 

“Jane Reed—twenty-two,” said My. 
jérie. She was steadied by the kind cglg 
voice. 

“Race?” 
“Anglo-Saxon.” 
“Ancestry?” 
“English.” 
“Nothing else?” 

“A little Irish.” Philip always said th 
curl of her lashes was Irish. And it wa 
true that one of her great-grandmothes 
had been named Kathie MacGruder, 

“Married?” the brisk pleasant yoig 
went on. 

“No,” she said quietly. 
“Child’s father?” 
“American-born. 
“Education?” 
“Both college graduates.” 
The woman looked up suddenly, “That 

unusual,” she remarked. Marjorie looked 
into very deep cool gray eyes. A hint of 
warmth came into them, a tentative king 
ness. “You do not feel marriage poy 
sible?” 

“Tt is not possible,” Marjorie said tra. 
quilly. The warmth subsided. The won 
an went on. 

“Yes—well, I see you know what yu 
are doing. Under the circumstances, yw 
are sensible not to try to keep your child” 

Something quivered in Marjorie’s flesh 
“Very wise, indeed,’ the woman r 

peated. “In our society as it is at present 
organized, there is no room for the lov 
child—it is at an immense disadvantage, 
unless it is at once given a place in a con 
ventional home, where its environment is 
what is called normal.” 

No room for the child—no room for th 
child. ... “In your circumstances,” th 
woman went on, “it will not be too dif 
cult to find foster parents who are edt 
cated and will gladly give the child every 
advantage which you cannot. In fact,’ 
she searched among some letters,—“I have 
an application here from some very fit 
people—worthy, cultivated—the woma 
barren—English ancestry—it may be very 

French ancestry,” 

[NSTANTLY a woman took shape be 
fore Marjorie’s eyes—tall, definite 

blonde, cultivated, barren. 
“Will she—do you think she would k 

kind to him?” she asked. Her voice wi 
surprisingly thin and piping. She coughed 
“TI mean,”—she steadied her voie- 
“would she be a person you would tns 
your own child to—to rear?” 

“Oh, we are very careful,” the woma 
said quickly, “we have never had a com 
plaint.” 

Marjorie hesitated =) — on. 
“Could I—would it be possible for me= 

“Oh, no,” the bw said definitely. 
“We think it very inadvisable. It is mua 
better not to know. Believe me 
say this—better for you and better 
the child—better for the foster parents 

“Strangers—” Marjorie murmu 
wanted suddenly to cry and cry. 
was giving her baby to strangers—S 
to. “It seems queer,” she said, trying @ 
to cry, trying to speak as one does m® 
dinary circumstances, “that people are too 

poor to keep their babies—marry 
their babies—and rich people | > 
It would cost less—you’d think ther 
be some way—” z 

“Yes,” the woman said heartily. ‘Y 
indeed. Perhaps some day something! 
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be worked out—by government or some- 
thing. Now, if you will just step into the 
laboratory, the doctors will make certain 
tests—blood, intelligence, and so on. We 
like to have our records as complete as 

possible.” 
She went into the next room. A doc- 

tor was there, looking at a slide a nurse 
had just handed him. “Here,” he was 
saying, “a trace—more than a trace. I 
thought there was a suspicion when the 
girl came in yesterday—spot not healed— 

she’s waiting, I suppose? Make a note to 
put the child in the State orphanage, Miss 
Mills—it’s not fit for adoption. Next, 
please—” 3 ; 
He turned to Marjorie, and again she 

gave herself into strange hands. 

FTER that, there was nothing to do 
ut wait through the hot summer days. 

She attended her classes steadily, and she 
spent long hours in the cool library, read- 
ing sometimes, sitting in reverie, scarcely 

thinking. She was glad for the thousands 
of people around her, all strangers. Among 
them she was as safely lost as in a forest 
upon a distant island. She lived alone and 
safe among them. At night, after a little 
bread and milk, she walked awhile in the 
park, or took a trolley to the lake and sat 
looking over the water until the night 
grew cool enough for sleep. 

But though she was so alone, she was 
never lonely. She had always the presence 
of the child. She saw his face now, blue- 
eyed under a fluff of new golden hair, she 
saw his littke moving mouth, his waving 
hands and feet. She pondered on the mi- 
nutest parts of his body, the body which 
she was making for the woman who was 

barren. It came to be a matter of pride 
with her to know that her child’s body 
would be beautiful and strong, his blood 
pure and good, his brain sound. She re- 
membered proudly a hundred times the 
doctor’s voice: “Absolutely negative—put 
it down, Miss Mills—negative—negative 
—negative.” He had run over the blood- 
smears quickly. Then he had given her 
a look, a stranger’s pleasant, passing smile. 

“Good, honest blood in your veins, young 
woman.” He turned from her. “Next, 
please.” 

So day after day had gone until the last 
week in August. The summer had been 
very hot, but she had not allowed herself 
to mind it. She had planned every hour 
of every day. She had made herself rise 
early in the coolness of morning, and 
bathed and carefully dressed; she had 
gone out for breakfast and then to her 
classes. When noon came, she steadily 
forced herself to food again—milk, salad, 
brown bread and butter—and then she lay 
down to rest until the sun was down. She 
disciplined her body to food and sleep. 
Her mind, her heart, she disciplined too. 
Yes, though there were times when she 
was terrified by her longing to keep her 
child; she said to him inwardly, steadily: 
“She'll be a good mother to you, Sonny— 
a very good mother. She wants you—she 
has no children. A father, a mother— 
home-——that’s what you’re being born for, 
Sonny—that’s what your own mother is 
giving you.” He was so alive, so real, 
moving his strong little arms and legs in 
her body. At least she had that—no other 
woman had that feel of him in her body. 
She had him altogether, now—shaping 
him. She read a great deal, and wrote 
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long letters to Philip and her mother 
about her classes, about the books she 
read. 

The last week in August she woke in 
the night, conscious of thudding rhythmic 

pain. For one instant she was frightened 
What was this rhythm, in which she was so 
caught and helpless? Around her was the 
night again, the stars immense and grave 

Then she calmed herself. Let her remem 
ber her appointment—that appointment 
with the universe to which she had com 
mitted herself. She rose and dressed and 
went to the telephone. “Send a taxi,’ 
she said into the receiver, and waited for 
the small far-away assurance of an un- 
known voice: “Yes, ma’am, at once—’’ 
She brushed her hair and put on her hat 
and took the bag she had had ready-packed 
for ten days, and went downstairs. The 
cab was at the curb. “To the city hos- 
pital,” she said. “As fast as you can and 
be safe,” she added. 

“Okay,” the man said. He was a 
stranger too, she thought, and yet he 
guided her and took her there as safely 
as if he had known her and loved her. 

“There you are, miss—ma’am—” he 
said smartly. “Forty-five cents—thank 
you!” 

She picked up the bag and went into the 
office and faced the night nurse. 

“T think my baby is about to be born,” 

she said calmly. 

|S ten days had gone very quickly. 
She sent a telegram to Mr. Forman 

that she would be delayed a few days by 
illness. To her mother she wrote: “It’s 
nothing, Mother—don’t worry. I'll be 
back Saturday, better than ever.” 

A good habit to 
oy } 

" 

: 

5 

start young... it’s easy work 

with 

Bon Ami 
Of course the children can 

clean up the bathtub ... and 

make a good job of it, too, if 

you give them Bon Ami to 

work with! For Bon Ami gets 

all the dirt off the tub in a 

jilly, and polishes at the same 

time. What’s more, it rinses 

away quickly and easily, leav- 

ing no grit behind to collect 

in and clog up pipes or drains. 

Bon Ami 
“hasn't 

scratched yet!” 
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To Philip she did not write at all. He 
would miss her, and ask and find out. Be- 
sides, Saturday was there almost at once. 
They had dismissed her briefly. ‘“Beauti- 
ful confinement,’ the matron had said 
kindly and approvingly; “absolutely nor- 
mal.” 

WEEN she stepped off the train, Philip 
was there to meet her. He looked un- 

usually well, cheerful and brown. When 
he saw her, he ran to her and seized her 
shoulders and gazed into her eyes anxious- 
ly. “Not changed, Marjorie?” he asked, 
searching her. “Everything’s the same?” 

“Just the same,” she answered, meet- 
ing his eyes without wavering. His hands 
dropped and he laughed. 

“Honest as the day—” he said. His 
voice was rich with love for her, with 
adoration of her. “But you're lovelier, 
Marjorie—there’s something about you.” 

“Ts there?” she said smiling. “I’m just 
the same, really.” 

He took her hand inside his arm, and 
seized her bag. “Your mother’s invited 
me to supper,” he said. “I wanted you 
alone tonight, sweetheart, but I hadn’t 
the heart.” 

“No,” she agreed, “not this first night.” 

“Maybe we'll get a moment somehow,” 
he said longingly. 

It was all exactly the same: Her mother 
held her, weeping a little. “I’ve missed 
you so, Marjorie—nearly three months! 
But Mr. Forman said to tell you he’d got 
you the sixth grade and a ten-dollar raise.” 

She was eager for a moment. “Has 
he? I’m glad—then I'll have my own 
children again.” 

She went upstairs to her room. Her 
own children! A cold wind swept across 
her heart. In the hospital that night the 
gay fluttery little night-nurse had prattled 
to her: “The most beautiful, beautiful 
boy, dearie! Don’t you want to see him 
before they take him away?” 

That was the moment of her agony. 
The birth-pains had been nothing—what 
was the mere rending of flesh? Pain of 
the flesh was nothing—pain of the spirit, 
that was the true agony! In the other 
room he lay born, her little son, to see, to 
feel in her arms at last. But she turned 
her face away to the wall. ... She had 
finished what she had to do. 

“No,” she said, “no, thank you. I 
won’t see him.” 

The little nurse was shocked. “Well, I 
never!” she said. Afterward, when they 

thought she was asleep, she heard her say 
to the «day-nurse: “Hard as they make 
"em—she wouldn’t even look at her ow 
baby!” 

“That sort,” the day-nurse had snorted 
“What gan you expect?” 

AS long as she lived, birth would mea 
that moment, that agony. It would 

lie in her, bleeding at the slightest touch 
of memory, until she died. Strangers—she 
had given her son to strangers—her own 
flesh she had given into unknown hands 
But strangers had cared for her from the 
first. Strangers were kind, because they 
did not know and did not care. From on 
stranger to another she had passed, and 
into their final keeping she had given her 
son. It was as cold, as safe, as spacious 
as death. There was no room for him in 
life, she repeated to herself, not in her life. 
the only life she had. He would have 
been cruelly confined, compelled to share 
the prison of what would have been called 
her disgrace. The world had not changed 
much—even in two thousand years. . .. 

“Supper, Margie!” her mother’s voice 
came up the stairs shrilly. 

“Coming, Mother!” she answered, and 
went downstairs, to begin again. 

W 

she had landed, as though in an access of 
perversity, she reared and walked on her 
hind-legs toward the next obstacle. 

A gasp of surprise, followed by laugh- 
ter, came from the tiers of seats. Surely 
she could not clear the next gate! But 
they had heard strange things of her, and 
they held their breath to see what would 
happen. Her rider had evidently been 
prepared for this performance, for though 
the color flamed into his face, he ap- 
peared calm and headed her toward the 
next gate. 

Almost at the take-off the mare low- 
ered herself, looked closely at the gate, 
dropped her head, reared and again jumped 
clear with many inches to spare. 

There was a thunder of applause which 
the mare accepted with an air between the 
mischievous and the vixenish, and the man 
with an embarrassed yet triumphant grin. 

Again she was on her hind-legs! Again 
she minced coyly along the course. Again 
she lowered herself and cleared the gate 
like a thunderbolt. The applause thun- 
dered to the roof. The crowd loved the 
mare because she was strange, perverse 
and triumphant. Alayne’s hands sought 
on her either side, gripping their fingers. 
Hers seemed of iron, they held so fiercely. 
She laughed outright as the mare, on 
hind-legs, stalked from the course and out 
of sight. She could imagine the hilarious 
stream of curses fired off above her head 
when those two were alone. 

“Will they give him the prize?” 
“Oh, but they should!” 
“But how can they, when the horse be- 

haved so?” 
“She’s a devil!” 
“How that man can ride!” 
“There'll have to be a try-out with the 

best of the others.” 

LAYNE’S ears drank in these ejacula- 
tions. She looked eagerly into the 

strange faces; she talked eagerly to Miss 

(Continued from page 46) 

Archer and Rosamond Trent. They were 
mystified by her. She seemed beside her- 
self with excitement. A brilliant spot 
burned in either cheek. She wanted the 
people about to know that that man was, 
or had been, hers. 

Suddenly, at a distance, standing with 
some other men, she saw Piers, looking 
unbelievably natural, laughing and talk- 
ing. 

In the try-out all the others had faults, 
but the mare never ticked a bar, though 
again and again she approached the ob- 
stacle in her own peculiar fashion. The 
crowd was jocular and joyful when she 
was awarded the prize. Now she stood 
immobile, beautiful, aloof, her rider scan- 
ning the faces of the audience as though 
for one he knew. 

But that face, white and tense, was lost 
as a drop in the sea... . 

The journey home seemed very long. 
Snow began to fall. There had already 
been a few flurries, but this was the first 
time it had come down in earnest. 

The very inmost chamber of Alayne’s 
mind was drained of thought. She sat 
sunk in her seat, staring straight ahead of 
her, seeing nothing, feeling nothing but 
the weight of her body, her spiritual ex- 
haustion. She planted her feet on the 
floor of the train, and through them its 
vibrations hummed to the very core of her. 

The snow flickered past the steamy 
pane. The platform of the little station 
was white with it. The taxi they had or- 
dered was waiting for them, and at last 
they found themselves in their own living- 
room. 

“Are you glad you went?” asked Miss 
Archer over their hot coffee. 

“Ves. I’m very glad.” 
“Are you pleased that he won the 

prize?” 
“Very. ... What do you think of him, 

Aunt Harriet?” 
“My dear,I think he is a violent-look- 
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ing man. I could understand your loving 
Eden; but—his man!” 

“This man,” repeated Alayne. “No, I 
suppose you couldn’t understand that.” 

In her own room she carefully put away 
the new hat and coat. Then, as though 
her body were of much less importance, 
she threw it passionately onto the bed and 
cried far into the night. 

Chapter Sixteen 

EG and Maurice were effacing as wel 
as they could the ravages that a 

summer of paying guests had made in 
their living-room. Though they hoped 
to get other guests as agreeable next sum- 
mer, it was very pleasant to be alone 
again, to let oneself go, without regard 
to the opinion of outsiders. j 

Patience was at this moment practicing 
on the piano with the loud pedal down; 
Meg was cleaning the spot on the 
paper above the couch where a gentleman 
with oiled hair had been accustomed to 
rest his head; Maurice, in an old shooting 
jacket, was putting a fresh covering 0 
the seat of an old-fashioned much-carved 
walnut chair. 

Patience wheeled on the antiquated 
stool. The door-bell rang. She ran 
looked out of the window. 

“It is Uncle Piers!” 
“Whew!” said Piers. “It’s turned cold, 

I can tell you. We’re in for a real sno® 
storm.” 4 

“Yes,” said Meg. “I was just noticing 
that great purple cloud above the sunset 
I was just comparing it in my mind to 
way the sun shines out in one’s own 
in spite of clouds.” 

Maurice looked at her stupidly. «ie 
“I see that your morale is good,” sii 

Piers. He sat down and took Patience 
his knee. She rubbed her cheek 
his firm cold one. 
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“Oh,” she said, “how nice and frosty 
you feel!” ; 
“He always has a good color,” said Meg. 

“J was like that as a young girl. But I 
had a terrible shock and an illness, and I 
was always pale after that.” 

Piers asked of Patience: “How are you 
getting on with your lessons?” 

She smiled without answering. Meg 
did it for her. “Oh, she’s practicing very 

well, now that the P.G.’s are gone. I 
couldn’t insist on it when they were here. 
But now Maurice begins to realize that 
it was worth going to the expense of a 
good teacher for her. He begins to ap- 
preciate her talent.” 

Maurice stared at Meg. “It’s a pity,” 
he said, “that with a musician like Finch 
in the family, we should have to pay for 
music-lessons.” 

“Yes, isn’t it?” agreed Meg. “When 
I think of the months and months he has 
been home, and all he might have taught 
Patience in that time! Well—it’s de- 
pressing, to say the least of it.” 

IERS answered: “It is Finch’s condi- 
tion that depresses me. I don’t know 

what is to become of him. The weeks and 
the months go by, and he lives the same 
appalling life. I'll tell you plainly what 
I think: I think he is headed for a sani- 
tarium or his grave—I don’t know which.” 

“Oh, don’t say that!” cried Meg. “Not 
before the child! Don’t even think such 
things. Thought does affect a sick per- 
son. I’m sure that all Finch needs is com- 
plete rest. That’s what Renny says.” 
“Renny baffles me,” said Piers. “He 

lets that boy lie there, getting weaker and 
weaker. He does nothing. Whether he’s 

fatalistic or merely slothful, I don’t know. 
For my part, I feel absolutely discour- 
aged. I went in to see him yesterday. 
He was lying on the bed looking perfectly 
peaceful. He hadn’t a book, a newspaper, 
a cigarette—anything by him for amuse- 
ment. I said to him, ‘How’s that pain in 
your head?’ and he answered: ‘It’s a lot 
better. It only comes now and then.’ 
Then I asked him if he didn’t think he 
ought to get up, and he said that if he 
got up, the pain would come back again, 
that he wanted to stay where he was till 
he was quite well. He said he wanted to 
be left alone and not worried; and when 
I told him what I thought about it, the 
tears began to run out of his eyes, easily 
—without any effort, you might say. It 
was awful.” 

Meg sat down beside Piers and took 
his firm hand in hers. “Piers, if anything 
should happen—oh, I can’t put such a 
thought into words! I should never have 
let it enter my mind!” 

Maurice looked at her uncomfortably, 
Piers blankly. “What thought?” he said. 

She almost whispered: “If anything 
should happen that Finch—” 

“Well—I’m prepared for it, as I’ve just 
said.” 

“Piers, what about our mortgage? Who 
would hold that?” 

“Sarah, if he has made a will in her fa- 
vor. But I don’t think he has made a 
will. In that case, she would get a third, 
and the rest be divided equally among us.” 

Meg pondered. 
“T hope it won’t come to that,” said 

Maurice. He sat nursing his hand, which 
had been crippled in the war, and now had 
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“What a thing to say!” cried Meg. 
“Just as though the thought of such a 
thing was not horrible to all of us!” She 
began to cry, her plump breast rising and 
falling with her gasping breaths 

“Don’t work yourself up,” said Piers. 
“There’s lots of life in Finch yet... . 
Here comes the tea.” 

In silence he spread jelly on a cooky 
and covered it with another. Patience 
called from the window: “Sarah is com- 
ing in at the gate!” 

ARAH’S small fur hat was white with 
snow. Flakes clung to her smooth black 

hair. While Piers had brought with him 
a sense of boisterous but not unkindly 
weather, Sarah brought the feeling of 
white relentless winter—the snow on her 
hat, her pale chiseled features, her pene- 
trating light gray eyes. 
Meg welcomed her with effusion, and 

ordered a fresh pot of tea. Maurice gave 
her his chair by the fire, and Patience 
seated herself on a stool close by, admir- 
ing Sarah’s beautiful clothes. 

“Really, Sarah,” said Meg, “you are 
wasted in this place. There are so few 
to appreciate the way you leok.” 

“T: like clothes for their own sake,” 
said Sarah. “But if you like the way I 
look, I am glad. I hope you don’t mind 
my coming. This time in the day is very 
lonely. It’s n@ither light nor dark, and 
the sky is heavy with snow.” 

“T don’t see how you stand it!” ex- 
claimed Meg. “I simply must have peo- 
ple about me! To live in a house alone— 
with the trees so close—I’d go mad!” 

Sarah gave a small smile. “I've been 
used to a quiet life; but sometimes I feel rheumatism in it. 
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Dentists by the thousands now 
say that the sharp, jagged ends of 
ordinary bristles are the cause. You 
can see the scientific evidence upon 
which this judgment is based, in the 
photo-micrographs at the left. 
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as though I couldn’t go on—as though 
something must happen to me.” 

Maurice put in: “Why don’t you go 
South for the winter? I certainly should, 
if I were in your place. By spring you 
would know—well, things would have set- 
tled themselves in some way.” 

“No. I must stay here. I must be near 
Finch. And I love this place. I can’t tell 
you how much I love it. It’s just that at 
this hour of the day—” 
Meg said warmly: “My dear, we’re de- 

lighted to have you. Come every day at 
this time, if it cheers you. We have just 
been talking about poor Finch ourselves, 
and feeling simply terrible about him.” 

Sarah turned to Piers: “Have you seen 
him lately?” 

“Vesterday.” 
“And how is he?” 
“The same.” 
“Did he—speak of me?” 
“No. He wasn’t very talkative.” 
“But I asked you—last week, wasn’t it? 

—to try to find out what he feels about 
me the very next time you saw him!” 

Piers lighted a cigarette. “It’s no use, 
Sarah. You would have known that if 
you’d been there. It seems a strange 
thing to me, but I do earnestly believe 
that two marriages are broken up in this 
family. And if one is more finally broken 
up than the other, I believe it’s yours.” 

“T have not given up hope.” 
“Nor I!” said Meg. “I’m positive that 

it will be all right with you and Finch in 
just a little while.” 

Sarah looked as though she could have 
embraced Meg for her words. 

Piers regarded her pessimistically. He 
said: “What do you know about it, 
Meg? You haven’t been near him for 
weeks. It would be more to the point if 
you went to him—tried to rouse him, in- 
stead of being so sure that everything will 
come right.” 

“What is the use of my going?” cried 
Meg angrily. “The last time I went, he 
wouldn’t see me; and Renny was gruff and 
irritable. He said he wouldn’t have Finch 
bothered by anyone whom he didn’t want 
to see! I tell you, Sarah, you’re not the 
only one who suffers!” 

“What is it to you, compared to me?” 
“Tt is a very great deal to me. Finch 

was a little boy of seven when his mother 
died. I brought him up. I was a mother 
to him. Family ties may not mean much 
to you, but to us they are as strong as 
marriage—if not stronger.” 

“That’s right,” said Maurice. Then he 
added, in an attempt to turn the conversa- 
tion: 

“TI suppose you'll stay where you are 
for Christmas. I wish you could spend 
the day with the rest of us, but—” He 
looked to Piers for help. 

Piers gave it with his usual bluntness. 
“I’m afraid we can’t ask Sarah to Jalna. 
I’m hoping to get Finch down to dinner.” 

“Oh, I do hope you can!” said Meg. 
Sarah asked: “I wonder what I could 

send him for Christmas? Can you sug- 
gest anything?” 

we others looked at her dubiously; 
then Meg said: 

“A check is always nice.” 
“Not in his state,” said Piers. “It 

would mean nothing to him.” 
“Some cheery-looking neckties,” Mau- 

rice suggested. 

“T have been making a scrapbook,” said 
Sarah, “of notices of his concerts. I take 
a number of musical papers. There have 
been some lovely things said. Do you 
think he might like to see them?” 

“Tt’s not a bad idea,” said Piers, 
“though I doubt if he’d read them.” 

“What a good wife you are!” declared 
Meg. “How different to Alayne! Can 
anyone picture her making a scrapbook 
for Renny of notices about his horses? 
Wasn’t it marvelous his winning a cham- 
pionship at the New York show, Sarah?” 

“Ves. It was splendid.” 
“And he hopes to breed some wonderful 

foals from her.” 
An enigmatic smile flickered like win- 

try sunlight over Sarah’s face. 
Meg said: “I suppose he has paid the 

interest on his mortgage by now.” 
The two men were embarrassed. Sarah 

answered: “Oh, yes. He’s paid it all off.” 
Meg said, “I’m so glad,” and turned to 

Piers. ‘Has he paid you for the fodder?” 
“Yes. He did that after he had sold 

the ponies. He’s got everything pretty 
well straightened up now. Even the vet.” 

“In every normal child there 
develops a psychological urge 
to get away from family 
supervision and become an 
independent person. This 
manifests itself as early as 
twelve years—and almost al- 
ways before twenty.” 

A GOOD PRIVATE SCHOOL offers an 
excellent environment for 

your child’s first adventure in in- 
dependence. While your son or 
your daughter is taking the first 
steps away from home, he or she is 
under intelligent and understand- 
ing supervision. Together with this, 
the school gives moral, mental and 
physical training for the experi- 
ences of college and for the later 
experiences of life. 

= 
Turn to Redbook’s Educational Di- 
rectory which begins on Page 117. 

“Tf it weren’t for him,” said Sarah, 
“Finch and I would be living together. 

He has turned Finch against me.” 
“Rot!” said Piers. “Why should he?” 
“Because he is jealous.” 
“Then why isn’t he jealous of Pheasant?” 
“Because Pheasant hasn’t taken you 

away from Jalna. He can’t bear to think 
of Finch living in Europe, away from his 
influence. And there’s another thing: He 
dislikes me for myself. He knows he has 
no power over me, and he resents it. Oh, 
I can’t tell you how deeply I think all this 
out, in my house alone, and how clear it 
all is to me.” 

They stared at her, not knowing what 
to say. They were relieved by the sound 
of a motor.and the entrance of Renny. 

After nodding to the men, kissing Pa- 
tience and gravely greeting Sarah, Renny 
said to Meg: 

“Christmas beef for you! We’ve been 
killing. It’s extra good this year.” He 
deposited a precariously wrapped joint in 
brown paper on the end of the piano. 

Meg clasped him. “Oh, how lovely! 
Your beef is always so good! My, that 
does bring Christmas close!” 

Renpy patted her shoulder, looking half. 
defiantly across it at Sarah. She rose tp 
go. Piers also said he must leave, 

Maurice led Renny toward the dining. 
room. . 
“Come and have a drink,” he said. 

Chapter Seventeen 

[ONG before Finch awoke, he had beep 
aware of the increasing cold. He had 

known that he was snuggling closer and 
closer to himself, wriggling the blankets 
higher and higher about his ears, and tha 
the bed-coverings could not keep him 

warm. By degrees he became conscioys 
of the growing brilliance in the room, and 
at last, with a genuine shiver down his 
spine, he opened his eyes. 

The room was radiant. The shapes of 
ferns and butterflies on the thickly furred 
window-pane were outlined by ruddy sun 
light. The air that came in was as though 
it swept straight from the Pole; the snow 
powdering the sill was dry as down. An 
excitement, a sensitive quivering thrill as 
of childhood stirred through Finch’s be 
ing: it was Christmas morning! 

For a moment the remembrance of the 
past months was obliterated, and he gave 
himself up to the pure joy of the moment. 
He listened to the ecstasy of the sound of 
the church-bells ringing across the snow. 
He welcomed the chill of his body. It 
had been snug and slack too long. He 
turned flat on his back and drew in the 
crystal air, cherished its sting in his nos 
trils. 

He remembered Christmases when he 
was a small boy, those mysterious and 
beautiful early wakings, when Jesus, the 
church bells, the smell of the Christmas 
tree, almost blinded his eyes with their 
glory! He remembered his fear of Santa 
Claus, even when he knew that he was 
really Uncle Nick. Dimly he remem 
bered another Santa Claus whom he had 
accepted implicitly, his own father. Finch 
wished he might have remembered him 
better, known him as a father, though he 
was sure no father could have been kinder 
to him than Renny. 

He heard the sharp crunch of footsteps 
on the snow. He heard Renny’s voice or 
dering the dogs to go back. He was of 
to early service alone! Finch felt a sud 
den pang of pity for him, going off alone 
He wished he might have been well enough 
to go with him. He pictured himself stri¢- 
ing with Renny across the fields, stretch 
ing their legs as they heard the last notes 
of the bell. He pictured Noah Binns, the 
bell-rope in his hands, his arms movilg 
rhythmically up and down, his face 
toward the bell. He remembered the first 
Christmas morning when he had gone t@ 
early communion, how he had knelt trem 
bling on the altar steps between his g 
mother and Eden. She had been ninety: 
six then. It must have been one of 
very last times she had gone to an eally 
service. She had kept the little thirteet 
year-old lad by her side. He remembe 
the protecting bulk of her in her black vet 
vet cape and heavy widow’s veil throw! 
back from her face, rising on his m# 
and on his left Eden’s youthful figure with 
bent head and crossed palms. 

He lay now unconscious of his body 
and did not hear Rags knock on the do0t 
He came in softly, carrying Finch’s brea 
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fast tray, and when he saw that Finch was 

qwake said, with a heartiness that tried 

to ignore Finch’s illness: Gz 

“Merry Christmas to you, sir! 

Finch turned his long gray eyes toward 

whan you, Rags. The same to you.” 

AGS set down the tray and hastened to 
R close the window. 
“Do you think you'll perhaps be com- 

ing down to dinner, sir? It wouldn't seem 
right without you.” 
Finch looked at him suspiciously. “Have 

you heard anything said about my going 
down?” - 
“J believe it was mentioned, sir.” 
“Who mentioned it?” 
“Well—I really can’t remember.” 
“I—I’m not going down, Rags. 

couldn’t face that tableful of people.” 
“J suppose not, sir. But it’s a pity.” 

He still lingered in the room, and Finch 
realized that he was hoping for a Christ- 
mas present. Finch had nothing for him 
—had nothing for anybody. But Rags—all 
those trays—up three flights of stairs! He 
said, excitedly: 
“Look here, Rags: I want to give you 

something! Open the small left-hand 
drawer in my bureau. Do you see a 
pocketbook? Why—it’s the one you gave 
me when I was twenty-one! It had be- 
longed to a German officer, hadn’t it? No, 
no, don’t bring it to me! Open it. Take 
five dollars, Rags! By George, you’ve 
earned it—all these blasted trays! Don’t 
thank me.... Just go.... I say— 
go! I want to be left alone.” When the 
door had closed on Rags, he sank back 
and shut his eyes. He felt exhausted. 

l— 

He heard Adeline and Roma joyous in 
the nursery. They came to his door and 
thumped on it softly, calling, “Merry 
Christmas! Merry Christmas!” His 
uncles came up together, as though for 
mutual support, and brought him their 
good wishes, standing under the sloping 
ceiling, talking about the coldness of the 
day. Ernest, pleased to do something for 
him, went down to his own room and 
brought back his eiderdown and covered 
Finch with it. But they were glad to leave 
him, and he was glad to have them go. 
No one knew what to say to him, except 
perhaps Wakefield. He was expected in 
time for dinner. Renny had written urg- 
ing this. 

Downstairs the house was gay with 
Christmas wreathing, holly and a bowl of 
crimson roses sent by Sarah to Nicholas 
and Ernest. The Christmas tree stood in 
the library. Renny and the uncles had 
decorated it the night before. The trim- 
mings were kept in a huge old bandbox in 
the attic, and brought down year after 
year. 

The three men and Adeline went to the 
Christmas service, she stamping in pride 
of new overshoes, clutching her first pray- 
erbook, one with colored pictures which 

Ernest had given her. 
All the family returned to Jalna after 

service, and were scarcely in the house 
when Wake arrived, looking full-chested 
and warm-hued in his black cassock. 

He was in the highest spirits, delighted 
to be in the midst of his family again, 
eager to show them how happy he was, 
how well he had chosen. The room rang 
with the laughter of the children as he 
romped with them. They tugged at his 
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gown as if they would tear it from his 
back. He went down on his hands and 
knees, a steed for Roma. 

Piers took Renny aside. “Well,” he 
said, “what are we going to do about 
Finch? Are we going to bring him down?” 

Renny returned his steady look uneasily. 
“He'll never do it. He'll never consent. I 
think it’s a mistake to urge him. He'll 

be all right. All he needs is time.” 
“Time!” repeated Piers scornfully. 

“Time to go blue-moldy! Time to go 
nutty! I tell you, it’s now or never! If 
you won't help, Wake will. Come along, 

Wake—if he won’t come of his own will, 
we must force him!” 

“IT agree,” said Wakefield. 
sure we can persuade him. 
the day for it!” 

They moved toward the door, but Ren- 
ny stood in their way. “I won't allow 
it,” he said. 

“It’s now or never,” retorted Piers. 
“He is not fit to come down.” 
“He can go back to bed as soon as he 

is tired.” 
“He'll never agree.” 
Wake put in eagerly: “Leave him to 

me! I'll persuade him.” 
“Later in the day, then. The dinner 

would be too much for him.” 

“But I'm 

And this is 

IERS had been calculating. “Do you 
want us to sit! thirteen at table?” 
“Well—h’m, should we really be? That 

would upset Meg. For myself, I don't 
mind.” 

“Superstition is abhorrent to me,” said 
Wakefield. “Still—thirteen is not a hap- 
py number.” He laid his hand on Ren- 
ny’s arm, and spoke in the pleading tone 
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of his childhood. “Do let us go! I prom- 
ise you we shall not bully Finch into any- 
thing that will hurt him.” 

Renny moved aside. “Very well,” he 
said somberly; “but if this turns out bad- 
ly, you will hear from me.” 

Piers and Wakefield ran up the stairs 
like schoolboys, Wake’s long gown flapping 
about his knees. They went into Finch’s 
room without knocking, and stood on 
either side of the bed. He lay flat on his 

| back looking up at them with a timid 
| smile. 
| “Merry Christmas!” said Piers heartily. 
| “Merry Christmas!” Wakef ci! bent 
| and kissed him. 

“Thanks,” said Finch. “Same to you.” 

| PIERS considered what he should say 
next. He half dreaded, half looked 

forward to Finch’s opposition. 
Wakefield sat down on the side of the 

bed and took one of Finch’s thin hands 
in his. He said, in a voice of persuasive 
sweetness: 

“You know, it isn’t at all the thing for 
me to be here today. I ought to be spend- 
ing a very different sort of day in the 
monastery. But I wanted so badly to 
spend my last Christmas—before my final 
vows—at home, with all of you.” 

“T’m glad you came,” said Finch. 
“T couldn’t have managed it, if they 

hadn’t known of your illness.” 
“He’s not ill,” interrupted Piers. “He 

only thinks he is.” 
Wakefield flashed him a look. “He has 

been in a pretty bad way, I think. But 
it’s almost over. He has an entirely dif- 
ferent look in his eyes, hasn’t he?” 

“He looks all right. Or rather, he will 
when he gets out of this room.” 

Wakefield looked steadily into Finch’s 
eyes and said, smiling: ‘“He’s coming 
down to dinner, aren’t you, old man?” 

“No, no,” said Finch. “I can’t do that! 
I’m not up to it.” 

“Yes, you are,” said Piers. 
here to help you.” 

Finch gave them a startled look and 
drew the covers up to his chin. His limbs 
gave a convulsive twitch. 

Wakefield held his hand close. “Finch, 
just to please me! Let us help you into 
some clothes. Let us help you down- 
stairs. Everyone wants you. You shall 
be as quiet as you please, and come up- 
stairs when you like. Don’t spoil my 
Christmas by refusing me this, please, 
Finch.” 

“We'll not ask you to dress,” said 
Piers. “Just a dressing-gown and slip- 
pers. And then a nice little toddle down- 
stairs. You've got to do it, Finch! You 
may as well make up your mind to it. 
It’s your Christmas present to the fam- 
ily!” He opened a drawer in the bureau. 
“Socks! Lots of them! And what 
socks! Not like you used to have, eh? 
You always had holes in them, didn’t 
you? Now then, Wake, heave back the 
bedclothes. . . . God—what legs!” 

Finch gave himself up to them, his 
| heart pounding heavily, his eyes defen- 
sive. He let himself be put into his dress- 
ing-gown. He leaned on Piers’ arm, and 
suffered himself to be led to the top of 
the stairs. The shouts of the children 
came up from below. He drew back, ex- 
claiming: 

“No,-no, I can’t do it! 
back!” 

“We're 

I must go 

“T’ll soon stop that row,” said Wa 
field. He ran down the stairs 
stopped in the doorway of the drayig 
room and held up his hand. 

*Finch is coming,” he said in aj, 
peremptory voice. “The kids muyy 
kept quiet. He's awfully weak a 
shaky. Meggie—Pheasant—will yoy 
the children to be quiet?” 

The children were quieted. They 4 
manded, in hushed tones: “Is Santa Ch 
coming?” 

“No. 
very ill.” 

“Bless the boy!” said Ernest, going 
meet him. 

“Oh, Finch!” said Pheasant, ful ¢ 
sympathy. 

“Dear heart alive, how glad I a 
said Meg, and folded him to her bow 

Finch stood among them, half-laughiy 
half-crying. It was all so strange, om 
expected. The room seemed new to hin 
The very house seemed new, and al & 
faces about him. 

Piers steered him toward the f 

Wakefield pulled forward old Adelix 
chair. “He shall sit in Gran’s chair! | 
great honor! He’s a most imporal 

guest. Say Merry Christmas to Un 
Finch, children!” 

“Merry Christmas, Uncle Finch,” thy 
murmured shyly—all but Adeline, we 
ran and laid her head on his kes 
Really, he could hardly bear it—al ti 
love, this welcome. 

Renny was standing by his chair, lot 
ing down at him with an odd smile. 

“Glad you came?” he asked. 
“Yes, I’m awfully glad.” 
Nicholas looked at his large old-fat 

ioned watch. He said: 
“Are we having something soon?” 
Rags came in, bringing sherry andl 

cuits. 
“Good!” said Piers. “Just what t& 

fellow needs.” He brought a glas¢ 
sherry and a biscuit to Finch. 

Finch sipped the sherry, and felt br 
self warmed and _ strengthened by 4 
presence of the warm living people aba 
him. He felt that every one of tht 
gave him something—even Baby Pht 
The very dogs seemed glad to see! 

The family talked, but rather quitih 
not giving him too much attention 
lowing him rather to look on as ana 

It’s Uncle Finch. He’s by 
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sider, till the first excitement of the re- 

union was Over. . 

The children collected in the hall, taking 
turns at peeping through the keyhole of 
the library. 

id in aly Before dinner was announced a savory 
ids mut MM odor stole through the room, mingling 

weak gil with the scent of the spruce and balsam 
will you iim boughs that arched the doorways and 

festooned the pictures. The dogs rose, 
. They alm stretched, yawned, sat down on alert 
Santa Cai haunches with eyes on the door through 

which Rags would enter. It was all too 
He's tall lovely, Finch thought, too lovely to be 

believed in. He was glad, glad he had 
st, going yim come down. 

At last Rags appeared. There was a 
ant, ful (ME shout of joy from the children. Piers 

came and heaved Finch from his chair. 
lad I mM “Now for a dinner as is a dinner!” he 
her bowel exclaimed. “Lord, what an appetite you 

al f-laughi used to have!” 

ANE, $0 w Finch, feeling weak in his legs but 
new tohafm strong in his heart, moved with the others 
and alli to the dining-room. They were like a 

solid wall around him. 
d the fr When he was in his chair, Meg came 
d Adel and ran her hands over his hair. “You 
s chair! 4% might have tidied it, Piers, before you 
- importat ht him down!” 
Ss to Un “T wanted him to look picturesque. 

The artist, fresh from the throes of com- 
inch,” thy ition.” 
deline, “But his hair is so lank! Not at all 
his ksi like Wake’s, which always looks charm- 
it—all ti ing when it’s disheveled.” 

“H’m—well, Wake’s hair won’t look 
chair, loki charming much longer.” 
smile. At this reference to Wake’s future 

l. Meg drew a deep sigh and sat down. 
Nicholas was scowling at her, his eyes al- 

re old-fatM® most closed. 
“Sorry, Uncle Nick,” she said. Pa- 

soon?” tience giggled. Maurice winked at her. 
ry and bi wn head was bent. Nicholas mut- 

tered: 

what thi “For what we are about to receive, 
a glass may the Lord make us truly thankful, for 

Christ’s sake. Amen.” 
d felt bi _ Adeline formed the words of the grace 
od by @HF in unison with Nicholas. She said a loud 
a wm 6=oamen and the bent heads lifted. 
e 0 
aby Phi RENNY stood and swept the keen carv- 
0 See + ing-knife along the steel. He cast a 
er qu swift look about the table. The faces of 
ention his grandmother, of Eden, of Alayne, 
as an ¢ flashed into his mind. 

PY a pity,” he said, “that we’re not 
re!” 

Soon? | “Yes, indeed,” agreed Ernest. “How 
a enjoyed the dark meat of tur- 

about it key! And that looks like a particularly 
ing the| licious one.” 
or mer | cq, And the stuffing,” added Nicholas. 
adres | T'm very fond of it too.” 
a She was not the only one,” said Ren- 
f @ "y- “There was Eden. He should be 
address. here,” 
pies, | “Please don’t remind me of Eden 
ange im ="OW!” said Meg. “It is too sad.” 
vane. | Psi Stared straight in front of him. 
esl care dropped her head, and a dark 
an color dyed her neck. 
- Mooey said: “I forget Uncle Eden.” 
ce eve | Hush!” said Meg, frowning at him. 
d serv | a don’t forget him,” said Patience. 
igasie. | often remember him.” 
Be sutt | you really?” said Renny, smiling 
well 28 | tr. “Do you really?” 

“That bird will be cold,” observed 
, his chin in his hand. 

c 
Ss 

HEMIST REPORTS 
KIP-FLEA KILLS 

ALL FLEAS 

ERE’S actual proof that Skip-Flea 
will free your dog of fleas. Don't 

use ordinary soap on your dog. It dries 
and irritates his skin. Use “Skip-Flea.” 
It soothes flea bites, destroys dog odor, 
keeps coat in top condition AND KILLS 
EVERY FLEA. 

Or use the powerful “Skip-Flea Pow- 
der.” Easy to apply. Guaranteed to kill 
fleas. Big, sifter top tins. It doesn’t 
just stun fleas. It kills them all. 

Sergeant's 

Write for your free copy of Sergeant's 
famous book on the care of dogs. If may 
save your dog's life. Write today. 

Sergeant's Products are made of the 
finest ingredients. Standard since 1879. 
Sold by dealers everywhere. 
Free Advice. Our Veterinarian will an- 
swer questions about your dog's health. 
Write fully giving all symptoms. 

Polk Miller Products Corporation 
2283 W. Broad St., Richmond, Va. 

Book contains many 

your community! 

Dept. 33-M 

Want Some Money? 
Decorate Art Novelties at Home 
Our big FREE Book in colors tells how. 
methods of home decoration simply explained so 
anyone can learn quickly without previous training. 

ndsome color illustrations. 
Our system is amazingly easy to learn and profits are 
larger than in almost any other business. 
produce beautiful, finished art objects right from the 
start by our new three step method. We show you 
how to begin making money at once. 

No Canvassing 
nished you. No selling or canvassing necessary. 
immediate income opportunity 

. Everything furnished including Complete Artist's 
Outfit FREE OF EXTRA CO 
and full details—absolutely FREE 

New 

You can 

New ‘‘Automatic 
Salesman’’ ur- 

Assures 
up to $35 a week and 

ST. Write now for Book 
Be the first in 

Adrian, Mich. 

Cis 

| WORRIES FLY OUT THE 
WINDOW WHEN you 
CHEW BEEMANS... IT 
QUIETS YOUR NERVES 

AIDS DIGESTION 

SUCH FLAVOR 



NOW! 
“NOW READ 

THIS” 
5 
METOE 
ATOYST 

“SURE...1T SAYS 
NOW IS THE TIME TO EAT 

OYSTERS” 
DON’T overlook fresh Oysters as you plan your meals. They make 

delicious and economical dishes. They give you needed “mineral 

balance” — unique in their combination of iron, iodine, and calcium. 

Vitamins too. Remember, the real pearl in an Oyster is health. 

Send 5e for “The Story of Oysters” —a most interesting and 

up-to-date booklet published by the U. S. Dept. of Commerce, Bureau 

of Fisheries. For your copy, address the Oyster Institute of North 

America, 5600 Thirty-second Street, N. W., Washington, 

Buy fresh Oysters from dealers who display this insignia 

Oysters delivered to consumer 
in original sealed containers 

D. C. 

Wakefield put in: “Finch is looking 
very hungry.” 

The spell was broken. Renny carved 
the turkey with expedition. Everyone 
began to talk. They agreed that Mrs. 
Wragge had never cooked a better dinner. 
Her gravy had never been smoother, 
richer, her cranberry jelly never more 
perfectly set, her cauliflower whiter or en- 
folded in a more creamy sauce. The plum 
pudding was so rich that it could hold it- 
self together, and no more. The brandy 
flared, reflected in the eyes of those about 
the table. The children all had some, 
even baby Philip his share from Pheas- 
ant’s spoon. They would have sat long 
over the dessert, the nuts and raisins, 
but the children were impatient for the 
tree. 

As soon as they had left the table, 
Piers mysteriously disappeared, and Wake- 
field announced that Santa Claus would 
soon be there. Finch was once more es- 
tablished in his chair by the fire, left to 
smoke a cigarette in quiet while the oth- 
ers trooped into the library. He could 
hear the resonant tones of Santa Claus 
calling out the children’s names, the joy- 
ful cries of the children as they opened 
their packages. He could hear Wake’s 
laughter, Renny’s chaffing of Santa Claus, 
Meg’s and Pheasant’s higher tones. It 
was all as it should be. He went softly 

to the door of the drawing-room, whence 
he could see the tree, starry with lighted 
candles, powdered with silver-dust. He 
had a glimpse of Santa Claus’ red cap and 
white beard, of Renny with Philip in his 
arms. He watched unseen, then went 
back to his chair. His illness was over, 
he felt. Every day, from now on, he 
would come downstairs. 

EG came carrying a large flat book 
that looked like a scrapbook, and a 

number of other packages. 
“These are all for you,” she said, “but 

I shall give you the book first, as it’s the 
most important.” 

Finch looked at the packages, embar- 
rassed. 

“But I haven’t a present for anyone,” 
he said. 

“As though that mattered! 
the book!” 

He took it in his hands and opened it. 
“Who is it from?” he asked suspi- 

ciously. 
“Can’t you guess?” 
His thin cheeks colored. He laid the 

book on one side. “I think I'll open the 
packages first.” 

He was pleased, he was touched, by 
their thought for him. The ties, the 
gloves, the cigarette-box, the pull-over. 
They were just what he wanted, he said. 

Do look at 

His brothers and uncles came in to w 
him open his presents, except Piers, 
had again disappeared. Pheasant 
behind with the children. 

“Do look at the book!” urged Mg 
Finch took it up and began to exam» 

the newspaper cuttings pasted in it, 
print was biurred before his eyes, 5 
looked up at the faces above him 
haven’t my glasses,” he said. “Ig 
read without them.” 

“Do run and fetch his glasses, Wak! 
said Meg. 

“No. I'll read it aloud to him. | 
something nice? Is it perhaps somethj 
about his playing?” Wake pretended 
to know, though Meg had already 
him about the book. He began tor 
in rather a pompous tone, an artice 
Finch’s playing from a French muggy 
journal. Wakefield read the French g 
fully. The others listened attentively 
take in the sense. 

INCH listened quietly at first, withhg 
head. Then the words and all t 

implied began to beat like hammer 
his brain. The blood surged to his he 
How could Sarah have done this hom 
thing to him? How could the others sj 
about him, tormenting him! He felt{ 
he could scarcely breathe. But he got 
steadily and took two strides to W 
field. He took the book from his h 
and laid it on the leaping flames oft 
fire. He turned to Meg. 

“This,” he said, “is what I think a 
Tell her.” 

He sat down in his grandmother's d 
and looked defiantly at them. 

“Oh, no, not that!” cried Meg. 
after all her trouble!” 

She made as though to rescue the} 
from the fire. 

“Let it alone!” said Finch hoa 
He took the poker from the hearth 
poked the book down among the fi 
It looked bright and new, as though 
fire could not harm it. 

Wakefield came and sat on the am 
Finch’s chair, and said quietly: “Alla 
old man. Perhaps it’s best to bum 
You don’t need to be told how yous 
play. Just put everything, but gt 
well, out of your mind.” 

Finch sat drumming his fingers 
arms of the chair. He felt excited, a 
exhilarated. He felt that he had, ¥ 
act, cut himself off definitely from 
before them all. The burning of f 
collected references to his playing 
him a new power of resistance. 
watched the flames darting upward # 
a pine root, fed by the kindling d 
book beneath. 

Suddenly he saw that the resinous 
had been the home of a colony o 
Out of every crevice they came 1 
in terror. From every spongy ci 
their minute black bodies emerged, ® 
from the terror of fire. 

“Look!” he cried. “Look—the 
Take it off!” 
Now the forerunners of the inseds 

covered a projecting arm of 
which touched the side of the ® 
Along this they led the way, the 
army following them in dense 
their panic subsiding as they 
there was escape. 

The surprised grin on Piers’ face 
to a frown. He snatched up the® 



1e in to wl 
t Piers, 
asant stay, 

brush and began to sweep the ants back 
onto the glowing coals. Wakefield gave a 
whistle of dismay. ; 

Finch leaped up and caught Piers’ arm. 

ged Me “You can’t do that!” he shouted. “= Bs ‘s ‘ble !” 
1 in it Don't! It’s horrible 

Regt HE army of ants, regardless of the 
i 7 fate that had overtaken their first de- 

tachment, rushed with all speed from the 
fames behind them. They began to 
spread themselves over the hearth and 
onto the rug. 
“You young fool!” said Piers. 

oy want them all over the room?” 
“But you can’t burn them alive! It’s 

horrible!” Finch struggled to wrench the 
brush from Piers’ hand. 
Wakefield exclaimed: “Let them come, 

Piers! Remember St. Francis!” 
Piers pushed Finch into his chair. 

ses, Wak! 

him. i 

S SOmethj 

retended 
already 
gan to rm 

n article 
nch mus 
French 

“Do 

He 
tentias squatted solidly before the hearth, and 

the ants reached it, brushed them back 
-st, withhegmomt® the coals. 
ind all ti Finch’s face was distorted. He got up 
hammers ammand said, in a shaking voice, to Piers: ; 
to his “Tt wasn’t necessary! It was brutal!” 
this homme Was ghastly pale. 
others Wakefield took him by the arm and 
He felt sma soothingly: “Come and lie down for 

ut he go bit. You're tired.” ; 
5 to ¥ Finch jerked himself away and swiftly 
m his hagmeit the room. He almost ran up the 

first flight of stairs. 
In the drawing-room Renny said se- 

yerely: “I knew how it would be! You 
had no right to drag him down here! 
He wasn’t fit for it.” 
At the second flight of stairs Finch’s 

strength failed him. He sat down on the 

ames of 

| think of 

other’s d 

Meg. bottom step. He heard Wakefield com- 
ue il ing after him. “Don’t come!” he called 
cue le ™Peut. “I don’t want any of you near me!” 
ch hau He was so weak that he almost crept 

up the remainder of the steps. He went 
nto his room and bolted the door. He 
lung himself on the bed, repeating pas- 
fionately: “The brute! The brute!” It 
emed to him that the room was full of 
nts. They swarmed from every crack, 
tom every smallest crevice. From every 
lirection they came swarming toward the 
bed. In four black columns they mounted 

» hearth 
x the fi 
; though 

) the am 
y: “Alln 

to bum 
row youd 

but # ts four legs. They were all over the 
ngers 00 jut, dancing, writhing, uttering minute 
cited, aaa of agony as the heat of his body de- 
| had. by itroyed them. Their bodies turned into 
from Sa l black notes, the notes of a dancing, 

mincing tune of pain. All through his be- 
ig he heard it. He was the instrument 
n Which it was played. 

ing of t 
playing 
istance. 
pward 
dling of 

Chapter Eighteen 

resinous 
ony of 
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igy ch 
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RENNY was restless, these days. He was 
iritable and hot-tempered with his 

en; and in the stables they said that if 
us wife did not come back to him, it was 
ime he made up to another woman. 
In truth he often had in his mind the 
nought of another woman. He longed 
» see Clara Lebraux, to have one of his 

: ae id talks with her. There was no one in 
the bal life to whom he could talk freely as 
the to her, and he missed this gener- 

+ . *$ companionship. 
Suddenly made up his mind that he 

rs a 80 to see her. He told himself 
© was no reason on earth why 
not see her, but. he took good 
the family should not know of 

hey 

” face 
» the 

his intention. He motored to town, and 
from there took a train for the village 
where she lived with her brother, fifty 
miles away. 

It was a dreary-looking place, he 
thought, as he alighted from the train 
and captured the one down-at-heel taxi 
that waited there. 

As the taxi stood by the gate while the 
driver inquired at the door for the name, 
Renny peered through the steaming win- 
dow for a sight of Clara. If she were 
about, he would go straight to her. He 
saw a stretch of poultry-houses with wired- 
in runs; he saw an ugly cinnamon-colored 
frame house. Was Clara doomed to live 
always in ugly houses? The door opened, 
and he saw her standing there. He jumped 
out of the taxi, paid the driver, and pre- 
sented himself, laughing at her astonish- 
ment. 

She leaned against the door, scarcely 
believing her eyes. 

“So you are surprised to see me?” he 
said. 

“Terribly,” she answered in a low voice. 
“Are you going to invite me in?” 
She pulled herself together with an ef- 

fort. “You are the last person I was ex- 

pecting, but I can’t tell you,”’—her face 
softened to a look of passionate welcome, 
—‘‘but I can’t tell you how glad I am 
to see you!” She put out her hand, and 
he took it in both his. The grip of her 
strong fingers brought back all their past. 

“You're looking well,” he said, as they 
went into the living-room together. “This 
life evidently agrees with you.” His eyes 
took in the conventional ugliness of the 
room, the bleak view from the window 

“Oh, I am well enough.” 
“What do you do, Clara? Do you help 

your brother with the poultry?” 
“Not at this season. I shall in the 

spring. I do the housework—make things 
homelike for him.” 
“Hmph! Is he about?” 
“No. He’s taken some crates of late 

cockerels to market.” And she added, 
smiling: “Thank goodness!” 

They sat down facing each other as they 
so often had. She took one of his ciga- 

“Tell me,” she said, “all the rettes. 
news.” 

“First tell me about Pauline.” 
She avoided his eyes. 

well. 
for her. 

“Happy and 
I believe she has done what is best 

And Wake?” 
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He answered gloomily: “I can say the 
same for him. But I can’t get used to it. 
It’s a great disappointment.” 

He went on to tell her of the state of 
affairs at Jalna, but not mentioning Alayne’s 
name. Each time he avoided it, Clara 
scanned his face, trying to discover what 
was in his heart, what had brought him 
here. 

She made tea; and over it she said, not 
able to control her burning desire to hear 
of his relations with Alayne: 

“You have not once mentioned your 
wife.” 

He turned his face away, and as often 
before, she noticed the blackness of his 
lashes as he lowered them. They gave 
a softness, she thought, to the hard sweep 
of his profile, a mystery to his eyes. 

“There is nothing to say.” 
“Do you really mean that? You don’t 

write to each other? But I have no right 
to ask.” 

“No, we don’t write.” 
“And you didn’t see her when you were 

in New York?” 
“No. She probably didn’t even know I 

was there.”” He seemed absorbed in the 
contemplation of some vision. 

Clara’s heart began to beat heavily. 
Was it possible, was it possible that all 
was really over between him and Alayne? 
That he had come here to tell her so? 
That they two at last might be everything 
to each other in freedom? She asked, the 
words coming huskily: 

“Is everything over between you, then?” 
He turned toward her, startled. Every 

line of his face was dear to her. She 
longed to go to him, to take his head in 
her hands and press it to her breast. 

| He answered: “No, I can’t think that. 
|I can’t think that we sha’n’t come to- 
| gether again. I am sure that she still cares 
| for me, and knows that I love her.” 

A sound like the clanging of bells beat 
| in Clara’s ears. A mist clouded her vision. 
He had come, then, to see her as a friend! 
He had never really been her lover. His 
heart belonged to that cold, hard, shallow 
woman who had left him and his child. 

| TOR a time there was silence between 
| them. The early winter twilight began 
'to draw in. The outlines of the furniture 
became blurred. There was a gray shape- 
lessness all about them. Clara gathered 
up her courage, and said in her usual curt 
tone: 

“Since you feel as you do about her, I 
think you are wrong in letting this state 

of affairs go on. You ought to stop it at 
once.” 

He asked blankly: “What am I to do?” 
“T think you ought to go to her and ask 

her to come back. I think you ought to 
force her to say something definite. She 
never has, has she?” 

He gave a little laugh. “Well, she said 
pretty definitely that she couldn’t stand 
me any longer.” 

Clara exclaimed almost angrily: “Then 
why do you think that she still loves you?” 

“T can’t think otherwise.” 
“That is because you care so much for 

her!” 
“T suppose so. 

to come to nothing. 
too much to get each other. Good God, 
Clara, she’s had my child! She’s been 

Our love was too great 
We went through 

more to me than any other woman pos- 

sibly could be!”” The muscles of his up- 

per lip contracted. Again he turned ayy 
his face. : 

Then Clara put all her own love g 
her hopes from her. She laid her hay 
on his knee and said: 

“Renny, you must go to her. Theres 
nothing else for it. In a separation jh 
this, one of the two must throw Pride 
aside and make the first move to recongi. 
iation. I think you ought to be that op 

She went away and left you. Now| 
make my guess she is waiting—hoping jg 
you to go and bring her home. You hay 
told me that Adeline was to go to he 
Why don’t you take the child yoursdp 
Why don’t you take her and say to yor 
wife: ‘Here I am with our child! Ap 
you coming back to us, or aren't yo 
Does our past love mean nothing to you 

I think you should make her understanj 
that she’s got to come back to you, om 
give you up forever.” On the last wor 
Clara’s voice broke, and unaccustome 
tears filled her eyes. 

E laid his hand on hers, which sil 
rested on his knee. He was deeply 

touched by her obvious emotion. kk 
said, with rather a twisted smile: 

“You think that would bring her t 
time?” 

“T think you ought to do somethin 
and do it right away. It’s too miserabk 
the way you are going on. I can see ho 
unhappy you are. You have enough « 
your mind—enough to bear—without & 
trangement from the wife you love throw 
in!” 

“And you think I should go withou 
sending her any word? Just as I walked 
in on you today?” 

Oh, this turning of the screw! Clarabi 
her lip, and looked at him dully in kx 
pain. 

“Yes,” she said, “just as you walked 
today. Only with a heart full of love 
Now she had done everything for bin 
she could do. Surely she had in a mes 
ure repaid the long years of friendship, @ 
comfort and support he had given her 
the short months of passion! 

“Clara!” he exclaimed. 
think how much I care for you! 
do just as you say. I always have take 
your advice, haven’t I?” 

She squeezed his knee, then withdrewh 
hand. “Good. But I haven’t been onel 
give advice, have I? I’m not that sort 
woman. And I’m the last one to g 
advice in affairs of the heart, but—in ths 
case—I feel that I am talking sound ses 
If you and Alayne don’t watch, you # 
going to have your lives crumbling ® 
ruins about you. And that’s an 4 
thing, believe me.” 

She got up and went suddenly to the 
window. He followed and stood close be 
side her. He said in a muffled voice: 

“Don’t think I shall ever forget wit 
has been between us. You were bea 
and kind, and—I shall never forget. 

“Don’t!” she exclaimed hoarsely. 

Through hope and despair, love and 
hate, birth and death, the eventfd 
progress of the Whiteoak {o 
moves on—toward a climat 
will long remember. Be sure @ 
read this in our forthcomimg Oe | 

tober issue. : 



A HERO FOR THE LADY 
(Continued from page 59) 

but my foot slipped on a rock and I 
landed flat. This was unpleasant, but I 

up and pushed on. Give me Madison 
Avenue any day, I thought. 
When I finally met them, it was at the 

foot of what must have been a moun- 
tain; at least it had a path that went 
straight up. Izzie was limping. One of 
her arms crooked around Wendell’s shoul- 
der, for support. I took off my coat and 

d her in it, while Wendell ex- 
plained the reason for their delay: she 
had slipped and twisted her ankle. As he 

d, she broke in: 
“Don’t tell me you came to rescue us, 

Nick darling!” 
Then Wendell laughed lightly. 
It was dark and cold in those woods, 

and the rain was pouring down, making 
my clothes stick fast. I felt utterly mis- 
erable, and I did not laugh with them. I 
got sore. 
I didn’t say anything, though. gWe 

hiked back toward the lodge, and* when 
we broke through the last line of -brush, 
the lights looked good. Inside, a fire was 
crackling in the fireplace. I poked through 
the box for a fresh log, but it was empty. 
I turned around, and it dawned ‘on me 

that something was missing. I looked at 
Izzie and Wendell, and all of. a sudden I 
remembered. Charley wasn’t around! 
I called his name, but there was just 

the hollow reverberation of my voice. 
“Where could he be?” Izzie said. 
“Well,” I said, “he was here—”’ My 

eye stopped on the empty firewood box. 
“That’s it—he went out fer wood.” 
Some thunder crashed overhead. 
Izzie said: “Mark, you’d better go and 

see that nothing has happened to Charley. 
It's odd that he doesn’t come in.” 
Wendell went out, and left Izzie and 

me alone. We stood and looked into the 
fire without saying anything. 
The kitchen door slammed shut, and 

there were heavy footsteps on the floor. 
Then Wendell walked in. He was carry- 
ing Charley in his arms. And when he 
laid the little guy on the lounge, I saw 
that Charley was out cold. 
Wendell explored the small form with 

his fingers. “A tree crashed,” he said. 
‘I think it’s a broken leg. I’m pretty 
sure—” 
We looked at each other, like three 

grave-diggers, resting. 
‘He'll need a doctor,” Izzie said. “The 

leg will have to be set immediately.” 
“Of course.” 
“But you'll get one, Mark, won’t you?” 
Sure. Leave that to me.” 

WAS excluded from this consultation. 
went to the window and looked out. 

The lake was a dark and dismal sight. 
You could only get a blurred outline of 
the mainland; and sometimes, when a 
roy fad lightning quiet the ay wide 

could see the whitecaps leaping. aes” Pp ping 

aes the boat ready, will you?” Wen- 
- said. “I’m going to the mainland 

a doctor, right away.” 
bat > sure,” I said. I glanced at Izzie, 

she was looking at Wendell. This was 
fine. The hero would remain 

behind a discreet moment, while the 
heroine administered the final touches. 
I wanted to mention that I had a right 
to a fifty-fifty shot at being the hero. 
I could say: “Let us draw straws, my 
friend, to see which shall be a hero for 
the lady.” 

Then I remembered that I didn’t even 
know how to run a motorboat. 

I went outside. The wind was enough 
to spin you around if you got caught off 
balance. I picked my way to the dock, 
slowly; but when I reached it, I couldn’t 
see the boats—the motorboat and my 
rowboat. I knew they had been beached 
on the shore, alongside the dock. I stood 
washed ankle-deep in water that came 
streaming over the snubbed front of the 
dock. I felt weary and futile. 

AYBE I stood there three minutes 
in that neighborhood. Anyway, I 

finally spotted’ both boats. They were 
up the shore about twenty yards. They 
were loose, and the waves were lashing 
into them, tossing them on rocks that 
jutted clean out of the shallow water. I 
yelled three very ugly swear-words at the 
wind, and I ran up the shore. 

The boats were half full of water, and 
more was pouring in. The rocks had 
ripped the bottoms into two sloppy-look- 
ing honeycombs. I didn’t look long. I 
turned and beat it back to the lodge. 

On the porch I tripped over something 
large and light, and I bent down to see 
what it was. It turned out to be one of 
those inflated tubes that people use for 
floating around in water. I stood there 
twisting it in my hands for several min- 
utes; and then I had the most wonderful 
idea of my life. 

I lugged the tube inside and dropped 
it on a chair. 

I explained about the boats. “You 
couldn’t move ten feet in one of them 
without sinking,” I said. 

“You mean that?” Wendell said. 
“No,” I said. “It’s a funny gag I 

thought up.” 
He got red in the neck, and he looked 

at Charley, who was curved into an un- 
natural position, and lying very still. I 
thought that it was a good thing Charley 
was not conscious enough to feel the pain 
that would have been there. 

Izzie said: “You'll go just the same, 
won’t you, Mark?” 

He didn’t answer. He walked to the 
window, looking moody. 

“Charley can’t be left until morning 
without having that leg set,” she said. 

He turned around. “You're serious? 
You want me to swim across?” 

“Of course I’m serious.” 
“T am to swim to the mainland in— 

that?” He pointed out the window. 
“But you swim miles every day,” she 

said. “You can make it easily. This is 
a lake, not an ocean. That’s not surf out 
there.” 

He lifted one eyebrow. “I'd be a 
fool,” he said. 

I entered the conversation. “Sure, 
you’d be a fool,” I said; “but that’s 
beside the point.” 

He turned to me, then: “You sound 
quite brave, Lamarre.” 
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‘Up In the Re 
Agile Hawaiian natives whisk them- 

selves up into the air via a palm tree 
quicker than you could say “He hoolaha 
ma ka nupepa.” Translated, ‘‘advertise- 
ment.”” Which this is, as if you didn’t 
know. Written for one purpose, to offer 
four simple points to end forevermore any 
going up into the air about the right kind 
of pineapple juice to select: 1. Be sure it’s 
the original Hawaiian pineapple juice. 
2. That it has the Seal of Accepts ance of the 
American Medical Association. 3. That the 
essential fresh-fruit qualities are retained 
by the exclusive Fast-Seal Vacuum-Packing 
Process. 4. To obtain these three important 
points, always ask for Dole Hawaiian Pine- 
apple Juice, which has them all, plus natu- 
ral, unsweetened pineapple flavor such as 
you've never before experienced! 

Hawaiian Pineapple Company, Lrtd., 
Honolulu, Hawaii, U.S.A.—Sales Offices: 
San Francisco, California. 
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“Are you going to give it a try?” I said. 
“In fact, you sound so brave, perhaps 

| You ‘d like the opportunity?” 

HERE was everything insulting in his 
inflection and his face. Of course, he 

|thought I'd crawl. I hadn't had any 
definite intentions, as a matter of fact, 
when I butted in. I had simply intended 

|to suggest that he use the inflated tube 
las a precaution. Now it all seemed fo- 
| cuse d 7 me. I saw Izzie looking at me 
| oddly; I don’t believe she thought I even 
| kne w how to swim. While I am nothing 
| Weissmuller will ever worry about, still, 
they made me pass a swimming test be- 
fore I got that B.A. which is curling 

yellow in a trunk. And, at the moment, 
I think I would have agreed to hit out 
for the Gulf of Mexico. 

“TIT believe I'll take a whack at it,” I 
said, and I turned and crossed to the 
bedroom before either of them spoke. 
Inside, I felt along the wall until I lo- 
cated a pair of Wendell’s trunks, hanging 

on a nail. I climbed out of my clothes 
and into the trunks, and then I went 
back. 

The trunks were several sizes too large 
for me, and as a result I was not a natty 
figure. But that was not important to me 
then. I walked to the chair and picked 
up the tube. All they did was stare. 

I said: “I’m going now.” 
I could see that Izzie wanted to say 

something, but it didn’t come out; what 
worried her, probably, were those trunks 
I had donned. They were slipping. I 
hitched them. “I will be a pretty sick- 
looking hero,” I thought, “if these pants 
come down on me.” 

But they didn’t. Wendell stepped fast 
and blocked my way to the door. 

“Before I'd let a man drown himself 
pulling a grandstand play,” he said, “I'd 
knock his block off.” 

I let the tube drop. 
“‘You’re just too damn’ noble, you are,” 

I said. 
Then I pasted him, quietly. He had 

started a swing first, but I had seen it 

coming by the quick twist of his right 
foot. He started that swing too slow, and 
I came up under his chin. It was similar 
to the click of a cue-ball. 

It turned into a brief, clean mess; and 
when it was over, I picked up the tube 
and stepped over him. 

Izzie caught my arm, and we looked at 
each other. 

She said: “Nick, I’ve been a wretch 
about you, haven’t I?” 

“Yes,” I said. I kissed her once; that 
was all. Then I opened the door and 
beat it, fast. One more minute, and I 
would have lost this beautiful little bit 
of nerve that I had hopped myself all 

|up with. 

It was tough going down the path, My 

feet Were tender because I had been wey. 
ing shoes all winter, it seems. But] 
reached the shore finally, and I waded jp 
my knees. The breakers practically rock 
me, afid the spray blinded my eyes for, 
moment. I stepped inside the tube, ang 
I just let myself fall forward as though 

I were dropping into bed. Among th 
things at my command is a sturdy if jp 
elegant breast stroke. Now I used it 

A wave would hit me squarely in th 
mouth, and I would choke and spit wate, 
but I got my bearings and I moved fg. 

ward steadily. 
Most of the time, I kept my eyes shut 

But when I opened them, I pinned them 
on the bleak line of the mainland, straigh 
across. I thought, “I'll never leave West 
chester County again!” And gradually the 
mainland began to get easier to make out 

RETURNED to the island in the mon. 
ing; I had slept at a farmhouse. When 

I reached the lodge, I could hear no sound 

except bird noises in the trees. I smelled 
coffee, and then I heard a step in th 
kitchen, so I walked in. Izzie stood new 
the stove, frying sausages. She had a 

apron on. It was funny to see Izzie with 
an apron. 

I said: “I never saw you with an apm 
on, Iz. And you've got it on backward 
but it looks very nice just the same.” 

She glanced down and nodded A 
percolator sizzled. The table was set for 
two. She gave me a slow, wise smile. 

“T saw you coming,” she said. 
“T kept looking for a light in the be 

” TI said. 
“T knew it was you, way off,” she said 

“I knew nobody could row a boat that 
crooked except you. All you do is whit 
in circles. I’m surprised you got her 
at all.” 

I sat down. 
“Upstairs. 

“Where is Charley?” 
The leg is set, and he’s not 

doing badly.” She dropped some sale 
sages on a platter. “Have you eaten?” 

“Yes, but I'll eat again.’ 
She poured coffee. 
“Didn’t they leave a boat for you?” ! 

said. 
She nodded. 
“But it’s gone,” 

taken it.” 
She nodded again. i 

“And you've only set two plates, I 
She nodded again. ‘ 
“Listen,” I said, “wilk you stop this 

nodding and say something?” 
She walked over to me. 
“Kiss me, Nick.” ; 
I stood up. “Now don’t start making 

a fuss over me,” I said. “You knowt 
will only bore me stiff.” ; 

And then I kissed her. I stretched it 
out for quite a while. 

“Somebody's I said. 

“T’m very glad to see you, Mrs. Hol- 
ley!” she said. “I’ve heard about you 

| from Dennis, of course. I’m from your 
part of the country. From Cambridge.” 

“T have a cousin in Cambridge,” said 
Mrs. Holley. “Ellen Cosell.” 

“Ts that Bert Cosell’s mother?” 
It was. They discovered other mutual 

acquaintances; Win had gone to a proper 

NIGHT LIFE 
(Continued from page 33) 

school; she was the sort of girl Mrs. Ho 
ley could understand. 

“She gave Dennis that table-covet, 
she thought. “Perhaps she’s the one. 
think she’d be more—suitable.” 

“What’ll you have, Win?” asked De 
nis. 

“Scotch and soda,” said she, and Mis 
Holley was sorry and disappointed. 4 



ath, My 

EN Wear. 

But | 

A violent burst of music startled her; 

turning her head, she saw a brawny young 

man with a derby hat sitting at a little 

waded to le piano, while beside him stood 

y rocked another man with a saxophone, and seat- 

yes fee ed on a chair was a third man with a 
ube, ani banjo. She listened, with an air of polite 

$ thos interest, but the noise seemed to her 
re th horrible; the air was growing thick with 

dy if in smoke; she felt tired and unhappy. 
used It “What a way for young people to spend 
y im the an evening!” she thought. “So unwhole- 

vel some and so—cheap.” 
wed fee The dark, handsome Ranny had en- 

tered, and came to their table, as a mat- 
ves ro ter of course. ; 

pert “Scotch,” she said somberly. 

a They were all very polite to Mrs. Hol- re Wed 
ley; they took turns talking to her. But 
she had difficulty in responding. Mac 

was holding Win’s hand; sometimes he 
whispered to her, and she would answer 

Whe him with a very gentle smile. Ranny 

— spoke very little. 

_ smelled T HOPE Dennis doesn’t like either of 

ually the 
rake out, 

he mom- 

> in th them!” thought Mrs. Holley. “I can’t 
ood nett Help it. I think this sort of thing is de- 
had 2 TE plorable.” 

zie wil “Here’s Ramon!” cried Win. 
A dark, slender young man sat down 

by the piano and tuned a guitar; he sang 
a slow, melancholy song in Spanish, his 
eyes lowered. There was tremendous ap- 
plause when he had finished; he smiled 
scornfully, and began again, walking about 
the room now, his heavy-lidded eyes 
glancing sidelong at the patrons. Mrs. 
Holley could not understand Spanish, but 
she caught a word here and there— “Se- 
villa—amor.” ... Seville, she thought; 
patios in the moonlight, dark-eyed girls 
and, outside their windows, young men 
singing songs like this. 
“These young people have nothing like 

aN apron 
ickward, 
ne.” 
Jed. A 
s set for 
nile. 

the bel- 

she said 
oat that 
is whitl 

rot here 

yi that,” she thought. “Nothi 
, , ght. Nothing at all 

he’s oat beautiful. No romance—” 

eaten?” Everyone clapped and clapped, but he 
would sing no more. He bowed, and 
walked away. 

“All right!” said Mac, and rising, went 
over to the little piano and took up the 
banjo that was leaning against it. Win 
Tose too. 

“Win darling!” said Ranny. 
let him alone.” 
The two girls ld6oked at each other, and 

Win sat down again. Mac put one foot 
on the rung of the chair, and began to 
accompany himself while he sang. After 
the subtlety of the other singer, his 
voice sounded young, and somehow art- 

; less. But he had some indefinable qualit 
making of his own. , d 

“It was down in old Joe’s bar-room—” 

you?” | 

rebody' “Better 

It was plain that everyone in the place 
um, everyone was with him. He 

sang ridiculous, sentimental old songs; 
was pale, his sandy hair untidy; he 
4 curiously appealing smile. . . . 

y his foot slipped off the chair, 
and he dropped the banjo. 

Hell!” he cried in dismay. 
He tried to pick it up, but he was un- 

covet steady on his feet. Win went over to 
one. him, ‘picked up the banjo and leaned it 
i against the piano again—Win, that quiet, 

d werd girl who knew nice people, who 
tad been well brought up, went out there 

“J i front of all these people! She wasn’t 
1 = Way embarrassed; she took Mac 

by the arm; she said something to him, | 
with a smile; she steered him back to the | 
table. 

“TI think we'll be going, people!” she | 
said. “I hope I'll see you soon again, 
Mrs. Holley. Good night, everyone!” | 

There was a brief ‘silence after they | 
had gone; then Ranny yawned widely | 
and silently, like a cat. 

“Excuse me! But three late nights, in| 
a row,” she explained. 

Dennis rose when she did, but he let 
her go off alone. 

“What about another drink, Mother?” 
he asked. | 

“No, thank you,” said Mrs. Holley. | 

“And I hope you won't take another 
either.” 

“All right!” said Dennis, and beckon- 
ing to the waiter, handed him a bill. | 
“There’s another place, not very far, that 
I think you'd like—” 

“Thank you, Dennis; but if you don’t 
mind, I'd rather go home now,” said Mrs. 
Holley. “It’s getting late, and I’m a 
little tired.” 

“O.K.!” said Dennis. 
His voice sounded a little strained; 

somehow everything had gone wrong. 

“It’s really horrible here,” she thought. 
Dennis came to help her on with her | 

coat, but he let it slip back over the} 
chair, while he stooped to pick up some-| 
thing from under the table. It was a/| 
little roll of bills. 

“Mac must have dropped that!” he 
said. “Lord! When he realizes! Look 
here, Mother: Would you mind stop- 
ping at his place on the way home?” 

“Not at all!” said Mrs. Holley. 
“TI wish Dennis didn’t like these peo- 

ple,” she thought. “I hope he—” 
The taxi stopped before an old-fashioned 

apartment-house in the East Fifties. 
“You'd better wait in the cab,” said} 

Dennis. 
“No!” protested Mrs. Holley. 

wicked extravagance, Dennis! 
in the lobby.” 

The lobby was incredibly dismal; dark, 
high-backed chairs, and a feeble red- 
shaded lamp on a table. 

“You'd better come up with me. then,” 
said Dennis. “A drunk might come in.” 

They got into a little automatic ele- | 
vator, and rose slowly to the fourth floor. 

“Shouldn’t you have telephoned to| 
Mac?” she asked. 

“Oh, no!” said Dennis. “He doesn’t | 
care.” | 

He knocked on a door and waited, and 
then knocked again. | 

“Isn’t there a bell?” asked Mrs. Hol-| 
ley, distressed by the noise he was mak- | j 

| 

“It’s a 
I'll wait 

ing. 
“They keep it fixed so it won't ring,” 

Dennis explained. Before Mrs. Holley | 
had a chance to ask for an explanation | 
of what seemed to her a very curious 
thing, the door was opened. By the girl 
Win! 

“Oh, hello!” she said, with a smile. 

HE was wearing a_ blue-and-white 
striped dressing-gown and felt slip- 

pers; evidently she had just been brush- 
ing her hair, for it stood out in a clean, 
shining cloud. 
“Come in, won’t you?” she said. 
They entered a little sitting-room, 

rather a charming room, Mrs. Holley 
thought, shelves of books, good etchings 
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Mercolized Wax 
@ Any eomelesion can be made clearer, smoother, 
younger with Mercolized Wax. This single cream 
is a complete beauty treatment. 

Me — Wax absorbs the discolored blem- 
ished outer skin in tiny, invisible particles. Brings 
out the young, be autiful skin hidden beneath. 

Just pat Mercolized Wax on your skin every 
night like cold cream. It beautifies while you sleep. 
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Just Show New Christmas Cards 
Your friends, neighbors, relatives, organizations 
will be eager to order these new, modern, 
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INVENTORS 
‘Patent Guide for the Inventor’’ and 

rd of a form! No charge for preliminary 
information. Clarence A. O'Brien and Hyma 
Registered Patent Attorneys, 84-Z Adams Building, 
ington, D.C. 

Write for free Bi 
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on the white walls, a sort of simple grace 
about it. 

““Mac’s asleep,” she said. 
“Give him this when he wakes up,” 

said Dennis. 
She looked at the roll of bills. 
“Heavens, Dennis!”’ she cried. ““What’s 

| this?” 

| said Win. 
| before pay-day for Mac!” 

“Mac must have dropped it, at Giu- 
| lio’s.” 

“Not unless he’s been robbing a bank,” 
“Why, Dennis, this is the night 

She turned to 
Mrs. Holley with her rather shy smile. 
“Mac will be sorry he missed you,” she 
said, “but I hate to wake him up. He's 
—so very tired. This was the first free 
evening he’s had for two weeks. He’s 
been working all day in the magazine 
office, and he’s been coaching a poor little 
rich boy in math every evening. The 
boy took his college board today, and 
Mac wanted to celebrate—before he finds 
out whether his pupil’s passed or not. 
Mac gets out so very seldom. But won’t 
you sit down, Mrs. Holley?” 

“She’s tired,” Dennis explained. “You 
look pretty tired yourself. You'd better 
get to bed.” 

“Dennis!” she said with sudden eager- 

ness. “I’ve got the most wonderful new 
outfit for getting spots out of things! 
I'll show you. .. . Would you care to 
see it, Mrs. Holley?” 

She led them to the bathroom; and 
there, on the rod of the shower curtain, 

hung a miscellany of clothes, a man’s 

suit, a black dress, a flannel blouse, a pil- 
low cover. 

“T went a bit crazy,’ she admitted. 
“When I found that the spots really did 
come out, I couldn’t stop. It’s this brush 
and paste.” 

“How much is it?” asked Dennis. 
“Only seventy-five cents!” said she, in 

triumph. 
“T’ll wait,” said Dennis. “And if the 

things you’ve cleaned haven’t rotted away 
in a week, I'll get one of those outfits 
myself. Well, get to bed now, you silly 
kid!” 

“Good night, 
“Good night, Dennis! 

They got into the little automatic ele- 
vator again. 

“Do they—live there together?” asked 
Mrs. Holley. 

Dennis turned sharply toward her. 
“They’re married,” he said, and his 

tone made her realize that she had made 
a grave mistake. 

“T—no one mentioned that,” she said. 
“T should think anyone could see what 

Win is like,” said Dennis. 
“She’s very nice, Dennis.” 
“She’s more than nice,” he said. “Win 

is—” He paused. “She’s wonderful.” 
“He does care for her!” thought Mrs. 

Holley. “Oh, what a miserable situation!” 

Mrs. Holley!” she said. 
ead 

NOTHER taxi. She had never in her life 
been in so many taxies in one evening. 

“Tt must have been Ranny who 
dropped the money,” said Dennis. “We’ll 
stop by there, if you don’t mind.” 

“Can’t you telephone?” 
“Too late,” he said. 
The cab stopped before a small and 

dingy hotel. 
“We'll go right up,” said Dennis. “She 

doesn’t like anyone to telephone after 
” 

ten. 

They went up in an elevator, walky 
along a dimly lit corridor with a yon 
carpet. Dennis knocked on a door, and 
it was opened by a little white- -haired oj 
lady. 
“w fhy, Dennis!” she said. “Come jg? 
“This is my mother, Mrs. Lysle,.” 
“Your mother?” said the old lady 

“It’s strange to see a young man with 
his mother these days. Sit down, Mx 
Holley! It’s a pleasure to see you, | 
often tell my granddaughter that I'd lik 
to meet the families of the Young people 
she sees so much of. But most of ‘gq 
don't seem to have any families.” 
“May I speak to Ranny, Mrs. Lysle?” 

asked Dennis, and so politely and nicely 
that Mrs. Holley felt a sudden pride ip 
him. He looked so—good, standing ther 
hat in hand. 

“Tl call her,” said the old lady. “She's 

finishing some little drawings. I tell her 
that if she’d do her work first, and the 
go out, she wouldn’t get so tired. But th 
young people nowadays put pleasure be. 
fore everything else. I told Ranny it wa 
foolish of her to go out this evening 
She’s been working late all the week. Th 
sensible thing for her to do would be to 
finish her work, and then sit down her 
with a nice book.” She smiled, a faint, 
chilly little smile. “I'll call Ranny,” sh 
said, and crossing the room opened 3 
door. “Ranny!” she said. “Here's De 
nis—and his mother!” 

T seemed to Mrs. Holley that she had 
never seen anyone so tired as that gil 

Her dark hair was ruffled; there wasa 

smudge on her cheek; her eyes wer 
heavy. But she came in with a smi 
for Mrs. Holley and another smile for 
Dennis. Dennis held out his hand, and 
she took it; and no one who saw the way 
they looked at each other could help w- 
derstanding. 

“Nearly finished your job, Ranny?” 
“Yes. But it’s no good.” 
“You always think that, 

tired. Let’s see it.” 
“No. It’s horrible stuff, Dennis. Spe 

cialty ads.” 
Their hands were still clasped; t 7 

were still looking at each other, 
tired girl and poor young Dennis, i 
mouth a little grim. 

“I’m so glad Ranny ‘can do her wor 
at home,” said the old lady. “We've got 
a nice light bedroom. So much better 
than going out every day, rain or shine 
But she doesn’t appreciate it. The young 
pecple nowadays—” 

I think young people are—very nice,” 
said Mrs. Holley in a voice unsteady with 
anger—and something else. 

She felt that she couldn’t endure Ms 
Lysle for another moment. 

“The most selfish, self-righteous old 
lady!” she — “Oh, I hope I'll nevet 
get like that! I hope and pray I'll never 
be—like that. Never—not under 
things.” 

“This yours, Ranny?” she heard Det 
nis ask the girl. 

“Dennis! Did I drop that? 
month’s rent!” 

“Well, here it is,” he said. “Ranny- 
don’t work too hard... . Ranny, wal 
about Sunday?” 

“Tl let you know. Thank you, Dew 
nis.” 

“Good night!” he said, almost 

when you'r 

The whole 
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They all said good night, and again 
Dennis took his mother by the arm and 
hustled her out. She didn’t mind now; 
she made no objection to another taxi. 
“Dennis,” she said, “it seems to me 

that Ranny’s grandmother isn’t—very 
considerate.” 

“She’s a hellion,” said Dennis. “But 

what can you do? She hasn’t anyone 

else. Ranny can’t leave her, of course.” 

ENNIS,” said Mrs. Holley, “I think 
all your friends are very nice.” 

“Do you?” he said, surprised and 
pleased. “Do you—well—what do you 
think of Ranny?” 

“J think she’s splendid, Dennis.” 
“Yes,” he said nonchalantly, and paused 

fora moment. “If she wasn’t so damn’ 

tired!” he cried. “It makes me wild to 
see her working like that. And I can’t 
even go to see her. The old lady sits 
right in the room with us, every minute, 
so that we can’t say a word. And Ran- 
ny won't come alone to my place.” 

“I thought people did that, nowadays,” 
said Mrs. Holley. 
“Ranny won't. And it’s probably just 

as well. I mean—I love Ranny.” 
Mrs. Holley wanted to cry. 
“She could trust you, Dennis.” 
“I don’t know.” 
“Dennis!” 
“Oh, well, of course she really could,” 

he said. “But I don’t exactly want her 
to come. I love Ranny. And I don’t 
see how we’re ever going to get married. 
Not for years, anyway. She can’t leave 
the old lady. When I got my apartment, 
I thought— My idea was, the old lady 
could live with us. But Ranny won't 
have that. She says it would spoil ev- 
erything for both of us. And we wouldn’t 
have enough money to support the old 
lady somewhere else. I mean, she used to 
have money, and she’s used to a certain 
way of living. You couldn’t put her in 
a cheap boarding-house. She’s accus- 
tomed to having her breakfast in bed, for 
instance.” 
“But really!” cried Mrs. Holley. “I 

certainly don’t think it’s necessary to 
humor her to that extent.” 

“Ranny thinks so,” he said. “It must 
be pretty hard to be old and have to 
depend on other people; you can’t help 
feeling sorry for her.” 

Mrs. Holley reached out and took Den- 
nis’ hand. And it was so unusual for her 
to do anything at all demonstrative, that 
he was startled. 

“Dennis, I’m sure your father could 
help you out, just at first.” 

“I don’t think so,” said Dennis. “I 
mean the whole thing probably seems 
pretty foolish to older people.” 

“When I tell him what a splendid girl 
your Ranny is—I’m sure it can be ar- 
ranged so that you and Ranny can get 
married.” 

He gave her hand a squeeze. He was 
grateful to her, but he didn’t believe her. 
The cab stopped for the last time, and 
they went up to Dennis’ apartment. 

“You must let me pay for some of 
those taxies, Dennis,” she said. 

“No,” he said. “This is the first time 
you've ever visited me. I want this to be 
a swell visit, every way.” 

She took off her hat and coat. Dennis 
was sitting in the armchair, smoking. 

“Place looks nice, with the lamps lit,” 
he observed. “You can see for yourself 
—it would be just about ideal for Ranny 
and me.” 

AND he lived here, she thought, long- 
ing for his Ranny! He had thought 

of Ranny when he bought this furniture. 
There was something in his face which 
she had not noticed before; slight hol- 
lows beneath the cheek-bones, a new 
sharpness to the line of the jaw, a look 
of—was it patience? 

That patience, that resignation, didn’t 
belong to youth. 

“They shouldn’t put up with such 
things!” she cried to herself. And she, 
who was middle-aged, who set such value 
upon discipline and order, was thinking 
the strangest, most rebellious thoughts. 

“Yov're too generous,” she said. 
He didn’t understand that. He smiled 

at her, thinking she was just being polite 
abcut the taxies. They didn’t even know, 
she thought, how much they gave. 

A TOUGH SPOT 
(Continued from page 47) 

“Get out into the open, and contemplate 
the beauties of the night,” murmured 
Herbert from the depths of an armchair 
into which he had sagged. 
Lacey started violently. 

see there!” he exclaimed. “That’s what 
I was going to tell you about. That’s 
what he kept saying over there in that 
yemt at Seventeent’ Street and Nint’ 
Avenue. He was in a tough spot, all 
Tight. Them four harm-guys was all for 
mashing his puss in. He comes in jab- 

people wit’ that walking-cane, and—” 
Mr. Caldwell noticed for the first time 

that Herbert had brought in a stick, al- 
igh he hadn’t gone out with one 

earlier in the evening. 
Herbert,” he asked sternly, “where 

you get that stick?” 
rt roused himself and sat up in the 

- Whass that? Whass that?” he stam- 
7 looking quickly from side to side. 
3 Md where did you get that walking- 

“Now, you 

“Oh, that? Oh! Why, somebody 
gimme that and bet me ten I couldn’t 
break a plate-glass window with it. So 
I just kept it.” 

“Yeah, he was in a tough spot, all right. 
Them harm-guys comes over to me and 
ask me about him, and I says: ‘Aw, he’s 
O.K. Leave the kid be.’ But you know 
them guys won’t stand for no jabbing 
wit’ a walking-cane. So he was in a tough 
spot, all right. Just as I pulls him out of 
there, the guy that foist wants to mash his 
puss in, goes on ahead and mashes an- 
other fellow’s puss in.” 

Herbert chortled gleefully and slapped 
his thigh. “Yes sir, he did, di’n’ he, and 
the blood spurted just like he’d hit a ripe 
tomato.” 

Lacey shook his head. “That sure was 
a tough spot he was in,” he said. 

Herbert suddenly became very active. 
He sprang up from his chair and made an 
abrupt downward motion of his hand to- 

(Please turn to page 124) 

Don’t try to hide toilet odors with smelly 
disinfectants. Here is a scientific prepara- 
tion—made especially to clean toilets. Sani- 
Flush removes stains and discolorations 
without scrubbing and scouring. Sani-Flush 
purifies the unseen trap where dangers lurk. 
It puts an end to the cause of odors and 
insanitation. 

Just sprinkle a little Sani-Flush in the bowl. 
(Follow directions on the can.) Flush the 

toilet. That's all there is to it. It’s simple. 
Sure, Harmless. Sani-Flush is also effective 
for cleaning automobile radiators (directions 
on can). Sold by grocery, drug, hardware, 
and five-and-ten-cent stores—25 and 10 
cent sizes. The Hygienic Prod- ; 
ucts Co., Canton, Ohio. 

Cards. Also new 
r smartly styled 

decks low as 25c. Extra cash in- 
come for men or , full or 

time. No experience need- e oO © 

oa. We furnish everything. 



The Real School 
by ANGELO PATRI 

O fathers and mothers who are looking 

“| the right school for their children, 

let me speak out of the long years of 

my experience. Look past the fine buildings, 

the sweeping lawns of the campus. Look 

beyond the traditions of the school. Look 

through your hopes and fears and vague 

longings toward the teacher who is the 

school. Who is this one who is to shape 

your child’s thought and action through the 

best growing years of his life? It is with 

this teacher that you are concerned, for in 

his hands lies the future of your child. 

The fine buildings, the modern play-field, 

the new laboratories, the splendid scientific 

department, the paneled library rarefied by 

the great ghosts of Time, impress the student 

for a brief moment. Soon they fall into the 

background of his mind, and he goes about 

his daily round scarce knowing that they exist. 

But the teacher registers every hour, day 

by day, piling up years of influence until 

his soul enters the soul of the student, his 

mind is instilled into the youthful one, his 

code is translated into casual behavior. The 

teacher is the real school. 

How is one to know this teacher? He is 

easy enough to know, because he approaches 

life simply, as one on familiar terms with it. 

He is gentle, moving without sound or fury. 

He is without the trappings of office or the 

mannerisms of the cloister. The light of in- 

telligence is in his eye, the salt of wisdom 

on his tongue, the steel of the crusader in 

his backbone. When he speaks, he speaks as 

one having authority, and his students hear 

him gladly. 

Select, then, not the mass of externals 

usually known as the school, not the tradi- 

tions, strong though they be in family and 

community; but the vital, dominating man or 

woman who is leading the school. Youth 

craves leadership. Our young people are not 

asking for a sugar-coating on the bread of 

life. They want the truth. They want know: 

edge first-hand and unadulterated, and they 

want the teacher who can give it to them 

that way. They want the teacher who will 

not let his shadow fall between them and 

the truth, one whose self stands highest 

when most submerged in the search. 

If you listen to a group of old grads talk- 

ing over their school days, they are not talking 

about the Gothic facade or the gym. They 

are telling stories about Copey and Kitty 

and Billy, the Old Man, Aunt Carrie. They 

are exulting again in the living presence of 

a leader who took them through tribulation 

toward pleasant places. 

When one of them writes a- check for 

another building to grace the campus, the 
smile of affection that goes with it is not for 

the building but for the sound-souled maf, 
the noble woman, the teacher who recognized 
the latent power and sweetness in a young 

soul and gave all he had to its growing. 

Select, then, not the material school, but 

the living, youth-loving, inspiring teachet 

who lifts its dead weight on the wings of 

his soul. 
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NEW ENGLAND STATES—GIRLS’ SCHOOLS 

* For Girls. 23 miles 
from Boston. 611 

Year. Accredited prep- 
aration for all colleges. 
One-year Intensive Re- 

view. General courses. EMINARY 
Junior College. Home 

Music. Art. Dramatics. All 
Small classes. Free tutoring. 
Write for catalog. 

(Yale), President 
West Bridgewater, Mass. 

Secretarial. 

Home atmosphere. 
joderate rates. M 

Lynn H. HARRIS, Ph.D. 

JUNIOR 
COLLEGE 

For young women. Ten miles from Boston. Two- 
year courses for high school graduates. Academic 
Home Economics, Secretarial, Art, Music. Expres- 
sion Courses. College preparatory. All sportse—tid- 
ing. Gymnasium, swimming pool. 30 acres. Delight- 
ful home life. Separate Junior School. Catalogs. 

U WINSLOW, Ph.D... President 
149 Woodland Road Auburndale, Mass. 

ABBOT ACADEMY 7 
x sgavTIFUL New England town. General and college pre- 

courses; strong faculty Art, music, dramatics. 
gorts—skating, skiing, riding. 107th year. Catalog. 
Adéress Registrar, 14 Abbot St., Andover, Mass. 

Chamberlayne ee 
year college course. Harvard instructors in Liberal 
Serretarial studies, home economics, int. decorating, 

45th year. Day and resident. Catalog. 
6. .B., M.A., (Radcliffe), Prin. 

Bex D, 229 Commonwealth Ave., Boston, Mass. 

Miss Farmer’s School of Cookery 
Training in cookery and household arts for home one vo- 
cation. Individual supervision in small practice cla 
Able instructors One Year. Eight Weeks Intensive "end 
Short Courses. Student residences. Booklet R 
Miss Alice Bradley, 30 Huntington Ave., Boston, Mass. 

MARY BROOKS 
Junior College courses: Academic, Secretarial. Teacher- 
training, Social Service, Home Economics, Journalism, 
Library Science, Retail Store Service, Art, Music, Dramatics. 
All sports. Social life. Superior faculty. High standards. 

Assistant Owecter, Hotel Victersa, Copley Besten, Mess. 

NEW YORK CITY AND VICINITY—GIRLS’ SCHOOLS 

G FOR YOUNG WOMEN 
Park 

LIBERAL AND PRACTICAL ARTS 

Suburban to New York City 

BRIARCLIFFE MANOR, N.Y 

Recocnizep by leading colleges and universities. College 
preparatory, advanced courses in liberal and fine arts, sec- 

retarial science, medical assistant, home economics, social 

service, speech arts—dramatics, journalism. Educative week- 
end privileges. Private baths. 12 tennis courts. Swimming 
pools. Lake—canoeing, skating. 18-hole golf course. Rid- 
ing, tennis, and all sports. Moderate rates. Catalog. 

Edgewood Park, Box R, Briarcliff Manor, N. Y. 

Open in summer as a resort hotel—‘Briarcliff Lodge” 

YMOUNT COLLEGE ses 
th Ave. neg aes 

‘DRAL SCHOOL 2 scopal school 
~ ‘iris in the 

twenty-three miles 
courses. 

swimming. Established 1833. Catal l 7 R —¥ ablis atalog + | eques 
Reid, Principal, Garden City, L. 1., N. Y. 

jas 70th Strest. N 

Prenaraery a nior Collegiate th ourves. Music, 4 rt. Epramatics All athletics. 79th year. 
Masiand, Principal . 

CO-EDUCATIONAL 

= TUTORING SCHOOL 
ects! 35th hf New | York fork City, 

mel iarction Experlented t fculty Ble liye Eleventh year 

* thon reqoest so Wickersham 2-8198 

DREW SEMINARY 
For Ginvs. Accredited college preparatory, general course. 
Music, art. secretarial, dramatics. On beautiful Lake 
Gleneida. government. All eperte—sidiee. Gym- 
nasium. 54 Separate Junior . ae Oth a 3 
Catalog. Or. “i. “E. Wright. Pres., Bex # 

You have no more important problem than 

the choice of the best school for your chil- 

dren. Write directly to the schools listed 

in these pages or if you prefer write to this 

department and we will be pleased indeed 

to assist you in the selection of the proper 

school for your son or daughter. 

vv 

ROGERS 
HALL 

An old New Engiand school for girls 
Near Boston. Thorough college prepara- 
tion. Advanced courses in secretarial 
training and home economics. Music, art, 

and dramatics. All sports including rid- 
ing. Swimming pool. Winter sports. 

For catalogue, address 

Mrs. Katharine Whitten McCay 
Bex R Lewell, Mass. 

AK CROVE 
AE SCHOOL FOR GiRiS 

Emphasizes Preparation for College and 
Gracious Living. Music, Art, Expression 

_ Upper and Lower Schools Graduate 

Course Secretarial Science. Joyous Outdoor Ree- 
reation among the Leautiful Maine Hills. Riding 
included 

Mr. and Mrs. Robert Owen, Principals 

Box 125 Vassaiboro, Maine 

NASSON COLLEGE 
Degree courses, Home Economics tarial Science. 
Prepares girls for teaching. hospital dietitian business and 
home management, broad cultural background. Glee club, 
orchestra. dramatics. $550 rate. 3 hrs. to Boston. Catalog. 
Dawn Neilson Wallace, Dean, Box GB, Springvale, Maine. 

Stoneleigh-Prospect Hill School 
A school whose Educational Program of College Preparatory 
and General Academic Courses includes. without extra 
charge. Music, Art. Mensendieck Physical Training, and 
Riding. 150 acres. Private Stable 

Address: Greenfield, M 

with resident group. College 
ti illside _wowoy general and ser- 
retarial courses. One-year post graduate in any of these. 
Dramatics. .- ic, art. Sports. Junior School. Riding. 46 mi. 
to N. Y. C. Catalog. Margaret R. Grendiinger, Vida Hunt 
Francis, Principals, Box R, Norwalk, Conn. 

Country day school for girls 

Accrsprrep. A.A. and A.8. degrees. Lib- 
eral Aris. Exceptional Secretarial courses. 
Medical Secretaryship. Homemaking, De- 
sign, Advertising. Library. Soc. Science. 

Musie, Art. Sports. a., New Haven, Conn. 

JUNIOR COLLEGE 

Green Mountain Junior College 
Coed. Besutifully located progressive college. Fully ar- 
credited. High scholastic standards. Arts, sciences. music, 
business pevetens education. Graduates enter Junior year 
of universities. Sports. Reasonable rates. Cateloe 

we, Jesse P 4 College St 

EDUCATIONAL 

MIDDLE ATLANTIC STATES—GIRLS’ SCHOOLS 

St. Faith’s School 
Secretarial, Art, Music, French, Winter Sports. 

Regents Examinations. Tuition $550. yr. 
Protection, Care, Health. 

Apply to Rev. Or. F. Allen Since, Principal, Saretege Spa, &. 1. 

WYCHWOOD SCHOOL 
19 miles from New York City. A small and different 
school with emphasis on individual interests and abili- 
ties. College preparatory and general courses. 
dancing, music, art, riding, swimming. 
Elizabeth R. Gill, Headmistress, 

THE KNOX SCHOOL 
Foe a- YER. liege Preparation 

E.B. exams courses: 2-yr. course with trans- 
fer to 1 -_v_. = yr. terminal Re course. Music, 
Art, Drama. Secretarial Science, Household Arts, ane 
Mrs. E. Russell Houghton, Bex R, Cooperstown, . Y 

MORAVIAN “i 
og oldest i scheel (1742) iy St oey: erades 

cate and degree courses. Music, Art. ial, Dramatics. 

Mn i ee ee oe 

schools invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, 
ese - 

please mention REDBOOK Magazine. 
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MIDDLE ATLANTIC STATES—GIRLS’ SCHOOLS 

HA iL Fer girls. 83rd year 200 acres—C entral Penna. 

* JUNIOR COLLEGE AND SCHOOL + | #!./4e5 scclloli: spain course Art, Sache Secretarial, Dramatics. 
South in the Cumberland Valley, a little north of Dixie sible. Catalog. T. C. Grier, Dir., Box 39, Bi 

For Young Women. Two year Loe and four year High School—both aceredited. Transfers to 
universities without examination. “College Boards’ Bet d at school. Intensive Review. Con- . 
servatory of Music, Dramatics, Art, Intert tr Dec., Pre-Journalism, Costume Design, Home Ec. ¢} 
Pre- Librarian Secretarial. Fireproof buildings: connecting baths. Riding, swimming pool. 
canoeing, tennis, golf. dancing. Happy social life Trips to Washington, D. C., mountains, eae 4-year college. Liberal arts, science, ~ 
battlefields. nearby. Part of May at Ocean City. National patronage. Moderate rate courses: health ed., fine arts. ete. Teachers’ 
7. Catalog—Addr F. Magill, LLD., B R, CHAM Suburb of Philadelphia, paadevete rates. : og ess: s. gi ox H BERSBURG, PA. e WE Grecneen, B E..0 bea her ‘a 

* are 

Maryland College | ~ nden fall: a 
Preoagatery and Genera! Courses ™Beantifel C oh: 
ming Pool Svan 7 Tuition. Separate Junior Scheal 

>>> FOR WOMEN < < < TENGEL. b. 0. Box 36, Ut 
AN ESTABLISHED COLLEGE of na- ro STHOOL 
tional patronage where North and for college <i Elementary and 
South meet. A.B., B.S. degrees. To erqdes. Aye ps 
eo also awarded. Schools of 
siberal Arts, Journalism, Home Eco- 9 

nomics, Music, Kindergarten Train- hesistrar, 2200- 2 00_Girard rd Ave. Phi 
ing. Speech, Se tarial C 8 
Fine Arts, Suburban to Baltimere on Roberts- -Beach Sc 
72 acres. Seven home-like Colle " . ge preparatory school for girls near Baltion 
buildings. Pleasant social life. 4 Q Washington. High scholastic standing, exceptions 

WASHINGTON, D. C.—GIRLS’ SCHOOLS 

Sports. Riding. Catalog. Small classes. Separate house for youest girl, 
a Saere Sou ses. and Art. Variety of sports; riding 

Lutherville, Ph.D., & Sarah M. Beach, Ph.D., Box R. 

NATIONAL PARK SOUTHERN STATES—GIRLS’ SCHOOLS 

Srerrean to Washington. This distinguished 
junior college and preparatory school for girls ERN c SEMIN 
attracts discriminating patrons. Graduates be- : 
come intelligent homemakers, charming compan- 
jons through variety of cultural courses. Prep- 
aration for advanced standing in universities. ; an JUNIOR este 2 
Secretaryship, home economics, journalism, music, 

art, dramatics. All sports. Cmiee A School of Character. For Girls. Ac- ] ing, Physical Education. Library Science, 
James Ament, A.M., P LL.D credited Junior College and Preparatory | Journalism, and Secretarial Courses. The 

Fores t Gise. fisrytang School in the Blue Ridge Mountains of | school is noted for its mental and physical health 
Virginia in the midst of almost Alpine | All sports. Gaited Saddle Horses. Indoor oF sun. 
4 - a + ht ewimming pool. eranda 
Scenery. Home life that of fine old South- | water. 70th B year. P Gataigg i, vorem irons Robert Lee 

Durham x 996, ern family. Music, Art, Expression, Dra- . View 
matic Art. Home Economics, Social Train- 

in A 3 = Bethel — Gulf - Park | = 
ale JUNIOR COLLEGE & BY-THE-SEA Superior musica! advan Hm 

4 YEAR HIGH SCHOOL For cirts, Accredited 2-year Junior Col- economics, business, te 

ADVANTAGES of the Capitol. lege in the land o° sunshine. Also 3-year 
college preparatory course. Music, art, 
speech and theater arts, home economics, 
secretaryship. Park-like campus of semi- 
tropical beauty. Riding, salt water sports. 
New fresh water pool. Dancing. Catalog. 
Richard G. Cox, Pres., Box W, Gulfport, Miss. 

SOUTHERN STATES—GIRLS’ SCHOOLS Sayre School for Girls 
Founded 1854. Elementary through college p 
credited. Music, Art, Expression. 5 acre campat 
record unsurpassed. Rates reduced this year, For + 
dress: Dr. J. C. Hanley, President, Sayre Sched, 

‘ . —— = . Lexington, Ky. 
iM HEALTHFUL PIEDMONT 

ACCREDITED Junior College and 
college prep. Individual aptitudes 
developed. Home Ec., Kindergar- 
ten-Primary, Secretarial, Journal- 
ism, Art, Music, ae. pects. 
riding. Catalog. John C. Simpson, 
A. M., Pres., Box R, Danville, va, In Allegheny M ountains—near White Sulphur Springs Elevation 2300 feet Fownaes 1D 

Girls may enter for 4 years high school or for junior college work. Graduim 
admitted to colleges or ey accepting certificates. Special counes 
those not working toward a degre 

ERE I IT COL I Student and faculty relationship waenoswmhe and natural. Social contacts in the Prak 
dent's home and at The Greenbrier, White Sulp 

Dormitory fireproof, every room has connecting ‘bath, Healthful recreational activitia 
75. XW - -y York. Hien neh School and ~ yn pty Collese ies Flat rate $67 

Buildings. 78th year. Music, Secretarial, Art, Library For catalog, address French W. Thompson, D.D., Pres., Dept. R, Lewisburg, W- Ve. 
Science. apa - Ed., Home Ec., Swimming, Golf, Riding. 

Pres., Bex Banville, Va. 

TT ae : VIRGINIA INTERMONT 
Sullins College EXDOWED fester Gpewe ont am att. foment. RENAU ACAm 

Music, Art, Speech, Teacher Training, Home Ec., psica 
Junior College and High School. Both accredited. Ed.. Secretarial, Library Sc. Riding. Founded 1884. For GImLS: Located on compas 

acre Campus in beautiful Virginia Park. Swimming ae rates. Summer Camp: V. IL. Ranch. Catalog. usual eandand Sour 7 for 5 cima 
art and for outdoor sports and Pool, Boating, Riding. Music, Art, Dramatics, Home . G. Noffsinger, Pres., Box 145, Bristol, Va. 

kc., Secretarial. Modern Buildings, ewer, room has —_e students only. | Box R, 
bath. Catalogue and Views. Sul |, Va. SF i Hall ented & Cd 

- a thx, College - 
andoah Valley 

BLACKSTONE COLLEGE near Skyline Drive. 4 yrs. accredited preparatory, 2 yrs. => W A 4 D- B E LMO! 

For girls and young women. 2 yrs. College, 4 yrs. High college and elective courses. Secretarial Sc., Fine Arts. ACCREDITED Junior College and preparatory seul 
School. Diplomas in Liberal Arts, Music, Dramatics, Outdoor, indoor pools. Riding. Catalog. W.8. Gates, A. M., Pres., special courses in music, art, expression, home 
Secretarial, Home Ec., Physical Ed. Near Richmond. Mrs. John Noble Mexwell, Reg.. Bex R, Park Sta., Waynesbers, Va. physical education, dancing. secretaryship. Ia 
Healthful climate. Modern fireproof buildings. Endowed. ings. Pool. All sports—riding. Catalog. . 
Total cost, $515. Blackstone College, Box R, Blackstone, Va. SOUTHERN WOMEN’S COLLEGES Bryan, Reg., Ward-Belmont, Box 102, Nashville, 

OUTHERN COLLEGE | ‘any BALDWIN COLLEGE| @ FASSIFER N 
mond. h School 75th Year. Near Rich: Junior College end Hish Se Ploy For WoMEN. The college with a background of culture High school and lower grades. In ‘‘the 

Ac Moderate _ rate, 

wR 
J. W. Gaines, 

t » = 
1701 Massachusetts Ave., Hopkinsville, Ky. 

4 

F2 I] seeeecis Oo 
. Six special diploma 

-Round “ine «Get Golf, Swimming. Country and scholarship. Accredited; endowed. A.B. degree. Near Asheville and the Great Smoky Mt. Nat. LS 
- Southern home atmos Muste, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial. Educetionally effi- Art. iiepression. Happy relationships in bomeie 

cient, socially selective, spiritually sincere. iding, sports. phere. Riding, swimming and other § 
A. M., Litt. B., Pres., 330 College Place, Petersburg. Va. | Corciog. L. Wilson Jarman, Pres., Box R, Staunton, Va. | jos. R. Sevier, D.D.. Pres., Box C, L 

' 
’ ST. ANNE’S SCHOOL RR RENA COLLEGE Saint Mary’s School Healthful 

An Episcopal school for girls, in the foothills of the Bho Blue For Women d J C Il high s 
college preparation and general courses Keapted Pooenm Blue Rid. near Atlanta. Standard j sd 1 college. Small classes. Fails accredited. pean —" a, art, mapat a coerpe nd anata antares in va music oratory. as an unior olle Southern 

and dramatics. Outdoor sports all winter ing. Caialog, aical edce Rm 3° ” oor and cial courses. All spo Ernest Ci 
tracti i _s special and il Margaret R. Porter, M. A., , Virginia ari eae:, bisecigscopih D, Gainesville, Ga. Catalog A.W. Tucker, ‘Bus, gr., Dest. Me 

These schools invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK Mag 
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STATES—GIRLS’ SCHOOLS 

Accredited 
Junior Col- 

o 

1AM frances Shimer legend Fre. 
Penna. Art, Speech, Home Economic 4th 

eparation, 
F ‘i -~T 

LEG: 

{| @es7 re” 

Behool. Music Gymnasium and swimming h— 
balidings. Gs Inclusive fee, no extras. 3 modern 

Teta, Box 6 of. Mount Carroll, tit. 

. 

Monticello College 
Accredited 2-year Junior College and 4-year High 

ee ened 10 Sound, + Ageteuie syuinins. a 74 
Masie, Art, the Dance, Typing an iding. 30 

ook in “ a re National Patronage. Catalog. 

L aarbeush A., Pres., Box R, Godfrey, til. 

FERRY WALL: 
lege and High School training amid 

. Accredited. On Lake Michigan, 28 
from Chicago. ral courses. Music, art, dramatics. 
oe Riding. Not for profit. 68th year. Caan 
&. Tremain, Principal, Box 6, Lake Forest, tl 

he. f i den wood 
Also p Sees cae Modernized curric- 

Maes, Art, Sports Near St. Laois. Catalog. “A in ear 
= 1036, St. Charles, Me. 0.D., Box 

FOR GIRLS LLCREST FOR oN 
century successful experience with Junior girls. Ac- 

jon for fea, Sports, cs a —— epee. 
*.--4 cs ts. Ba ent to cago. 

WESTERN WOMEN’S COLLEGE 

CO-EDUCATIONAL SCHOOLS 

BRYANT COLLEGE 
BEAUTIFULLY located on campus in 
exclusive residential district, this 
outstanding college offers excep- 
tional courses in Business Adminis- 
tration, Accounting, Finance 
Secretarial Practice. Degree in two 
years. Coed Placement Gym- 
nasium. Dormitory. 74th year. 
Catalog. Director, Providence, R. 1. 

DEAN ACADEMY 
COEDUCATIONAL. Prepares for college, technical schools or 
usiness. Art, music, home economics. Intensive review. 

Sports. Endowed: $600 rate. 70th year. Catalogue. 
Earle S. Wallace, Headmaster, Box J, Franklin, Mass. 

EASTBOURNE “i Mass. 

offers your child a Grade A Public School education with 
advantages of pornos tant - yh group of children. \eas- 
ant social life for those o' igh Bets ool age. Camp in summer. Fee 
$35.00 per th. ) tt Apply 

CONSTANCE P. LOVELL Barnstable, Mass. 

Sr ra © aL 

SUNSHINE SCHOOLS 
This fall bring your children to sunny St. 
Petersburg. Let them enjoy the advantages 
of its splendid Sunshine Schools and its health- 
building climate. Abundant sunshine. Mild, 
even temperatures. Unusual freedom from 
epidemics. Finest public schools from kinder- 
garten through 3-year junior college. Excel- 
lent private schools and Florida Military 
Academy. For special school folder and illus- 
trated booklet write S, C. Smith, Sec’y., 
Chamber of Commerce— 

{T.PETERSBURG /cor/o4 

HALCYON FARMS SCHOOL 
A country school for children 4-15. Progressive methods 
with distinguished staff. Margaret Morris Movement. 
Music. Dramatics. High scholastic standards. 5 and 
7 day boarding plan. 400 acre farm. 1*% hrs. from New York. 

Out- of-I Door School 
In Sarasota, Florida. Progressive resident « 
school for boys and girls 3-18. Special i ty to 
health. Fail term in North Carolina mountains; rid- 
ing. Swimming in Sh of Mexico. Feasest 8. 
Oweeter. & 1. St, Wickershem 27-4258 Mr. and Mrs. Edward R. Clark, Directors, Goshen, N.Y. 

Oakwood frien Friends School 
College preparatory and « . Country location, 
70 tiles fro from New he Supervised recreation and 

138th year. Moderate rates, De extras. ——- 

Tennessee Wesleyan College “Scce* 
Accredited Junior College, diploma in 2 years 
courses: music, art, business, religion, educat 
cal, pre-law. Coed. Moderate fee. 
location in beautiful East Tennessee. C s. 
james L. Rebb, President, Box R, Athens, Tennessee. 

. 4. Reagan, A.M., Prin., S Road, P . ¥. 

NT MARY’S COLLEGE 
liberal arts ey 4 for women. Confers 

god Mus.B. degrees. Also cultural, vocational, 
courses. Unusual caeamneges in Music, Art. Sports 

Sacre campus. C yy * Saint ye s Pelteee, 
Bex R, Notre Dame, Holy Cross Ind 

WOODMERE ACADEMY 
Advantages of boarding school, but with home environment. 
Ideal living arrangements in homes of faculty close to 
school. Accredited country day school, convenient to New 
York. Fine college entrance record—smal! elasses. Address 
H. M. Perry, Woodmere, Long Island, N. Y. 

WILLIAMSPORT DICKINSON 
Accredited two-year Junior College and four-year prepera- 
tion for College Boards. Co-educational liberal Arta, 
Music, Art. Secretarial, Drematics ~~ ay for all. Sub- 
stantial endowment, low rates. 87th y 

W. Long. D.D., Pres. Box a. Sumer Pa. 

SPECIAL SCHOOLS 

ILSON SCHOOLS 
G@teptionsl children of all ages. Large epttrasee. 

College trained experienced 
instruction. SPEECH CORRECTION. 

Tates reasonable. Payment plan. Write, 

STEWART HOME SCHOOL 
For Retarded Children. 44th year. 

Private home and school om beautiful 500 acre estate in 
Blue Grass section. Cottage plan. Individual mental and e 
= al training. For ilatrated catalog address Ky. 

For girls and boys, age 2 to 14. 100 miles 
a Chicago. 

Limited number. Saddle horses. Summer Camp. 
aS gnte. For Catalog Address 

E. S. Millard, Box R, Evansville, 

MMi llaedll 25 SscHoO SOL 
Home infuence. 

M.A., Supt., 9 Arnold Place, Dayton, O. 

@ Est. i917 @ 

The best in the West 
' LOWBRIDG E 

hysician. Individual co fou Beautifal Fa «= ous ——/% Indorsed 
. Enrolment limit 

M.D., 1830 Bryant Bidg., ioc City, Mo. 

the WOODS schoot 
For Exceptional Chiles Three Separate Schools 
GIRLS TTLE FOLKS BOYS 

Box 166, rot 2 Pennsylvania 
Mollie Woods Hare, Principal 

E. POGUE t SCHOOL ‘w= year 
children and poste who jane 

‘are and Foy Bpecial teaching staff. 
play. Attending | Home-like en- 

suburb 25 miles from 
76 Geneva Read, Wheaton, Ii Illinois. 

DEVEREUX SCHOOLS 
SEPARATE TUTORING SCHOOLS for Boys and Girls. 
VOCATIONAL AND FARM SCHOOL for Boys over 16. 

'S ON LAKE EMBDEN, MAINE. Address 
HeLenxa Devrrecx Fentress. Director. or 

Joun M. Barciay, Registrar, Box 10, Berwyn, Pa. 

SCHOOLS FOR SMALL CHILDREN 

“THE HUTCHINSON SCHOOL 
A country boarding school for children from 3 to!2. Health- 
ful Location — progressively conducted. Aftractive and 

the ible rates. Address: — Mrs. G. M. Hutch- 
inson, Principal, New Windsor, Newburgh, N. Y. 

MRS. BURT'S SCHOOL 
For little children 1-10 years of age. Fee $55 a month 
including board, tuition and laundry. A homelike 
school for children. Principal, Miss Sylvia Clarke. 
1120 Constant Ave., Peekskill, N. Y¥Y. Tel. 1139. 

NEW ENGLAND STATES—BOYS’ SCHOOLS 

OTSEGO SCHOOL 
So BACKWARD CHILDREN————_ 

=: Sri aa ote outdoor program for sum- 

R.N.,Box 114, Edmeston,N.Y. 
. Henson 

Stes soe at 

nine All The Year Round 
teed relaxation. Ideal location: from May to Nov., 

a. Y.: a eee Nov. to May, Venice, Florida. State 
Special opportunities for smaller boys. Address, 

5. Fried, Prin., Bailey School, Katonah, N. Y. 

IS YOUR CHILD IMPROVING? 
Sabnormal children require medical treatment, train- 
ing and teaching. Resident Endocrinologist, special- 
izing in spastic paralysis. Investigate our results. 
Stone buildings—-30 acre estate. 
T. Frank Deviin, M.D., Marydell School, Langhorne, Pa. 

ROSEHRHUIL L (Ear hares 
semisigeat teaching and training under child specialist 

Experienced staff. Beautiful, secluded country 
b= ene Philadelphia : academic. arts and crafts. Ex- 
cellent food. Moderate rates. Booklet. 

Mrs. Anne M. Pope, Bex R, Chester Heights, Pa. 

SPEECH CORRECTION 

You Can Regain Perfect Speech, if you 

Bend today for beautifully, illustrated book entitled 
wes? AMMER,”’ bes the Bogue 
Unit Method for the selentide ,--4 of stam- 

and stu’ ste for yea hod successfully used at 
Institute 5; peareaince 1901. dorsed 

Baiacticedis hoo cada 
MMMERERS: Poon, deine, ee 

Which correct all speech defects, Most advanced 
Detsonal, individual ye Write today. 

Salts 514-£—40 Contra St Bre Boston, Mass. 

MECH CORRECTION, warct 
= . + Reterded starded Speech dys ehil- 

Bai Box R, Bristol, Rhode Island 

PERKINS SCHOOL 
A special school for the Scientific Study and Education of 
children of retarded development. Constant. sympathetic 
supervision. Individual training. Five homelike, attractive 
buildings. 80-acres of campus 
Franklin H. Perkins, M.D., Di 

daughter should be to educate the whole 
boy or girl—mentally, spiritually and 

physically. 
The training, association and environment 

experienced during school years lay the foun- 
dations for success in future life. The selection 
of the school best suited to develop each indi- 
vidual therefore should be a matter of thorough 
investigation. 

Write direct to the schools listed in these 
pages for information or if you prefer write or 
telephone to us and we will be pleased to assist 
you. 

¥Y aus AIM in educating your son or 

Address Department of Education 

Redbook Magazine 
230 Park Avenue New York 

Telephone: Vanderbilt 3-4600 

STEARNS 2S 
Preparation tor Cofipass and Scienti > ...POYS 
advancement New Hampshire fi ls. Year-round 
indoor and outdoor 4-4 Lower She ol. Catalog. 
A. F. Stearns, Prin.. Mont Vernon, N. H. 

Por 90 years in 

Lower schoo! for younger a 
John F. Dir. of Adm.. 36 Schoo! St.. Tilton. N. H. 

“> BUSINESS ADMINISTRATION? 
TWO-YEAR Junicr ag A Course in econom salesman 
ship. law. —-—y} All sports. wae College 
Freperatory Course ihend for for Bulletin Preferred. 

a CLARK SCHOOL 
FOR BOYS 
8 to16 Years 

lee eee aes Mb 
XETER - New HAMPSHIRE 

EW HAMPTON| 

Accredited preparatory school employing tutorial 
One teacher for every three boys. 
ad 

— jaual —— oe distinctive college preparatica. 
Dexter, Maine 

ASHBURNHAM SCHOOL 
Small. homelike Boarding School in the country. Boys 8-14. 
1200 ft. elevation. Healthy. normal. out of door living. 
Flexible recreational! program. and Water Sports, 
Riding. Winter Sports. Catalog. 

WHET TOG (| SORRTS Mesdmasie: ASMBUNEMM Ae HAS 5 

} invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK Magazine. 
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NEW ENGLAND STATES—BOYS’ SCHOOLS MIDDLE ATLANTIC STATES—BOYS’ SCHOOLS 

ROXBURY 
A Boarding School for boy Ron. 
ibly organized with instruction in 
small groups and personal atten. 
tion to the needs of every student. 
A large faculty of skilled teachers 
(one for every six boys.) Scholas- 
tic advancement as ee as each 
boy’s ability and application per- 
mits. Regular and healthful school 
life, including sports and non- 
athletic activities. Junior Dept. 
Write for illustrated catalogue. 

A. R. SHERIFF, HEADMASTER 
Cheshire, Conn. 

_ neem —emeeeamereecest emer 
Intensive training in finance, 

BABSON production, distribution, per- 

INSTITUTE 

sonal efficiency. 1-year course 
for men with two years col- 

Unique Business 
School Run Like 

lege or business. 2-year course 
for secondary school gradu- 

an Office 

LA SALL 
MILITARY 
ACADEMY 

AN OUTSTANDING CATHOLIC SCHOOL 

Effective college preparation under the Brothers of the Chris- 
tian Schools. 

like atmosphere. 
students. All spo 
hole golf course. R.¢ 
Moderate rates. 

Accredited. 
equipped buildings on 167 acre Long Island estate. 

Democratic relationship between faculty and 
grr: sh and salt water swimming. 

Catalog. 

well- 
Home- 

Small classes. Beautiful, 

Nine- 
54th year. Junior Department. 

Address 

Registrar, Box R, Oakdale, L. #., N. Y. 

MILITARY ACADEMY 
AT THE NATION’S SHRINE 

rey Gee. oat 

\VALLEY FORGE 

Stables, gymnasium, in- 
creased faculty. h 
scholarship standards 
with special supervisi 

Al sports, 

~**re Why 

Milttar y Se Aol 
is the title of 

by Br g 

D.S.M., 

Military 

to any 

A tes 

© simait 

Academ 

porent C 

for his boy Address the 

203 Academy Ave., Cornwa 

New York, for Hudson, free 

o- eee 

Ca = aE 
es entaies, address SUPERINTENDENT WAYNE, PA. 

Thorough Instruction 
Cultured home lite 

@ HPaLTHFULLY 
located in Alle- 

gheny foot-hills, this 
well-established pre- 
paratory scheol attracts 
discriminating patron- 

age. Sympathetic teacher- suotent relationship. Gradu- 
ates succeed in leading colleges. Adm. Dept. 
Sports, golf course, gym, pool. Individual courses of 
study for boys, 10 to 21. W. jacColl, President, 
Kiskiminetas Springs School, Box 29, Saltsburg, 

IRVIN 
® 100th year. 25 miles from New York Gy 
pares for College Board examinations. 
privileges, New York State Regents 
Limited to 125. Homelike environment, 
ual attention. Junior Department. Athletia 
Riding. Catalog C. Walter — 
TARRY TOWN.O! N-HUDSON 

jes the best facilities f: of all ages. 
Graduate tes “Moder mbuildine Muon and unfveraiticn 2 yr. Junior College 

iness: ie ings. ne - ner ™, swim- 
ming pool, ics. Moderate rat ies.” 
Arthur E. abate, Box B-117, "adiiee, Pa. |i 

|= HARRISBURG ‘:z<2..2:: 

FRANKLIN“MARSHAT. 
eee in many colleges. Percent pea tees toeach 

rn equipment. 

M. Hartman, Pd. D., Box R, Lancaster, Pa. 

records 
boy’s needs. Varied athletic program. 
Junior Gepertment. 

‘ADMIRAL FARRAGUT ACA 
America’s first naval prepa 
Prepares for all colleges, 
Point, Coast Guard Academy, 
Marine. Seamanship, navigation. 

Moderate rate. No extras. 
Junior school. Summer naval 

Rear Admiral S. 8. — 
U.S. N. (Ret.), Supt. Cate 
log. Box K, Toms River, W.J. 

BORDENTOWN 
Half a century of accomplishment 

AccrepiTep. Small classes. Boys taught hw ® 
Sixth grade through college preparatory. G 4 
colleges. Business studies. Summer session. New 
Athietics. Catalog. Registrar, Box 

PERKIOMEN ivisc?h. 
Accredited. Graduates succeed in leading colleges. New 
‘special interest’’ courses. Vocational guidance. Individualized 
curriculum. Carnegie library. Junior School, 44th year. 
Moderate rates. fate) Og. 

, Box 896, Pennsburg, Pa. 

PEDDIE S38 
rs have entered 

Yale, Princeton, Dartmouth, Harvard. 150 acres, 5 
buildings, Junior school. All sports for all 
course. Summer session. 71st year. Write & 
Wilbour E. Saunders, Headmaster, Box 9-F, 

FREEHOLD Scioo. 
th the Personal Touch” SCHOOL 

ote 15. eis, Modified military system, stressing obedience, or- 
derliness, self-reliance. Supervised study and play. Cavalry. 

Maj. C. M. Duncan, Prin., Box 966, Freehold, N. J. 

The Pennington Sc 
Prepares select boys effectively for college. © 
velopment a fundamental aim. Modern equipam 

All sports. Separate lower omee > 
toric location, near Princeton. 98th Catan 
Francis Harvey Green, Litt D., Box 

ates. Resident school. Stu- 
dents follow regular business 

Catalog. 

Cc. D. Smith, Pres. 

126 Babson Park, Mass. 

BUSINESS ADMINISTRATION 

Administration. Only college of 
its kind exclusively for men. 

Colle e Students from 17 states. Modern 
g dormitories. All sports. Unex- 

for Men ment. Address James L. Conrad, 
President, Box R, Dudley, Mass. 

NICHOLS JUNIOR COLLEGE 

WORCESTER ACADEMY 

for Boys. One hundred and third year opens Septem- 
ber 22. For catalogue. address 

EADMAS 
83 Providence Street Worcester, Mass. 

CURTIS "a%297° 8to l4 

New England home. Small classes. Curtis plan develops 
responsibility, initiative. 50 acres in Berkshire foothills. 
Winter sports. 62nd year. Low rates. Catalog 

Gerald 8. Curtis, Box R, Brookfield Center, Conn. 

ollege Preparatory 
ean aol Junior School 3 ae boys. 
Rev. Brownell Gage, Ph. B., Headmaster, 29 High St.. Suffield, Conn. 

Milford School 
Individual needs analyzed and met. Character-building. 
Homelike atmosphere. Companionship with stimulating in- 
structors. oF sports. Catalog. 

W. Gregory, Headmaster, Milford, Conn. 

BOYS’ SCHOOL 

SCHOOL 
vas no AVE. 

Collese 9 age Bb Begente. West Point pw 3 Aseepata, es year. 
ec a st of the dual st t. 

SAINT PAUL’S 
Thorough preparation for College. Separate Junior Dept. 
4th Grade up. een Gym, Pool. Small classes. Open 
to visitors 9 to 4 daily. Catalogs. Walter R. Marsh, 

procedure. Founded 1919. 

Ju n ior Executive courses in Business 

celled location. Restricted enrol- 

A Nationally-Known, Accredited Preparatory School 

THoroven elementary training in atmosphere of cultured 

1833 SCLLLELD va 

Nationally patronized preparatory school. Small classes. 

NEW “York city & — 

a now Tor Fall Term. At a request. 

Box R, Garden City, Long Island 

RUTGERS PREPARATORY SCHOOL 
Accredited. Small classes, individual instruction. Con- 
ference method teaches boys how to study. Cooperation de- 
velops self-confidence. Graduates in 40 colleges. All sports 
including swimming. Moderate rates. Catalog. Philip M. 
Boocock, Headmaster, Box R, New Brunswick, N. J. 

mreoes. ATLANTIC AiAtes 
OoYyvs’ SCHOO 

Charlotte Hall 
Boys’ accredited, military, preparatory school 35 miles 
from national capital. Rich in traditions, modern in equip- 
ment, sound in scholarship. New swimming 1. Academic, 
commercial and general courses. 163rd_sess 
Lt. Col. B. F. Crowson, M.A.,Prin., Charlotte Hall, Md. 

Allentown on” 
For boys. Accredited preparation for all colleges. General 
and business courses. Vocational guidance. Personal interest 
in each boy. All sports. Junior school. 3ist year opens 
Sept. 15. $550 rate, convenient terms. Catalog. 
Louis F. Hackemann, Head Master, Box R. Allentown, Pa. 

%* Carson Long Institute * 
Boys’ Military School. Educates whole boy—physically, 
mentally, poe. Sy 3 how to live: 
Foeparey, 6 Rates $500 00, Character ‘building su- 

New Bloomfield, Pa. 

A Boarding School for boys 
KOHUT emphasizing character build- 

ing, sound scholarship, phys- 
ical development. 29th year. Off Post Road. 22 miles 
from N. Y. City. Address H. J. Kugel, Prin., Harrison 
(Westchester Co.), New York. 

53 
WEST 

~ St atOR . 

THE MOHONK SCHC 
Accredited. Sound college preparation for boys. 

ing faculty. Separate Junior School. 
program of studies, hobbies, and s 
pus, 90 miles from New York. Riding 
Chauncey G. Paxson, Box R, Lake 

a eh 

School 
Information 

The Red Book Magazine publishes the announcements of 
fine schools each month. Read their announcements ¢ 
write to those which interest you. The list is so comprehensive 

are sure to be several which fit your needs. 
do not find the school or type of aches you 
seeking we will be glad to help you. 

personalized information collected by visits to the schools. 
details as to age of boy or girl, previous education, the kind of school you 
imate location and what you plan to pay per year. Address The Director, Dep 
of Education, The Red Book Magazine, 230 Park Avenue, New York City. 

In writing please A ave 

oF Write for rite for catalog. 

Box 18. 

These schools invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK Magi 
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cLORIDA MILITARY ACADEmy 
A Leading Southern Preparatory School 

ng-on-Hudson, A 7 : 

nt in preparing for college or business. Accredited college preparation. High stand- 

Biaing. Super on po ag A = «ards. Beautiful modern buildings, extensive 
ere fe Af -_ «athletic fields, open air swimming pool with 
Se a A a AE lea a agi continuous flow of pure water; golf, tennis, 

= ae rte sea bathing, championship teams, band. 
es ‘ “ Junior boys have their own department. 

ANLIUS SCHOOL Highest Gov't. rating. College Board Examina- 
i meee thes prepered boys for the best : 34 tion Center. Graduates in leading colleges 

bern ag 1. Fa, tH, , throughout country. Junior Unit R. O. T. C. By, 
rf h ? . ° 

ee Src a come green ier elk : “ae =infantry. Moderate inclusive rate for school 
sughl tent inst ti ‘\ ° 

Te yo . > 2S , , m year. Booklet on request. Address Director, 
d parents are invited to visit at any time. Sova 

wi, Hoatimaster, Box 496, Manlius, W. ¥. FLORIDA MILITARY ACADEMY 
ST. PETERSBURG, FLORIDA 

Preparatory Academy 

mrscme=.RIVERSIDE ILITARY 
The nation’s largest military preparatory - NSTITUTE Winter Home 

DN, D. C.—BOYS’ SCHOOL school, with two complete school plants to ; in Florida 
which were added in 1935-36 buildings 
erected at a cost of more than $100,000.00, - f Oldest ates = 

POINT or ANNAPOLIS Fall and Spring in the invigorating climate in America, F ly accredited 
of Blue Ridge Mountains, Winter at Holly- : Special junior department. Pre- 

y preperation cutusivcty ur Govt. Academies. wood-by-the Sea, Florida. . pares for college or business 
¥ tion i costesent. a a. ¢ y Catalog. Varied program of activities. Aviation, Fell end spring 

Columbian Preparatory School. Paul W. Publ, A.B., mid-winter ocean sports, golf course, two \ beautiful estate near - . 4 A 
island Ave.. N. W., Washington, D. C. gymnasiums, tiled swimming pool, tennis, Winter session in fine 143 Rhode ’ . ston, completely equipped recreation rooms. Ibuildings at Venice Flori ‘a 

Latest sound picture equipment. 250 acre ic “in the land of perpetual sun 
STATES—BOYS’ SCHOOLS campus. Separate Junior School | shine.” Boys enjoy healthful 

The economy, record of achievement, and — land and water sports al! year 
guarantee of progress at Riverside appeal with no interruption to studies. 

MILITARY to parents. Flat rate of $994 covers every 
j RDON COLLEGE possible expense. For catalogue, address For catalogs, address 

L Cot. Chas. 8. Richmond, Pres. 

p Pempesaters School and Junior Col- COL. SANDY BEAVER, President } BoxR tyndon, Ky— 

and standards that have Box R, Gainesville, Georgia 
y of accomplishment. An honor 

school. Outstanding equipment, beauti- 
‘buildings on 350 acres. Homelike atmosphere. 
tourse, 2 sport fields, 2 drill grounds. Non- Gulf Coast 

Ebooks, laundry, uniform, all teen, Gat a . . 

accessible. Write for Catalog. Pane ee tt MARGRAVE Military Academy 
Right on the Mississippi Gulf Coast. 

NNESSE MILITARY MI Li TAR Y ACADEMY Genial sunshine, salt breezes. Healthful 
“ om ” and invigorating climate Up-to-date 

INSTITUTE ionaeee ~#&, A, equipment, high-class faculty of college 

in healthful Piedmont. Character-building stressed graduates. Graduates accredited Eastern 
er non practical busine the best in | by experienced Christian faculty. Modern equip- Colleges. Athletics, water sports. outdoor 

-_— = AT . - a 7 ment on 60-acre campus, All sports under careful , activities every day Military discipline. 

where boys make good. Mild "Southern climate. supervision. Swimming. Moderate rate. Catalog. ee eS ee i, golf, on 100-acre campus. Swimming Band, | Cel. A. H. Camden, Pres., Box R, Chatham, Va. zee Arpertnente—Sentes. 5 to 14; Sen- 
¥. if de or, years and over. Open year “round. 

tates. Monthly payment plan sired. Member Association Military Colleges 

Fer illustrated catalogue, address and Schools of U. 8. Write for catalog. 

CR Endsley, Box 182, Sweetwater, Tenn. ’ ST. CHRISTOPHER’S Gulf Coast Military Academy 
An Episcopal country fimo for bee. Thereagh college Gulfport, Miss. 
Preparation. Accredite ‘ine traditions. rge campus, 

r) Military Academ three athletic fields. Moderate rates. Catalogue. nd Us The Bov And We 
y Rev. Ch ce. tayne, Ph.D., o., oP a 

ralngs Inst prep school. Highest mi military Box R, “Bichsnomd, Viegas iid umn You The MAN 
Individual house plan whereby boy 

teachers under tutorial system. ‘Junior school, 
13. Por . address 

t, G. M. A., College Park, Georgia 

School 

UE RIDGE us ube : 
health record; fully sccredited 1 oked ©” by 

sien) eterna fees. Write for catalog: . nigh 
»Box R, Hendersonville, 

ARLISLE SCHOOL 
Military Preparatory. Small classes. Je 

instruction. Homelike atmosphere. Wis 
eludes raeenrecter — a $450 tn 

Janes R. Risher, Bamberg SC “atene 

! RG insrrure | JUNIOR Xeavenr GiuMB1Ay Blok 4th Yr. College the Blue Grass. Fully Accredited. Boys 5-14. Kindergarten through 8th Mg a home- yt 4 
Rates very 6 moma and Separate Junior | jjke atmosphere. Modified military system. Camp makes Peugriment preparin 7 

heumadanal - Ben 2 For catalog address. sible 12 months enrollment. Moderate rates. Maj. Ereaiete and Space Seg Aches Setice inch ees ing, 
Box 436, » Ky. | DeBerry, Box R, Bloomington Springs, Tenn. — 

A 

oreosiv® 
s Coates * aod aes 

cane’ 

Schools invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK Magazine. 
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SOUTHERN STATES-—BOYS’ SCHOOLS WESTERN STATES—BOYS’ $¢ 

Ore ’ 

as | A CULVER: oe 
STAUNTON y i nrittkey Se 
ONE of America’s most distinguished military academics : ’ for all colleges, 
for youths (10-20), located in beautiful Shenandoah Valley 3 A Cc Ao ig MY lege work. ¢ 
near noted health resorts. For more than 75 years gradu- / LAKE KEE —~ ney 
ates have made good acholastic records at col- 
leges, universities, West Point, Annapolis, 98 Pershing Way Culver, iy 
R.O.T.C. Unit. Experienced faculty, C.E.E.B. 
center. Liberal Courses for cadets not planning 4 
to enter college. Excellent equipment, modern ’ ; . 2 A 
studio, laboratories, carpenter and machine ¥ Clean Mind HC we 
shops. Swimming pool one of best in East. . ren ee ceenaiien fee a 
Band. Junior School, separate building, with Reumpathetie teau > Spo Sane 
own faculty and housemother. Catalog. 53rd year. Moderate rates 

‘ Catalog. 596 Academy Place, Howe, Ind. 
Supt., Box R-9 Kase STATION, STAUNTON, VA. 

ROOSEVELT mu 
“Builders of Men” 

College preparatory and lower school. - 
g VIRGINIA classes with individual attention and 

All sports including horseback riding, 
Bors, 12 years and up, are For catalogue, write Col. L. §. Stafford, Bax ¢ 

be itize b 

MILITARY ACADEMY SCHOOL ph AAD Yt, A. FAR WESTERN—BOYS’ 8¢ 
Fert Defiance, Virginia Fully accredited college preparation. Sinall classes— 

CoLLece preparatory. Small classes. Experienced fac- students receive individual attention. — Excellent staff 

ulty. Graduates in 42 colleges. All sports including rid- and equipment. Healthful Piedmont Valley. Resident NEW High School and. 
ing. Modern gym and swimming pool. 400 acres. 7Ist physician, Outdoor sports all year. Est. 1890. Catalog. raat a 
year. Reasonable rates. For catalog, address Box 18, Wm. M. Kemper, Headmaster, Box R, Danville. Va. aa 

} y Pm, MILITARY 
Cot. T. J. ROLLER er Mas. C. S. ROLLER, Jr. INS 

Box S, Roswell, New Mexico ' 

andolph-Macon acaoemy 
MILITARY EDITED 44th VE 

Prepares for dina Super tam intensive stady methods. i FRESNAL RANCH b 

fireproof build! rvised athletics. For catalog, address | (College preparation for 30 boys 11-18, Stafd 
Col. John C. Boggs, , Box R, Front Royal, Va. masters. On 15,000 acre cattle ranch at altituded 

in a sheltered canyon in the Baboquivari Mountam 
M A Ss S A-N U : = T t N interests of Western life. A horse for every ba, 

- 

futey accredit Prepares for college or business. BRYAN F. PETERS, Headmaster, Tecom 
classes Supervised study. Lower School College Orfiodera Accredited Average class 12. 
" in new separate building. Heusemother. R.O.T.C. odern equipment—gymnasium—swimming 

ve. pweerees, buildings. Inside swimming pool. pool athletics 230 acre farm and week-end camp a BEAUTY CULTURE 
Ail athleties. Best ith r . Students .” 27 states andoah Valley. near Washington. Catalogue 

‘a. Dr. Howard J. Benchoff. 

RE UNI 

AcAD EMWY 

* =~ * | CCHREINER INSTITUTE; ‘of Wiltred. ¢ aT 
or manage U aie UTHERN SCHOOL FOR 
ine S High School and Junior College 2 Daoepeeents o ym 

x Minirary ScHoow. Highest academic rating. accredited. Military. Small Supervised study. ~ 
Business course. R.O.T.C. All sports. 57th year Idea! winter | climate. ata 96 from San Antonio. r Testy 

*x Col. M. H. Hudgins, Box R, Waynesboro, Virginia. For literatu: LANEY, Pres., Box R, tions FkbS through 
Kerrville, = WILFRED wk 5 

wh 
WESTERN STATES—BOYS’ SCHOOLS wiLFED J 

Sx. JOHN°?S leu 
ARY SCH s 

ult So Banvoap-G rand Prize W GINTARY SEHOg __of MILITARY ACADEMY banner 
‘ oe ators an oppe -Owners. - 

age — mod beng the . Tuonoven scholastic training Sees | ae | famous 
he oldest boys’ school e . under a faculty of boy specialists wie indorsed by lea request 

Gon wad ndbiovoments. tao- : prepares students for college and oy eth My Goon Beauty 
life. Complete athletic and mili- 4 A 

and other countries. Catalog 39th year. Dr. J. J. Wicker, wi tock, \e ead Master. 
Pres., Box R, Fork Union, Virginia. CCS BEA IW a ) 

SOUTHWESTERN—BOYS’ SCHOOL “Tt 

wow 6 ie wees nod vag uTY 

= 

cessfully educates the boy i ‘ r 

mentally, physically and mor- tary program builds healthy minds Bilyn.—427 F 
Je all Inspires leadership and bodies, attracts boys from all : Newark, N. J.—Bread 

ully eS "Small 48 states. Healthful location in 
Ex last sad d Wisconsin’s land o’ lakes. Ex TH ce tionally high scholastic stem ards. 5 _ 

Complete sty pare educators. : cellent equipment includes 16 PHYSICAL EDUCA 
Modern buildings; $200,000 gymna buildings on 160 acres. Gym- 

sium; ledesr umes 4 ++ rifle bare. nasium. Swimming, skating, tennis, AVAGE SCHOOL for PHYSICAL 
ove boy. utiful grounds (36 A oe riding, golf, trapshooting. Band. Watson L. Savage, Secretary 
acres). WRITE HOW fer Catalog. F 52nd year. Ask for Catalog. a Co-Educational. wap Hd Tol 

. . De Koven Hall, ener is. theory and practice of alth @ 
Col. A. M. Hitch, Supt. ; } _~ Employment Bureau *, a Request 
696 Third Street, y ‘ 308 West 59th St., N. Y. : 

ODD For Boys 6 to 18 
87th Year. Accredited 

Mee M4ALITARY Vitalized individual Col- A 4 G F N T cal 
ACADEMY lege Preparation; and progressive Lower School. P yeleal 

ears 200 acres. 10 buildings. Shop. Swimming. 
"Polly accredited ee a Riding. Music. Dramatics. Hour from Chicago. Visit. ot Cate University. —_ at tue 

business. Separate Junior school. Catalogue:—Roger Hill, Prin., Box Di, Woodstock, III. 4-year degree course. Unusua hy 
Ernst Hermann, Dean, 38 Everett St. 

vnaeam. M.M.A. 39B St., Mexico, Mo. : 
MILITARY MORGAN PARK “san  gersne i 

Nationally-known preparatory school with progressive edu- Accredited. 
i boy. Suburban to Course. 2 yr. 

foth. le it. of apageata 

. 

cational methods develops the whole 
, meitary Academy and Junior College Chicago, pupils enjoy advantages of city. Small classes. erapy Devt 

Seb year 41 miles from Kansas City. tla School All sports. Separate lower sc’ , rd year. Not for profit. reau. 
- yal Giles a holastic standards. S » , R. 6B. hey Diversey Parkway, Seieneeins unio Ce seStai £0 ac: i neal Catalog. Col. H. D. Abells, Box 996, Morgan Park, til. Dept. . 

Cot. $. Sellers - « 196W. Place, L Mo. R 
MINING—ENGINEE - ACADEMY @ PILLSBURY ACADEMY | (ELGIWN incurs) |New mexico SCHE 

s boys for college and for life. Modified military > 
a Personal supervision. Superior instruction. Smail UNiQvE teaching plan. Accredited preparation for 
classes. All sports, gymnasium, swimming pool. Endowed. all colleges. General courses. 9th grade and up. All 
Junior School. 60th year. Catalog. sports, gym, pool. dowed. Moderate rate. Dereles. aad \ 
Milo 8. Price, Ph.D., Headmaster, Box 496, Owatonna, Minn. Earl G. Leinbach, Head Master, 221 Academy 

ing me schools .- ‘ MILITARY ESTER pearent "tsi Meals ed Bere 
INSTITUTE daly Series les, Sotge, Gretunts Contest, | saree od Ae 

Certifies to colleges. Lower school for or boys. New on Common Schou! Branches Competitive tor Catalog 22 
idings pi athletic field in heart of os weeded estate. Address i ngs. Near 

aw, , College Hill, Cincinnati, 0. RL Box R-9, Alton, 

= 

E.R. WATSON. REGISTRAR. SOUS 

These schools invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK M 
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SCHOOLS OF AVIATION AND AERONAUTICAL ENGINEERING SECRETARIAL SCHOOLS 

PARKS AIR COLLEGE 
s\2°oeT AST ST LOUIS 

yeu college education majoring in aviation 
ae leading to B.S. Degrees in Aeronautiral 

er 2, 7 0 dt." of aad Pobullt in 

+ on Field. Fall term Sept. 24. ¢ og. Write 
Regietrar, Devt. s a8-6. 

EAST ST. LOUNS. 5 Lous. m1. 

SEY JONES SCHOOL 
5236 BROAD ST., HEWARK, W. J. 

A ae 

z r 4 Dearee ares in 

B AVIATION: Also Filet’s G _M : 

sane focese.”* 

jon Administration, Aviation Mechanics 

with all leading aviation congener Dormi- 

PYEAR puns amronr 

ae Nseries os aie i? for Cataine. 

Administrative Courses 
vit 

( BEE 
AVIATION SCHOOL EIT 

eeatanare Goscencts Pictd Conglete Voces tor 3 
Teeny Write Begetrer, Grower f. Mmests, © 1. 

Tue poy with the real desire to get into overalls 
and work around aeroplanes or motors is often 
seeking to do that which he is best suited to do 
and which is in no way inferior to protessional 
service. There is no evading the long appren- 
ticeship whether in school or in practical work, 
therefore, the school is preferable when finan- 

cially possible. The aviation and aeronautical 
engineering schools listed here are decidedly 
worthy of your interest for they are among the 

leading schools in this country. Write to them 
for information for this country is today air- 
minded and this new profession offers many 
avenues of opportunity. 

earn BV = 7 
At LINCOLN _—*= 
Checme aviation for a wocceestol career 

opment im history of sviativn ow nm Se 
iy, IF ev mochen 

arnt wl! train you for 
Man on a flockonte a4 eeetet por mm 
que 

rrmett tom beer end) rom while im tress 
fe oo an fore at ay 

& Vevey Someone 

X-RAY AND LABORATORY SCHOOLS 

« School of » 

meine 

months course 4 to 6 months’ internmhip. Micro- 
Besa ons Cieed cheumetry, X-Ray [Es nae 

3612 Laces Ave, St. Lowls, Mo. 

NURSING SCHOOL 

i n Boulevard Hospital 
eee SCHOO OF NURSING. Three years 

living quarters. Requirements High 
- Fae. maintenance. Write for Bu:letin, to 

or Nomen, Dept. R. B., 2449 Washington Bivd., 

SCHOOL OF DIETETICS 

NOTITUTE of DIETETICS 
‘car Course in Dietetics comastcing Food 

ue. 5 Diet Therapy, Scientific Food Prepa- 
a Institution Management. Employment Service 

Catalog M5. 660 Madison Ave., New York City. 

- Also X-Ray and Physiotherapy 
in 3 months. Unusually high 

graduate placement. 

WRITE ron catatos 

Incorporated school offers complete, thorough. courses 
tay _and laboratory technic. Day and night 

oeses Experience ppposesaney. Write _f r cat alog 
l 

Wevivler © a Fay A 
at 

be erretar 

—— ad ey ay College campoar, col lege life Pileceme 

Seeeeer Gooch, M. A (Cot), Sex Eilers, Come. 

MERCHANTS & BANKERS’ 
Bow as tad School 

49 years preparing rtodents for business careers. Train, live, 
work in the heart of the commercial world. We beip you: 

Booklet R 
mu 

Employment, Places to live, Social life 

News Bidg., 220 E. 424 St, H. Y¥.C., 

© KATHARINE GiBBS SCHOOL ® 
SeceeTsuiat. Executive, Academic. One and two year 
couress. Special courwe for college women Ceosakea @ 
request. President's Secretary 9 Martbers St. 
New York, 230 Park Avenue. 155 Angell St Providence, 

BaLttanp ScHOeL —;.: »«- 
Serretarial, Housekeeping. Home Nurving. Tes 
Koom, Cafeteria and Inatit o Managemen’. 
Short business courses, € Gren, pe aleleria. 

Siz sMliated 1 Senees. Send for « 
610 Lexixnoton Ave. at 554 Sr., 

CHOOLOF BUSINESS 
CTICE AND SPEECH 

Rrerutive busses ant serretarm sournee fo High 
Smee a wenn og ee yee 

ow meet ( stag ter Meow) co- 
seers = crTy “Gud Mids (30-5781. Sm be) ATL. COtemtes 5 > a2) 

COMMERCE AND BUSINESS 

stalog EQ 
4s. 1.C. 

UDIaR COLLEGES 
OF BUSINESS ADMINISTRATION 

Rivee Plan saves time and expense. Trains beri- 
Mess executivet, expert seeountants, outstanding oec- 

s « 
lor degrees. 1500 students 

ties. Sororities. Ath- 
emt place mert 

Tind year and Rider Pies oo 
request Direeter RIDER C COLLEGE, Trestes, &. J. 

Willamette av gad Clnieal ries, 
inc... 7th Flose Studie Bi 

a FRANKLIN <=. 
A Dext. of Franklin School of Science and Arts 

oy Fochaslony to we é 

aN eee eM 
AL SCHOOLS 

Pace Institute 
ttt busses and cu tere 

For Bulletin 5. apply to Registrar, Ds Be 

secome COURT REPORTER 
-AIN FORA FINE 

LLEGE OF CHIROPODY 

VOIS COLLEGE 
Y AND FOOT SURGERY 

Rs twenty-4ith year, offers ive lending to a —— fay we at orn 

eae Rit Foret for encamee National 
oy chiropodists, 

Sthopedists. Excelient clinical 
wile tbe Regintrar, Dept. 222 

tries. 
Write for 

.e for FREE BOOK about 

TELEVISION -RADIO 
Big future in new field. Train at “big time” 
broadcasting station. Qualify for Gow't license. 

Sates 

a 

P 
Le . 

NATIONAL ' “SCHOOLS 
MAIL THIS COUPON FOR FREE BOOK 

under professionals, write for detailed information. 
ONLY REPORTING ay IN AMERICA 

Lusk Shorthand Reporters, 1 N. 

Miami-Jacobs College 
7ith year. Accounting and Secretaria! 

Bachelor degree. Placement servicer. First — 
stody of industries. For cataloc, address 

=, College, Dayton, Ohio. 

KINDERGARTEN TRAINING 

ATIONAL COLLEGE ef 
L 50th year EDUCATION 

woenes educated {oe temctumg © Nearer) Sot A marr get 
Ss i wel Ars * ieee a | 

"Suis! EbéA Evie BARES. Pres, Sex 62 L. Beneeten, 2 

TALOZZI EBEL 
JEACHERS GE 

he tenes ems tae ige ee Be 
Regnea made ce S| —_ —<— 

of Kindergarten-Dlementary Trammg 
» Two and three pear courses. Dormitories. Historical 

=p and educations! beckground Cambridre and Bosien. 
Stodemt organizations and sports. Catalogue 

Secretary. 61 Everett Street. teect, Cambrigen, Mass. 

U. of Pa. School of Education 
The ILLMAN-CARTER Unit 

For Kindergarten and Primary Teachers. Formerly Iiman 
Training Sctool. For informatice atowt cowrses. dormitories, 
write [ean-Carter Unit. Bex BR. £068 Pine St.. Phila. Pa. 

FLATBUSH TEACHER TRAINING SCHOOL 
| ae iy anttiney Pader tutes for High School 

Mate corvthcstes. 

Dwight R. Little, 1615 Newkirk Ave_Brooklys, N. ¥. 

invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK Magazine. 
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PROFESSIONAL SCHOOLS 

yp PROJECTION 

yisioN-RADIO 
Learn in Los Angeles. Practical instrac- 
tion. Newest equipment. Master trainin: 
courses, 30, . 
board while learning. Coach R.R. fare al- 
lowed to L. A. Send coupon for C: 

ELE Scinerrms AL 
A Broap, basic, intensive course complete in one 
school year. Includes fundamentals of Refrigeration, 
Air-conditioning, Electronics. Approved by educa- 
tors, endorsed by industry. 44th year. Catalog. 

Wi? BLISS "Ysise" 
209 Takoma Ave., Washington, D. C. 

INDIANA TECHNICAL COLLEGE 
B. S. Degree in 2 years in Electrical, Civil, Mechanical, 
Chemical, Aeronautical, Radio and Television Engineering. 
Low tuition, earn board if desired. ated in a technical 
and industrial center. Enter Sept., Dec., March. Catalog. 
225 E. Wash. Bivd.. Ft. Wayne. ind. 

LEARN ricity 12 “ 

jee cies a Ae 
500 

whil 

Pres., COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL South Paulos’ Streets Devt. oT), Chicago Mis 

How I Became 
a Hotel Hostess” 

By Lette babrw 

Hotel Hostess Tells How She Secured Her 
Position, Though She Knew Nothing About 

Hotel Work 

“A year ago I had nothing to look forward 
to but years of disagreeable work, with no 
future possibilities and not even good pay. 
After a hard day’s work I would come home 
disgusted with myself, many times too tired 
to think. One evening I was looking through 
a magazine, noticed a Lewis advertisement 
and wrote for information. 

“The Lewis Schools’ book, ‘Your Big Oppor- 
tunity,’ came and I welcomed the chance to 
prepare and study while I was earning. 

“T secured a position as hostess, increasing my 
salary about $75, shortly after I received my 
diploma from the Lewis Schools. I am so en- 
thusiastic about the work, myself, that I say 
to others, if you want to get out of the rut 
into real success, enroll in the Lewis Hotel 
Training Schools.” 

Mrs. Lottie Palmer is typical of the many Lewis- 
trained men and women who have won success in the 
fascinating hotel, club, steamship, restaurant and in- 
stitutional field—one of America’s greatest industries. 
Our free book, “Your Big Opportunity,” tells how to 
train for a well-paid position and explains how you are 
registered FREE OF EXTRA COST in the Lewis Na- 
tional Placement Service, which covers the country 
thru special arrangement with the more than 23,000 
Western Union offices. You have the opportunity to 
make Mrs. Palmer’s story your story—by deciding to 
do today what she did a few months ago. Fill in the 
coupon and MAIL IT NOW. 

“How! Stepped 
into a ‘ee 

Big-Pay Hotel Job 
w CP Near 

Coal Car Operator Knew Nothing About 
Hotel Work, Yet Becomes Steward With 

Substantial Increases in Salary 

“Shortly after receiving my diploma from the 
Lewis Hotel Training Schools, I gave up my 
job operating a coal car in a power plant and 
accepted a position obtained for me by the 
Lewis Placement Service as Assistant to the 
Manager of a famous Virginia Country Club. 

“Two years later I became Steward at one of 
Virginia’s best known resort hotels. Later I 
went to a 300-room Washington hotel and 
then to another resort hotel, Each time that 
I made a change I received an increase in sal- 
ary. I am now Steward of this 350-room 
North Carolina hotel. I have been here eleven 
months and have had three raises in salary. 
All my progress has-depended upon my ex- 
cellent Lewis Training.” 
Champ P. Hearne is but one of the many men and 
women whom Lewis Trainiag has qualified for well- 
aid positions from coast to coast in the billion-dollar 

Potel. club, restaurant and institutional field. Our 
FREE book, “‘Your Big Opportunity,’”’ gives full details 
as to how to qualify for a good position and explains 
how you are registered FREE of extra cost in the Lewis 
National Placement Service. You have equal oppor- 
tunities to those of Champ Hearne. Make the same 
decision today that he made not so long ago. Sign the 
coupon and mail it now. 

Some of the WELL- PAID Positions Open to Both MEN and WOMEN 

CO Apt. Hotel Manager 
0 Banquet Manager 
0 Matron 

(C) Housekeeper a wen dy Bote! 

5 + lel Agent CO Supt. of Service 
Chief or FloorClerk © Publicity Director 

cial Director (Club Manager 
Auditor (0 Restaurant or Cof- 
Sports Director 

C Manager 
(J Asst. Manager 
C) Hostess 
C) Steward 

Prt ese eeeeeee 

LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS i 
Hall MP-106, Washington, D. C. i 
Please send me FREE of charge and without ! 
obligation, details as to how to qualify for ! 
the hotel, club, restaurant and institutional ! 
field. I am particularly interested in the 
positions I have checke 
DE. cedscentteseesece e< 
Address 

fee Shop Manager City . 

These schools invite requests for catalogues and information. 

(Continued from page 
ward Lacey. “Don’t ae 
about me, bozo!” Herbert said, 
hard out of one corner of hs 
“The gorilla aint made what oy 
Herbie. I got a system. My 
this: go into a tough spot with 
wide open—just like I did toni 
em all that round-eyed coun 
and don’t let on like you knoy 
all about. Then if some bird} 
start something with you, all of 
when he aint expecting it, dif! 
lets him have the old hooks,” 

Herbert swung his arms viol 
began an energetic course of g 
ing around the room. Lac 
bewildered and half-doubtful, 

“And I bet when these old k 
was to come into juxtaposition 
petty gangster’s proboscis—” 

“See there! See there!” craj 
excitedly. “There’s what I wast 
explain to you. That’s how het 
ing them ten-dollar woids like ¢ 
know what they’d think he was, § 
him on out of the jernt. I figured 
some practice on handling drunk 
Lacey glanced modestly at th 
“That’s one of the things I'd be 
do by the city, you see.” 

“Lacey is studying to be a poli 
Herbert said, turning to Mr, G 
“but he didn’t need to bring 
I can still take care of myself, 
wisht I’d had my little old 32 
me. I'd ’a’ showed ’em. 

Herbert strutted up ana dow 
ing-room, and Lacey’s mouth g 

“Yeah, you and your gat,” My 
well said, disgusted. “You better 
in and get to bed. You'll havea 
in the morning.” 

ERBERT thrust out his chia 
a moment glared savagely 

Caldwell. Then he turned and 
trailed off to the guest-room, 

“Well, Mr. Lacey,” Mr. 
formally, “it’s been a great ple 
ing you here.” 

“Yeah,” said Lacey, “I t’ought 
ter bring him on home. Heres 
key and bill-fold. I took a couple 
out for cab fare. It gives me 
practice, see, bringing ’em homeml 
He paused by the door with 
ruffling the pages of “The 
losophy.” . 

“Yes, it was very though 
and my wife and I certainly 
it,” said Mr. Caldwell. “We're ™@ 
fond of Herbert. He sort off 
how exciting New York can 
—we’re really very grateful 
getting him home safely, Mrs 

“Aw, that’s all right. Forg 
figured like it was my duty. 
duty, and I done it. But I 
promise me one thing: don't# 
out with that gat he was tam 
A gat don’t stand to do a guy 
a tough spot like that. And | 
there’s a lawr against carrying ® 

“Yes, yes, we'll watch him us 
he doesn’t get out with his gat, 
well promised. ie 

“Yeah, you better watch him; 
Lacey said, edging out into 
cause he cer’nly was in a toug 

Mr. Caldwell closed the ¢ 
and went back to bed. 

In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK M 
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scHOOLS OF MUSIC—ART—EXPRESSION—DANCING—DRAMATIC ART—PHOTOGRAPHY 

CHOOL of FINE & rr a ART 
i. Oem, Pro ‘OR PROF 
rast hit ture & Decoration; Costume Design 
Hy _— Graphic poms wad & Hlastration; 
$e rence Send for Catalogue. 

pgdress Box R, 2239 Broadway, New York 

FASHION ACA ty 
COSTUME DESIGN LING - FASHION ART 
Seeeee SCREEN und STADE. Direction of 
MA ALVIN HARTMAN America’s Foremost 
Design Instructor and Fashion Consultant. 

90 Rockefeller Plaza, Sth Ave., New York + Booklet | 

ett SCHOOL 
Excellent Practical Courses —_ 
Elementary _and Advanced. 
Individual Instruction, Professional 
contacts. Est. 1876. Day and Eve- 
ning. 79 W. 45th St., New York, N.Y. Mustration 

AYTON ° ART ° 
Sculpture; Adv: Industrial, Interior 

s Teacher Traini ~ =. exhibitions. lith 

ee s, Birector, 46 Layton Art Gattery, 

AMERICAN ACADEMY OF DRAMATIC ARTS 
FOUNDED IN 1884 BY FRANKLIN H. SARGENT 

E foremost institution for Dramatic and Expressional Training in Amer- 
ica. The courses of the Academy furnish the essential preparation for 

Teaching and Directing as well as for Acting. 

Fall Term Begins October 26th 

For Catalog address the Secretary, Room 177-1, Carnegie Hall, New York 

==, 

New England Conservatory: 
wotroce coodrich OF MUSIC peceits Convers frederms S. Converse 

70th Year Begins Sept. 17, 1936. Complete train- 
ing in Music and Dramatics. Private Lessons, 
Degree or Diploma Courses. Full Season of Stu- 
dent Dramatic Presentations. Excellent Faculty, 
Unusual Facilities. Illustrated Catalog. 

304 Huntington Avenue, Boston, Massachusetts 

RYLAND. INSTITUTE 
Baltimore. Md. 

= in Fine Arts, Teacher Training. Advertising 
tume Design. Interior Decoration. Stage Craft, 

i School of Sculpture. Catalogue on request. 

hild-Walker School of Design 
Modeling Graphic Arts 

Industrial Design 

Advertising Layout and Display 
1936-37 Catalogue on request. 

: Registrar, Box RB, 234 Beacon Street, Boston, Mass. 

CHICAGO 
— ew “> in Art for Business Use 

VOGT SCHOOL 

— Color and and F. 

terior ecoration, Photography. 
Personal Training @ Individual Advancement 
116 S. MICHIGAN BLVD., CHICAGO, Dept. R. 

cH THIS RECORD 
1935 graduates were Placed i in Advertising Agencies or 

Allare making good! 
iastruction you can turn a into cash. Send for free catalog. 

ACADEMY OF COMMERCIAL ART, INC. 
1649 CLAYTON STREET, CINCINNATI, OHIO SB 

0 ee PePCPIeILAe Q 

Four and eight months Practical Training Courses. 
Cultural and Professional. Also Two Year Design 

Course. Fall Term starts October Sth. Day 
and Evening Classes. Send for Catalogue 9R. 

N. Y. School of Interior Decoration 
515 Madison Avenue © WNew York City 

fe fa fc 

SCHOOLS IRA CHICAGO 
New Trends in Art for Business Use 

° Dress 
Styling, Sa: Reporting. Feshion 
ttiustration, interior ecoration, 
Window Display, Phoete-reteuching. 

Personal Trainin0 @ Individual Advancement 
116 S. MICHIGAN BLVD., CHICAGO, Dept. R. 

AMERICAN 
CONSERVATORY 

OF MUSIC— CHICAGO 

Sema Apert ees re aa a 'y 
ga. faikjon, Sy ree, Recitals 

ee 
<a 584 Kimball Hall, Chicege 

SCHOOL OF THE THEATRE 
Two Year Course, Practical training for Stage or 
Screen. Competent professional instruction in essen- 
tials of Acting, Directing, ,Teaching, Technical. Ex- 
perience before paying auifiences of “‘most prolific 
play producing organization in America.’ Mary big 
names of pictures credit Playhouse with opportualty 
for success. Write General Manager for catalog. 

PASADENA Community PLAYHOUSE 
38 EL MOLINO AVE. © PASADENA, CALIFORNIA 

te$$ has come to EVERY graduate 
of our two-year commercial 
art course the past 15 years. 
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Being taught to play the “E” game 

Children think of it as a good game and readily respond when asked to show which way the 
legs of the “funny little ‘E’ animal” point. Up, down or sidewise go their arms. In this way, 
boys and girls, before they know their letters, indicate fairly accurately how well they can see 

CHOOL work means years of hard use “cross-eye.”” But corrective measures save 
for young eyes. Backwardness in school thousands of boys and girls yearly from be 

is frequently the result of defective eye- coming permanently cross-eyed. 
sight. Before children go to school make sure 
their eyes are fit for study. Astigmatism, farsightedness, or nearsight 

“Ye, edness can usually be corrected by glasses. 
Modern eyesight tests are of great impor- 35%: Diseases of the eyes require special medical 
tance in demonstrating whether a child’s “: treatment. 
eyes are fit to assume this strain. Many , i ; 
kindergartens are using the “E” Chart sup- Food plays an essential part in keeping Ke. 
plied by the National Society for the Pre- healthy. Of special importance to the healt 
vention of Blindness to discover gross defects of the eyes are foods which contain Vitamin 
of vision. A, such as cream, butter, milk and fish oils. 

Take no chances with vision by trying to 
fit your child with glasses, or by relying on 
home treatment. Eyes are too precious. Com 
sult a specialist. Attention to the eyes 
should always be a part of regular health 
examinations. 

The Metropolitan will be glad to send you, 
Some visual defects may grow progressively i} free, a booklet, “Care of the Eyes.” It com 
worse if nothing is done to correct them. It [BRmigsf tains valuable information that you sho 
is no use hoping that children will outgrow “27 SRdBRE have. Address Booklet Department 936R. 

Eye troubles are usually due to faults in the 
structure of the eye, to disease either in the 
eye or in other parts of the body, to some 
deficiency in the diet, to strain, or to im- 
proper use of the eyes. Eyes need special 
attention during and following serious 
illness. 
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Keep Healthy— Be Examined Regularly 
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We Shall Never 
Meet Again 

by 

URSULA PARROTT 
who wrote “Next Time We Live,” etc. 

a 

The mind—and the emotional conflict 

—of a modern man in love, as 

seen by a brilliant and out- 

spoken woman novelist. 

REDBOOK’S NOVEL OF THE MONTH 

Complete Book-length— 50,000 Words 
This novel, like all other novels printed in Redbook, is purely fiction and intended as such. It does not 
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We Shall Never 
HETHER she’s been the love of my life, or 
whether I’ve disliked her for years; whether 

\\' Ai I admire her for courage or detest her for 
\' iS caution; even whether I think that composed 
v phe beauty of hers in maturity is an improve- 
Nedga4 ment upon or a dwindling from the vivid 

careless charm of her extreme youth—I 
don’t know any more. 

One thing I know! Although I have little imagination, 
and practically none of that odd quality called “psychic,” 
I did sense at the very beginning for them all, just what 
the end could be. 

Only at the beginning, though; I forgot afterward. 
The beginning was at a dinner-party and dance the Joel 

Wademouths gave, more or less in my honor, to celebrate 
nothing more dramatic than my graduation from law- 
school. 

Constance, Zella and Giles met at that dinner-party. 
Why memory preserves for me unblurred a picture of 

her whom I presented to the Wademouths as “my little 
cousin Constance Lorning, of whom I’ve told you,” in the 
exact moment of that introduction, when I can’t remember 
just how Constance looked or what she wore on many 
more exciting occasions of her life, is inexplicable. But 
the memory is there. 

She wore a chiffon frock of white, with the palest tinge 
of lilac in its folds. She wore an amethyst necklace and 
bracelets of an old fashion. They were rather too heavy 
for her very slender neck and arms, but for that reason, 
perhaps, accentuated her slenderness. She had that rare 
sort of white skin with clear pink underneath that the 
loveliest type of red-haired women sometimes have. But 
her hair missed being red. It was a kind of mahogany- 
color, and her eyes were velvety dark. 
When she raised them to Martha Wademouth’s face, I 

saw on that frank kindly weatherbeaten countenance the 
same expression which I’m sure I wore, when I met Con- 

* stance at the boat from France, a week earlier. “What a 
lovely little girl!” 

Martha said the words aloud. I hadn’t yet. I'd only 
felt them. As one committed to bachelorhood by principle 
= or less, I’d felt them, even in that first week, ach- 
ingly. 

Joel Wademouth bent his prematurely white head down. 
His blue eyes looked complete approval. He said: “My 
dear child, I knew your mother. You are very alike.” 

Constance said something to him that ended with “sir,” 
and I thought I must tell her sometime not to treat Joel 
quite as a contemporary of her mother’s, because I'd 
heard that story. He had in his undergraduate days given 
an innocent and passionate devotion to my Aunt Con- 
stance, who’d been some fifteen years his elder, and for 
as long as that the wife of Charles Lorning (recently “the 
late” and not much “the lamented.”’) 

This Constance, my cousin, had not been born at the 
time the Lornings lived in Cambridge, but a year after 
they went abroad. Possibly representing a last and use- 
less effort on my aunt’s part to “straighten out’”’ Charles. 
She died of the effort, and Charles survived, unstraight- 
ened, sixteen years. 

This second Constance, my cousin, had been brought 
up by some vague connections of the Lornings in England, 
“finished” with a year in Paris, and sent home to me, her 
guardian, in the week preceding this party of the 
Wademouths. I think the dim British cousins had an im- 
pression I was middle-aged (which I considered that I 
was, in philosophy). 

“Lucien,” said Martha Wademouth with agitation in her 
voice, “you must let us advise you and help you. We'll 
have Constance ‘come out’ at our house.” She looked 
delighted about it. I knew that the Wademouths always 
regretted having no children of their own. 
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Martha gave Constance a small motherly pat @ 
shoulder, and we moved on into the drawing-room, 
Wademouths always received at the head of the 
outside the drawing-room doors. Other guests 
arriving. 

I turned to look at the first of them. The mo 
pletely exotic woman I ever saw, before then o 
much taller than Constance, and more develop 
perhaps no older. She had an air of shining 
about her, as if she’d just been invented that ma 
warm blonde, very golden. Even her brilliant co 
had a faint golden look. 

She was talking rapid French to the Wademouth 
Constance said: “Who is she?” 
“T don’t know,” I answered. ‘We'll meet in am 

and then, remembering my duties as a guardian; 
Wademouths are frightfully nice people. They'll h¢ 
to see that you have a pleasant time.” 
Constance put her arm through mine. “TI shalld 

have a pleasant time wherever you are, Lucien.” 
She couldn’t help saying things like that. The 

school may have had something to do with it. She 
had any idea of the possible consequences of her 
speeches, first to last. 

The golden woman—or she was a girl perhaps; it 
hard to tell—came into the room, bowed com 
stood with her back to us, looking out the long 
at the dusk. 

There were trees in flower in the Wademouths' g 
It was June, but the season was late that year, andt 
coming in softly was scented of spring, not sum 
remember the fragrances of blossoming trees, Zellat 
shining above her straight back, the folds of he 
lace dress against the Persian rug, the feeling d 
stance’s arm, still in mine. 

Other people whom I don’t remember at all cam 
the room. The murmur of polite conversation, of 
ter, beat softly against the polished Georgian 
the high, white-paneled walls. 

With Martha and Joel Wademouth, the last 
—_ the room: Giles Calhoon, my classmate, U 

As always, on seeing him for the first time @ 
interval, the extraordinary quality in his 
struck me. It was something beyond, almost 1 
to, the obvious fact that he was handsome. It wa 
thing that he might still have had if he were five 
instead of six feet two, fat instead of. hard and 
nondescript sandy complexion (like myself) 
being effortlessly the type Argentine gigolos # 
hard to imitate, never with entire success. 

T was an aliveness, a will, that Giles had, @ 
knowing exactly what he wanted, of being ¢ 

sure that he would get it—so that he could 
gharming on the way to it. He had been voted 7 
most likely to succeed” (as well as the hands 
most popular) in our class at college. Some! 
reporter found an old class book, and that “mal 
likely to succeed” was very much quoted in the 
eventually. But the time of its quotation was #°s 
ahead from that dinner-party at the Wademout 

Where, by the way, we all took it for gran 
“modern” as possible, talking about the 
Theater Company which had taken New York 
that season. And this and that besides: Wae 
bons had any chance against Dempsey; whe 
of State Hughes would be successful in his 
rum-running more difficult by extending the ® 
limit to twelve miles. Joel praised Joseph Com 
novel “The Rover.” There was some debate a8 
Thomas Boyd’s “Through the Wheat” w 
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tMeet Again 
or prejudiced. A dowager interrupted that to say 
Willa Cather’s “Lost Lady” was shocking. Giles con- 
ted her, charmingly but firmly, maintaining that 
one of the greatest books of the century. It was 
that none of the rest of us had read it. 
Mikhailoff sat beside me and talked about Russia, 

se she had fled in 1917, and about the Metropolitan 
where she was to make her début in the fall—and 

ie about Giles Calhoon, whom she maintained was 
most handsome man she’d ever seen. 

tance sat beside Giles, across the table, toward the 
end, her dark eyes fixed on him with the strangest 
He seemed absorbed in her. That look, his instant 

» to it, was the first thing in the evening that 
ime. I was obliged to remind myself that I was 

Constance’s guardian, and should not be so instantly 
whenever anyone paid her attention. It was use- 

to be jealous; plenty of people would pay her atten- 
I was in no position to resent that. 

DIFFICULTY in trying to explain what lay behind the 
lives of three people, when one has been audience to 
three lives, and not much more than audience, is that 

must, though one had nothing directly to do with the 
ies of the three, to some degree explain oneself... . 

well here as anywhere: 
was class of 1917 at college. I went to the war; I was 

It was dubious until about the middle of 1920 
her I would live or die. I was fortunate in that I 
well-to-do, probably in that I used to be athletic and 

a fundamentally strong constitution. I lived. They 
me I might live to be seventy. Also that there would 

be the chance I should die of a sudden heart at- 
on two or three minutes’ notice. That chance was 

reason I did not in 1919—-when Constance, whom I’d 
met, was a fourteen-year-old British schoolgirl in an 

ing hat (I have a photograph that proves the hat’s 
comingness)—marry Jane Parker, to whom I'd been 

od fee before the war; and why I did not now plan 
rry at all! 

1920 I went to law-school, because my father and 
ather had established a legal firm so conservative 

the clerks could run it, of which I was to be the titular 
I've never been much more. I have been committed 

life of limited activity and ambition so very long 
that I have sometime since ceased regretting its 

(In 1923, I had not ceased.) 
my father had charge of his sister Constance’s 
inherited them at his death, along with the 
hip of my cousin, Constance, who was regarding 

with such transparent admiration. 
we rose from dinner (the men and women to- 

, because Martha Wademouth used to say it bored 
to have to sit twenty minutes in the drawing-room 
the women), an orchestra on the balcony was already 
ing “J Sandman.” That was not a new song 

\ds¢ Seasons; but songs lasted longer then, before 
e 
‘a was on the long list of exertions forbidden to 

the itt looked to see whether Constance was engaged, 
$a ‘ward her say to Giles: “I love American dancing, 
neat 5 I'm not good. My only practice was on the ship, 
n' 

rk by 
y net 6 

er | of under the 

M him say, “I know you’re marvelous,” with too 
feeling in the words—unless he meant them, which 

on such brief acquaintance. They 
terrace lights, her chiffon skirts 

IMME eee Me, Zella Mikhailoff said: “I want to dance with 
" }she need not have been so brusque about it, 

that I was inconsequential in her eyes. 

by URSULA 
PARROTT 

But Zella was a realist, first to last. It’s odd that I never 
summoned any warmth of emotion toward her, either of 
resentment or affection, then or ever. 

She seemed alien to me that night, in that drawing-room 
overlooking a New England garden. I admired her ap- 
pearance; I continued through many years to admire her 
appearance. But that was all. Perhaps, after a while, I 
had no warmth of emotion left over from Constance. 

The orchestra changed over to a new tune, a waltz, 
“What’ll I Do, with Just a Dream of You.” Giles and 
Constance danced beautifully together. 

Joel and Martha Wademouth, who were the sort of mar- 
ried people who always danced the first dance and last 
dance of an evening together, stopped and came to join 
Zella and me. There was a curved window-seat by one of 
the _ French windows where we all sat, not talking 
much. 
When the music ended, Giles and Constance joined us 

there. She looked transfigured, like someone newly and 
happily in love. And on Giles’ more sophisticated face 
was, less clearly, that same look enraptured and sur- 
prised. It faded, when Zella spoke to him and smiled. 

Constance looked at Zella then, and I thought—un- 
reasonably, for it could only have been a trick of light— 
that Constance grew pale. I told myself that I was over- 
tired, that I had gone in for too many Commencement 
festivities. It was the only explanation I could give for 
a disturbance increasing in me, growing strong as fear. 
There was no logical explanation. 

The dance-music began. Zella stood up very quickly. 
“IT want to dance with you, Mr. Calhoon.” 

She could get away with it; she was beautiful enough— 
though Martha murmured: “Russians—so direct.” 

Giles moved toward her. Constance did something 
rather outrageous: She put her hand on his arm, as if to 
stop him. 

Perhaps a dozen seconds went by. Then Giles said: 
“The next after this, Constance.” 

Her hand dropped down. Zella laughed, very lightly, 
very softly. 

They went down the two steps to the terrace side by 
side. She was a very tall woman, not more than four or 
five inches shorter than Giles. 

EFORE he put his arm round her, to dance, he turned 
his head and looked back at Constance. Why should 

there have been such regret in his face then? Did he 
sense, for a instant, as I did so sharply, that more than 
a dance was involved, that Constance’s life, and Zella’s 
and his own, were determined then? 

I can’t ask him or Zella. I will never ask Constance. 
She may not remember that moment, though I think she 
does. For many years I forgot it. But it was vivid then, 
and now in. I was afraid. I wanted to take Constance 
away. I did not want her to see Giles or that Russian 
singer again. 

Martha Wademouth said, so kindly: “Are you tired, 
Lucien?” 

I said, “No.” 
Constance said, as if it mattered: “You're shivering.” 
I jested. “Some one must have walked over my grave. 

That’s the superstition, you know, that when you shiver 
unreasonably in warm air, some one has ed across 
your grave.” 

“What a horrid thought!” Constance said. But Martha 
was matter of fact. “I don’t sup I ever mentioned 
to you, Joel, that I want pink rothy Perkins roses 
planted over me. Nothing funereal like myrtle or wistaria.” 

He laughed. “I'll see to it, my dear, in fifty years, if 

Peyity ye is too Joel. I’m forty, six ths . years many, m , Six mon 
older than you. Thirty-five years more will be enough.” 



We all laughed, and Martha asked Constance if she 
rode, and arranged that they ride together next morning. 
Both the Wademouths had a violent devotion to horses. 

I was feeling all right again, and thinking that the 
party, the house, the garden were altogether pleasant. I 
never had any least prescience that, within the year, 
Martha would be dead in the hunting-field, the house sold, 
and Joel back in New York whence he came, concentrating 
on turning one million into three, because he had to con- 
centrate on something, or go mad with grief. 

It was all in an era that Constance’s son calls “his- 
toric,” as if it were as long ago, as finished, as the Civil 
War. It was a baker’s dozen of years ago, that party at 
the Wademouths’ home. 

Chapter Two 

ONSTANCE said to me: “I’m a good many 
years older than Juliet,” a sentence which, I 
supposed, she had quoted from some book. 
But it might have been original; with her 
that was. Thousands of pretty young women 
hell-bent on overriding opposition in their 
first love-affair must have said the same 

sentence, without a doubt. 
She said also, “Lucien, please help me,” put one of her 

slim small hands on my shoulder, and went out of the 
room, with an effect that was superb, of tears restrained 
by force of character. 

Martha Wademouth stood up and said: 
“It is difficult, Lucien—very difficult; but obviously 

something must be done.” 
Constance put her head in at the door: 
“Giles is coming to see you before dinner, Lucien.” 
All that was in my New York apartment of a dusty 

September day in 1923, three months after the Wade- 
mouths’ party. 

Constance had spent the summer at the Wademouths’ 
place on the North Shore, because while she had money 
for a modest establishment of her own, she was too young 
to be left alone; and I was too young to serve as guardian 
on any practical basis. And more importantly, I wanted 
to be as far away from Constance as convenient. 

I'd spent the summer in New York giving my attention 
to the law business, not watching young women dancing 
in floating white chiffon, any more than I could help. If 
my health had justified thoughts of marriage, if Con- 
stance had been old enough to take the risk, estimating 
fairly what the risk could be—if I’d known in 1923 that 
I would be alive, and rather healthier in 1936 than then— 
well, the if’s always measure up to the way one’s life did 
not go. 

The pretext for Martha’s visit to New York with Con- 
stance that September was Martha’s need of new riding 
clothes, to be tailored by the firm that had always made 
them for her. The actual reason, of course, was that Con- 
stance was madly and shamelessly in love with Giles, and 
opposed any plans suggested for her début by saying: 
Bees J bother? Giles and I want to be married immedi- 
ately.” 

Martha need not have tried to be indirect in her ap- 
proach to that bit of information. (But Martha was al- 
ways kind—and perceptive.) Constance flung it at me 
within ten minutes of seeing me: 

“You know, Lucien darling, that Giles and I want to 
be married quite quickly. And you’re going to be sweet, 
and give your consent like a proper guardian.” 

Definitely I was not going to give my consent, until I 
talked to Martha, though my refusal might be ineffectual 
enough, except as far as the disposal of Constance’s prop- 
erty went. Her grandfather’s will provided that the 
property was entirely at the guardian’s disposal until 
Coustance should be thirty years old, or should marry 
some one of whom the guardian approved fully. It did 
not seem to me that Giles would be specially interested in 
the property, either way. 

Constance made her last appearance of the afternoon, 
taking two steps into the room, her light figure poised 
for flight. 

“T’ll wait downstairs in the car, Martha. Please don’t 
be sensible.” 

‘‘Why I’m so troubled, I don’t know,” Martha said. “The 
child’s too young; but sometimes extremely young mar- 

riages are happy. Giles, though—that charm 
like a mask. What’s underneath?” 

“We haven’t béen intimate since college, 
There’s been six years, and a war since.” 

“You’d better reacquire intimacy!” Martha 
impatient. “Joel’s no use at all. He’s in love 
stance, in a harmless paternal fashion, but sufficig 
it infuriates him anyone as young as Giles shg 
himself worthy of her. That’s even the way Jod 
it, which goes to show—” Her voice slid off. 

It changed when she began again: “TI have ap 
sion Giles sees a great deal of Zella Mikhailoff, No 
he shouldn't, since all of us who are in any rr 
for Constance discourage the engagement. But 
son he should, if his devotion for Constance ma 

“What do you think about that?” My voice 
been revelatory in spite of myself, because } 
answered: “Poor Lucien!” 

And she said no more, inasmuch as she was om 
two or three people in the world who knew about 
of my health. But I was impatient then, myself 
ways, when that subject was by implication inf 
versation. “You really came down to get me toad 
if his intentions are honorable—and dependable 
worries you more.” 

She repeated that something had to be dene, 
I said, remembering that Constance’s manner tp 

day had been completely disinterested, except in 
ments she remembered she wanted something f 
“Why should we all be so concerned ?” 
What I meant was, why should a lovely darke 

have walked off a ship, in June, and at once be 
me all I very badly wanted in the world. 

Martha answered what I meant. “It would 
venient if one could hate a person instead, perham 
it isn’t usually possible.” Then: “People will 
concerned about what happens to Constance. Its 
of balancing.” 

“What does that mean, my dear?” 
“Constance doesn’t know what she wants, 90¢ 

will always worry that she doesn’t get it.” 
“She seems to know, at the moment.” 
“She knows she wants Giles, but not—not w 

wants from life.” 
“Theorizing doesn’t suit you, Martha. Whid 

knows what we want from life?” 
“I do. I want Joel, and the sound of horses gal 

and my old furniture, and my new riding clothes, 
food. But I was really thinking of people like 
Too bad Lady Estes gave her a letter of intro 
us.” 

“Tell me—or don’t, Martha.” 
“Scandal—Joel and I do hate scandal so.” 
That was true. They were both too healthy, 

haps too simply content. 

HE decided to tell me. “Giles has come up eve 
end. Zella came once—after Giles and Const 

announced they were in love. Giles does anne 
much as Constance; only she’s matter-of-fact, 
oddly defiant. : 

“Something in Zella’s manner made it fairly # 
that she and Giles had seen a good deal of each 
and about New York, through the summer. 
ing precise was said. But when we’d all gone 
heard voices on the seawall. It was past two 
I was rather startled, and went to see. Giles 
were very much in each other’s arms.” 

I was obliged, reluctantly, to come to Gilet 
“Still, Martha, Zella’s beautiful, and about a8 P 
as anyone I’ve ever seen. It was in question 
since Giles is supposed to be in love with Const 
I don’t doubt that Zella may have suggested # 
starlight.” 

“Yes. ... I shouldn’t have told Joel. He's beet 
about it ever since. But I do have the 
him things.” ; 

“You did not interrupt Zella and Giles, I take® 
“No. I’m not very modern, I suppose. Well 

Giles. Constance suggested his call.” P 
“All of you taking for granted that I we 

more pressing engagement.” 
“It’s because you’re bound to be dependat 

like your father.” 



Too much! The theory is strictly limited, since all 
a variegated lot. I tried to explain Con- 

myself for years by the fact that her father 
reckless and irresponsible. Then in the end she 

out to be just as steadfast and resolute as her 

always attempted to explain people by their ances- 
m 
are 

a's good-by kiss showed that she was sorry for 
I had a bad half-hour getting over resenting that. 
all right, my summer, my work, my life, even, as 

as nothing reminded me—as long as I didn’t see 
There was no need I should see her again 

athe three months, I supposed. 

man Timothy admitted Giles. I heard their voices 
inthe hall. Giles always remembered servants’ names, 

they had children, even, and made inquiries 
their health as if the answers were important. 
looked very fit, but was surprisingly nervous. I 
him whether he’d dine with me at the apartment, 

be said, matter of factly enough, that he was dining 
Yella Mikhailoff. He asked me whether I remembered 
Isaid I did. He suggested that if I had no engage- 
Ishould join them; and I agreed. 

imothy brought in cocktails. 
n't seen anything of you this summer, Lucien.” 
I've been taking over the firm, and staying in 

ork fairly constantly.” 
thy went out of the room, and Giles at once stopped 
conversation. 

want most badly to marry Constance. Have you any 
ions ?”” 

vas astounded at the violence of my objections. All 
ha’s kindly fussiness, even Constance’s direct ap- 

had not roused in me any jealousy compared to 

didn’t notice my hesitation. He was in too much 
burry. “I should like to have our engagement an- 
eed immediately, and to marry her next month.” 
DY 

Because I'm in love with her, and for other less im- 
ant, more practical reasons that I'll tell you in a 

stoo young. Why don’t you let her ‘come out’ and 
her débutante year?” 
bo many things can happen in a year.” 
eae like that—” 

in an entirely friendly manner. “Wait un- 
want to marry, Lucien. Meanwhile, don’t take 

Tesponsibilities as guardian too seriously. After all, 
hot quite as old as I am, are you?” 

temembered the irrelevant detail that he was some 
months my senior. “We’re both old enough to exer- 

some judgment. Constance isn’t. She’s just eighteen 

t ten years younger than I. That’s not too much.” 
isn’t the main point, Giles. Though my guardian- 
Tather a joke and an accident, Constance has no 
Telatives—”’ 

why I’m here, for this rather absurd version 
ming consent. What do you want me to do to per- 
 you—-tell you I’m a college graduate and have good 
bmanners? There’s no need to be so hostile, Lucien.” 

osed there was not. There he sat, handsome, sure 
it, and impatient. He’d been handsome, sure of 

and impatient, before track-meets at college. 
“still not unreasonable to ask you to wait. Wait 
June, until you have known each other a year. 

ademouth feels that Constance should have time 

f @ curious thing then. He said, “Is one ever 
And went past that sentence, as if he’d not meant 
yg tog New Ean : too pel = land to 

e New and hunt an set, 
Long Island racing—” 

trivial, ons you know it,” I interrupted: “Why 
such a hurry ? 

te left him. It was the first time in his life 
ever seen that happen. He began twice—first, 
most —” then, “As I remember 

uite your full share of Puritan in- 
th times. ‘ 
and down the room once, poured 

own again. He walked like Jack 

a a lov. 

ee my Bently 

all, sat 

Dempsey—as if, for all his height and shoulders, he did 
not weigh anything. 

He began a third time, “Women could have been my 
trouble, haven’t been, quite—I’ve just managed not—” and 
stopped. 

“We'll assume that your looks are notable, Giles.” 
“Don’t be so damn’ rude. That—your general attitude 

—I can’t understand.” 
I could have made it clear, but I didn’t mean to, under 

any circumstances, to him. 
He hurried his words suddenly. “Understand, I mean 

to make Constance happy. She’ll hold me, easily, all her 
life long. She’s like a small fine jewel of perfect quality. 
When we’re married, she’ll hold me. And I want to be 
held, more than a naturally steady citizen like you would 
comprehend, perhaps. 

“Meanwhile—Constance is completely jeune fille. I've 
not gone in for les jeunes filles to any extent. There's a 
woman I know, an utterly charming person—to whom 
I’m under no obligations, but who takes me rather more 
seriously than I take her. A year’s too long, Lucien. I 
want to marry Constance at once. So that I may feel for- 
ever safe.” 

That last most surprising sentence echoed in the room. 
He smiled, but he was deadly serious. “I could be this, or 
that. Married to Constance, I'll be a much nicer person 
than I'd ever be without her.” 

“And she?” 
“She loves me, Lucien. If I’m sure of anything in this 

world, it is that she’ll always love me, and I her.” 
There was no answer. e was genuine then... . 
People become so many things in the course of their 

lives. When I remember Giles, I remember a charming 
handsome boy at school, and a Giles who said so gravely, 
so truly, that he and Constance would always love each 
other. I remember a Giles older, harder, more bitter, and 
a Giles who was reckless and disappointed, and a Giles 
who was capable of a futile gallant gesture in the end. 
All those versions of Giles who were rather unrelated. 

In that apartment from which I moved, a dozen years 
ago, he stood up. “We’re being too solemn. The eve-of- 
battle mood’s sometime out-dated; and people who want 
to be friends shouldn’t probe under surfaces for depths.” 
In exactly the same tone of voice: “Zella’s always furious 
if she’s kept waiting two minutes. Naturally, not being 
a fool, you’ve guessed—” 

“Naturally, not being fools either, so have Martha and 
Joel Wademouth, Giles.” 

“I know that too. You might say something to the 
purpose. Will you let me marry Constance with your ap- 
proval, or do she and I elope? That’s not a threat—just 
practical. She’s of legal age to marry this month.” 

“It’s probably of no interest to you that I can keep her 
money tied up?” 

“You’re wrong.” But he flushed then. “Truly, Lucien, 
I meant to tell you, anyway. Constance and I agreed 
that I should. My affairs are in horrible shape. Things 
have been happening in the market in the last two or three 
years, you know. If Constance didn’t have money, it 
would be rather difficult, temporarily.” 

I WAS extremely surprised. Giles had inherited an elab- 
orate place on Long Island and, I'd always assumed, 

plenty of money to maintain it. His Wall Street job was 
naturally a joke—the ordinary pretense of a young man 
of wealth, at useful occupation. Not important —- to 
—— with long summer week-ends, or winter holidays 

uth. 
“Tt isn’t that I’m bankrupt, or likely to be. Stocks will 

go up, and I'll be all right in a year or two.” 
“In the interval, I’m not turning over Constance’s money 

to you, Giles. Call me a Puritan as much as you like.” 
His color deepened under his clear tan. “You'll be ac- 

cusing me of wanting to marry Constance for her money, 
next.” 

I said what I felt: “No. I believe you’re in love with 
her, and your reasons for haste are sound enough from 
your point of view. I apologize even, for the sentence 
about turning over her money. But I sha’n’t consent, re- 

ess of the consent’s importance or lack of it, until 
think about it for a while. And if you hurry a girl of 

eighteen into marriage by the elopement route, you're 
more unscrupulous than most.” 

He put down his cocktail glass; it made a small sharp 



He said evenly: “Let’s go to din- 
He was furiously angry, but that wasn’t specially 

click against the table. 
ner.” 
important. He always detested being opposed. 

Zella kept us waiting in the lobby of her hotel some 
ten minutes, and appeared looking well worth waiting for. 
She was gracious, but not pleased, at the intrusion of a 
third person upon an evening arranged for two, and I 
had some thought of excusing myself. But I was mildly 
curious to see Giles’ attitude to her, and about her in gen- 
eral. So I stayed. 
We dined at a roof, for the September evening was 

warm. I was not to learn anything at all about Giles’ at- 
titude to Zella, because from the moment food was or- 
dered, he began to talk about Constance, warmly, devoted- 
ly, quoting small things she’d said, describing frocks she’d 
worn recently. 

He gave such a matter-of-fact impersonation of a young 
man in love, preoccupied with his love to the exclusion of 
everything and everyone else, that for all I could tell, he 
spent whatever time he spent with Zella, in praising Con- 
stance. 

The only thing that falsified that was Zella’s manner: 
it was too confident, too amused. When she asked care- 
lessly where Constance was this evening, that her fiancé 
was deprived of her presence, I thought, by the laughter in 
her rich voice, that she intended me to realize that all this 
was a comedy for my benefit, that she knew the reason for 
Constance’s visit to New York, that Giles concealed noth- 
ing from her. 

But I answered, since she asked, that Constance and 
Martha were dining and going to the theater, with old 
friends of the Wademouths. Then I made polite inquiries 
as to the state of Zella’s career. It appeared she had no 
doubts that she would be the sensation of the approach- 
ing operatic season. (And in this she was correct, it 
turned out.) 

Oddly, there was never anything offensive about Zella’s 
egotism. It was as natural as her golden looks. It never 
bored me. But the comedy of that evening did bore me, 
very quickly, and I excused myself as soon as dinner was 
ended. 

Both Giles and Zella protested mildly. Both said: “We'll 
see you soon.” I expected to see Giles within a day or 
two, to continue our very inconclusive discussion, and 
Zella when it so happened. 

On an impulse, I turned to look at those two as I left 
the restaurant, with an unpleasant sensation of eaves- 
dropping, though I was far enough away so that I could 
not possibly have heard anything they said. Giles had 
“moved closer to her. They weren’t talking at all, but were 
turned to each other, her shining head very near to his 
dark one, and both in profile to me. The line of her white 
throat was utterly graceful. 

Like faces seen in profile unexpectedly, theirs were 
strange—strangers’ faces! A golden-haired woman in a 
thin black summer frock, a dark handsome man in a well 
cut flannel suit. Two people looking absorbed in each 
other. What more could one tell about them? 

Chapter Three 

nna Zella before Giles—saw her within a 
week. 

Martha telephoned me, at noon on the day 
after my meeting with Giles, and that con- 
versation that was more incredible in retro- 
spect than at the time. She told me that 
Constance was distressed by my attitude, 

but for goodness’ sake not to weaken; that she would man- 
age, that I had better come up for a week-end before they 
closed the shore house, that she was telephoning from the 
Grand Central on the way to her Boston train, and couldn’t 
hear a word I was saying. 

I wasn’t saying anything in particular, since I was at 
the office, with a client of my father’s, who was a friend 
of Martha’s, sitting within two feet, and Martha always 
sounded confused via the telephone, anyway. 
When I got home that evening, there was a rather 

hysterical note from Constance. 

Dear Lucien, " 
I can’t live without Giles. I don’t mean to try. Nothing 

will ever have the least meaning in my life without him 

to share it. It must be that you have never truly 

anyone, or you would understand better. 
Please come visit Martha and Joel, and tell m 

changed your mind, quickly. : 

What use will my money ever be to me if I cay 
Giles with it now, brigfly, while he needs help? It',] 
wanted to give it to him, not he who wanted ty 
it. You must believe that. 

I’ve just seen him, and I’m so unhappy becausg 
won't help us, that I can’t write or think clearly, 
sides, Martha keeps telling me to hurry. 

This is all that’s important. I’d rather starve with 
than be the richest woman in the world without him 
rather be miserable with him than happy with 
else. But he’ll never let me be miserable one 
that’s not sensible to write. —Ce 

Young, childish, ridiculous, that letter. Only, she 
every word of it. 

I wrote Martha that Giles mentioned the py 
they’d elope, and to keep Constance under her 
I saw Giles again, or could get up to Boston. It} 
that I was extraordinarily busy that week, so I ay 
to visit the Wademouths in ten days’ time, and tried 
interval to think of arguments that would be com 
to Constance. 

the sixth evening after I’d left her and Gilesa@ 
ner, Zella rang my doorbell, unannounced, and 

in, composed as if we’d arranged a meeting. I quite 
stood that her assurance must have overcome any 
tion on the part of the doorman about admitting be, 
it overcame Timothy’s. 

She was looking slightly less exotic and more f 
than usual. That might have been the effect of at 
suit, in which her figure was even more superb fi 
evening clothes. I summoned enough composure 
her to sit down, and what she’d like to drink, and 
she’d have a cigarette. 

She answered impatiently, as if I should have 
that she neither drank nor smoked because of her 
She flung off her hat, and ran her strong beautiful 
through her hair. Abruptly, I knew what she looked 
She looked like a young lioness. 

I sent Timothy for some iced tea for her, and§ 
and soda for myself. 

She sounded as if she were continuing a parag 
which my brief instructions about drinks had intem 
her. “That we shall never be simpatico is unim 
so long as -we understand each other. You do nt 
that pretty little idiot to throw away her life ont 
but on yourself. You winced through all his 
phrases about her the other evening. That is 
but none of my business. I do not care upon 
throws away her life, except Giles. Because I 
throw away mine on him. The reasons for which 
your concern.” 

Her laughter was a lovely sound, like a phrase of 
rising and dwindling. When the sound ceased, sit 
on as if it had not been. a 

“Our common ground is that we don’t wantt 
marry. She arrives in two hours, to elope to Ma 
with him. That gives us leisure to consider m 
has just bidden me a regretful farewell. I have 
him happiness. Why not? I mean to arrange his 
piness.” 

I said: “Stop being fantastic. No one can 4 
one’s happiness.” 

“The scrupulous cannot arrange their own.” 
“We might pause in the exchange of aphorism 

you explain to me how you know Constance is 
and if you’re sure—” 

It seemed to me Martha would have wired me. 
“The estimable Wademouths have a long-pi@ 

portant dinner this evening, something to do 
Don’t let’s waste time. Constance and Giles pl 
last week. It was only tonight Giles told me. 

I was so filled with jealousy and rage that I¢ 
answer. 

Zella was severe: “Stop looking as if the end ¢ 
world had come.” 4 
My jealousy was stupid. My rage was © 

had loved Constance so from the first day, 
her, by that high ship, in a crowd where 



cal 

» through noisily, and the shrill voices of re- 
ers greeted friends. 

yoice had been clear, light, sweet, her smile had 
grene. I had thought: “In spite of reason, we shall 

g great things to each other, my little cousin Con- 
a 

ant nothing to her, nothing, from the instant 
mt at dinner beside Giles. I had known I meant 

and had stayed away from that knowledge’s con- 
sation, So, that had been brought to me. But I had 
wright to expect her to love me. She could not help 
him, any more than I could help loving her. 

h my familiar room, sounding far off, Zella’s 
y friend, one should not encourage one’s ca- 

sty for suffering.” 
yoice was an intrusion. 

gid before, Zella, stop talking platitudes.” 
you said aphorisms before. They are both com- 

what do you need comfort?” 
hing—any longer.” 
her shoulders settled back into her chair, as if sud- 
she were tired, as if the impetuousness which had 

to my apartment, as it must have sent her num- 
always and always on her own concerns, 

left her briefly. 
touched the tips of her long fingers together. “One 
pretend that whatever one wants is extremely im- 

ant, is worth any effort.” 
irritated me with her lioness’ grace, and a ruth- 
that matched it. I wanted her to go. She was 

alive. Once upon a time I would have been alive 
to have snatched what I wanted, out of Giles’ 

or anyone else’s. 
azingly, I said aloud what I never said aloud (though 
times before) to myself: “I wish I'd died instead 

left half-dead.” 
was no sympathy in her answer. If there had 

Ishould have hated myself and her. She shrugged. 
ed that was it. Gas or wounds?” 

little of both.” 
‘lng is as bad as being dead. Not hunger nor 

do you know ?” 
ly dear Lucien!” 

t's no answer, my dear Zella!” 
: I shall have one of my half-dozen cigarettes a 
in spite of refusing before, and tell you how I know. 

may as well occupy the time until you go to the sta- 
it meet Constance. That, by the way, is what I 
#to ask you to do. She will think Giles is meeting 

he will not. I have arranged that.” 
you get round to it, I suppose you'll tell me 

like how, and why, about your plans for me this 

4%. But you don’t dislike me as much as you pre- 
8 let’s be old friends talking about love, hunger, 
and matters of no ultimate importance.” 

ughted her cigarette. Through the faint haze of its 
oe dark hazel eyes gleamed, with something like 

began, abstractedly at first, it seemed to me. 
*0: Iwas fourteen. My parents had left me with my 

and the servants at our country place in the 
because it seemed safer (though no one could tell 

Was safe), while they went to Moscow to make some 
nts of their affairs. It was dull. Each evening 

uke all the others. My governess sat embroiderin 
¥ petit point. I read English novels, an 

wil were adult and had an affianced among the of- 
mt ay regiment with becoming uniforms. 

; were not great nobility, you know—minor 
uty, but rich enough. 

* evenings like all others, until the evening the 
~ came to burn the house down. One maid of my 

gave us warning—a warning of five minutes. 
ess held her petit point in her hand, and com- 

me to go to the maids’ room, put on servants’ 
bio be ready to flee—while, she said, she ‘held the 
surtunate men off.’ 

i, used to doing what I was told. I obeyed. 
: with that maid through 
of corridors, and following instruc- 

tions too, seizing the long-prepared packet of jewels. when 
I was dressed like a kitchen maid with a kerchief over my 
head. Then going out and mingling with the crowd, 
keeping back from the light of the flames that were grow- 
ing brighter and brighter. 

“But I had been fond of that old Russian woman who 
was my governess, so I crept nearer and nearer. The 
crowd was too excited to notice. I hoped she had got out, 
somehow, somehow. Children hope such ridiculous things. 

“The flames were exceedingly bright. They lighted that 
drawing-room where we had sat all those evenings. The 
light was bright enough to see what had been my govern- 
ess—a thing stained red, a thin old arm flung out, the 
hand still clutching what had been a piece of petit point 
work, designed to decorate a footstool. 

“My governess was a Russian who had spent much time 
at court, spoke many languages. The French, the German, 
the English she had taught me have been most useful to 
me in my life since.” 

HE expressionlessness of her voice was dreadful. So 
was her smile. 

“Am I boring you, Lucien? No? Well, my cigarette is 
finished. One cigarette—the story of my governess. Al- 
most I am tempted to smoke three—a half-year’s quota 
—and tell you two other stories. 

“Because I have a kind of prescience that you and I 
will spend many evenings solving the problems of Giles 
and Constance, and it might not be as convenient then, 
later, to intrude our own. Or perhaps I don’t want you 
to regret the sentence you do regret—that you wish you 
had died.” 

She lighted a second cigarette. 
“This—for my cousin Nikolai, who was sixteen when I 
= fourteen, a dark handsome boy, in looks rather like 

es. 
“I lived for days, after the burning of that house in 

the Ukraine, like a small frightened rat, in a peasant’s 
house, the house of the family of that maid who had 
given us warning. My presence frightened them, but 
they were — enough. We were all terrified small rats 
together, waiting for some kind of painful extermination. 

“We were hungry, dirty. They were used to that. I 
wasn’t, but it seemed unimportant to me, by comparison 
with fear and horror remembered. 

“We went to bed in straw when the dark fell. We 
shivered, when there were sounds of shouting in the 
night. We welcomed the sunrise, as if we were each 
morning resurrected for one more day. 

“Evenings, nights, mornings like each other, until the 
morning I waked to see Nikolai bending over me, a hand- 
some dark boy, dressed like a peasant. 

“He’d made his way down from Moscow when my 
arents had died, because, though the rumor was I had 

n killed, he refused to believe it. You see, we had 
been children who loved each other. 

“That morning the cold sunlight was brighter than 
any sunlight I ever saw, because he’d come. Even to 
know my parents were dead, was no sharp sorrow. I had 
— they were, a long time then, as a child measured 

e. 

“We had a great feast, the peasant family, Nikolai, 
myself, that early morning. Did I tell you he’d come as a 
peddler, with food in his pack, and a costume for me? 

“A gypsy costume. Yes, as a peddler and his eypey 
sweetheart we left that village that noonday. e 
family who’d sheltered me wept, and kissed me and 
Nikolai, and flung blessings after us. We left them 
half of the jewels from that packet my governess had so 
carefully prepared. Half—sure the other half would see 
us through. Nikolai had a child’s adventurous notion of 
getting to Kief, and thence south to Odessa quickly, and 
so out of Russia. 

“I remember we sang for that family as audience. 
Nikolai’s voice was as good as mine.” 

She was silent then, though her cigarette was only 
half smoked through. 

She resumed: “Two children, singing for their supper 
sometimes. Nikolai was resolute that we must not spend 
one of my jewels, or the two or three that he had, on any- 
— a definite way to the border. 

“There seemed no way to the border. We went back 
and forth, avoi large towns, and armies, marching as 
much as we could—though once we sang revolutionary 



songs for some Reds who were encamped near Kharkoff. 
Their commanders had musical taste, evidently. They 
were very generous with flung kopeks, and we ate well 
for days after, laughing. 

“We were quite happy, you see, gypsying, like brother 
and sister on the strangest kind of walking-tour. A 
whole year. 

“When winter: came again, we sold one jewel, and 
bought warm costumes. We spent Christmas at a hotel 
crowded with Revolutionaries, went exploring through 
the countryside that week, and found in the cellar of a 
ruined house two bottles of sauterne. I remembered we 
jested about destiny providing us with a holiday gift. 

“All about us was fighting and blood, madness of hope, 
and madness of despair, and silence of death. But we 
grew used to all those things, to the news of the civil 
war that changed from day to day, to horrible sights, 
and strange celebrations. 

“We must have walked a thousand leagues that year 
back and forth and roundabout, driven back from the 
border times without number. When things had gone 
badly, Nikolai had one prescription for us—the reading 
aloud of some letters of introduction for myself and him 
my father had written to his English friends. Had writ- 
ten in the hour he waited to be arrested. 

“Nikolai always said: ‘Zella, my sweet, we shall live to 
present these some day. Then life will begin again. We 
shall both be famous singers, I expect. I must not get 
these letters too tattered.’ 

“But they were very tattered letters when I presented 
them to that Lady Estes, who gave me others to Mr. and 
Mrs. Wademouth, long after.” 

ER cigarette was finished. She lighted another, not 
noticing, not asking now whether she bored me, know- 

ing perhaps that her voice was an enchantment in that 
room. Or perhaps having forgotten the room, and me. 

“It was the second springtime, when Denikin’s White 
army lay outside Kief, that Nikolai said: ‘My dearest, I 
have managed very badly for you. I shall never get you 
out of Russia by myself. I’m not old enough, nor clever 
enough. People suspect us whenever we're within a hun- 
dred kilos of the border, and then I am frightened, lest 
harm come to you.’ 

“We were eating our supper of bread and chi, and some 
caviar (we’d stolen it, of course) by an abandoned barn 
where there was hay, in which we meant to sleep. 
There was a view of the road winding on across the fields 
that were not green yet, though spring was close. The 

‘ road seemed to wind on, empty, hard, endless, like all the 
roads we had journeyed. I can remember that view, and 
that I put my hand on Nikolai’s dark head, and that he 
put his head in my lap. 

“Then he said: ‘You are fifteen, and beautiful. I have 
thought it wiser to avoid even our armies, the White 
armies. But—I’ve known for a long time, since Denikin 
started making his fight for it, that we must risk it. 
There will be people who knew our people. And when he’s 
won, we can stay in Russia, or go to England as we 
choose.’ 

“I said: ‘You know he won’t win.’ 
“For we had talked to hundreds and to thousands, 

through our long wanderings, and I believed nothing 
would ever stop the Reds. 

“Nikolai said, ‘I did not know you believed that too, 
little sister. But some of his army will get out,’ 

“IT said: ‘Whatever = wish, my dear. You have 
managed beautifully. Only—’ 

“T did not finish that ‘Only’ then. 
“So a dusty gypsy girl and a tall young man crept into 

Kief. I waited in a room that overlooked the blue Dnie- 
per that looked so clean and peaceful in spring sunshine, 
while Nikolai went furtively about the town,.making in- 
quiries as to names of Denikin’s officers, and buying 
clothes more suitable for us both. 

“He bought me an evening dress. I’d never owned 
one. Of course, he only permitted me to wear it in that 
room. But the room had a little gallery where we dined 
at sunset, pretending it was a real dinner-party, and 
making conversation about the river view. 

“Denikin was a few miles out of the city. Nikolai was 
going to present himself next morning. My. mind was 
made up. Yes. I was sure that I wanted us to be every- 
thing to each other, because all time for us both might 

be short. When I told Nikolai that, there wer 
his eyes, shining like the blue river below our # 
lery, in the last brightness of sunset. 

“He told me—but I knew—that he had wanteg 
a long time. So we were lovers then. ... I hays 
been glad, always and always. 

“Denikin fought back and forth through Kief. 
was a week, when I waited in that small room abow 
river, when the city changed hands three times, » 
could, Nikolai came to me, for hours, or snatched 

“He came the last time when a fusillade of shy 
heavy in the alley that led to the river house, wigs 
alley was slimy with blood. I saw him, from ¢ 
way, run staggering up the street. I ran out, 
dying from many wounds. 4 

“There was a lull in the shooting, or perhaps] 
hear it. There was only Nikolai and I on the gt 
of a barricaded house, in a hot sunny street, g 
grown empty. There was only his head against my 
and his voice very faint but very gay—gay—it 
ways very gay—saying: ‘My dearest, we have bey 
pletely happy, haven’t we?” 

“He said a little more. He said: ‘You must 
me to find your way, no matter how. You mug 
the things I shall hear you singing.’ ” 

The mask went back over that strange womans 
It was utterly composed again. 

“I did smoke two cigarettes for Nikolai, didn’t I? 
there is no other story that matters. It took m 
thing like a year and a half to get out of Ri 
long way, via Siberia. I was kind; I was a 
everyone who helped me on my way. Men whos 
whose faces, are gone like mist. 

“There were times when I only kept the lettes 
father’s English friends because Nikolai’s hang 
touched them, and I possessed nothing else his 
had touched. 

“One outlives first love; one outlives sorrow, 
shame—as I said a half hour ago. 

“You will recognize, Lucien, that probably the 
portant sentence in my discourse to which you wer 
a patient audience is the one about Giles 
Nikolai. . . . It is almost time for you to go 
station.” 

I said: “I recognize—and you do too probablj 
one replaces anyone else.” 

She shook her golden head. “I have to pretend; 
I could not live.” 

Yes, I could see that too. 
“What do you want me to do, Zella? I dont 

to do it.” 
“As I said, meet Constance, who will be di 

because Giles is not there. I have had an acqu 
mine in Boston send a telegram to Giles, signed 
stance, to the effect that she is taking a train® 
later. The timing is rather important. 

“Waste, if you can, some twenty minutes bu 
stance food, and trying to persuade her to go 
won’t. So pretend to yield and bring her to 
in town some minutes before eleven—after he 
left to meet her, that is. I shall see you at Giles 
ment.” 

It began to be fairly clear. But I said: “What 
She sighed. “You have a passion for detail. & 

mark of the legal mind? What will not happa@ 
marriage of Constance and Giles. Isn’t that é 

I said an incredibly stupid thing: “How are y#@ 
to get into his apartment?” 
And got a direct answer: “I have a key. I hi 

ready for this for some months.” She said a@ 
thought: “Not finding her at the station, he 

UT I scarcely heard that. I made up my 
before I’d let him marry Constance, I would 

For an instant, I was absolutely serious about 
I was as cool, as clear-headed as Zella. Nothimg® 
think of, short of killing him, would be as pratt 
her plan. . 

Constance would never see him again, and 
over it. I’d have Martha take her to Sur 
place that would amuse her. In time, in ® 
years, she would fall in love with some one 
who would be as uncomplicated, as steady, 
mouth. All that was required to prod 
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ing was & little immediate ruthlessness. I was even 
sistal to Zella for providing the method... . 
I have known better. 
But I nodded to Zella. We shook hands quite formal- 

» ., At the barrier in the Grand Central, waiting for 
Awstance, 1 had no least doubt that I was being alto- 

sensible. 

Chapter Four 

ByeT] HE walked along slowly through the crowd, 
4 of so intent on searching out Giles among those 

Si waiting, that her glance passed over me, not 
ea seeing me at all. She looked a young, an al- 
4 most childish figure, rather too formally 

4°54 dressed for the train journey to Boston; but 
then, I supposed she had dressed for her wed- 

ing journey, in a dove-gray coat and hat, with lace at her 
t, She was wearing an orchid that no doubt Giles 

sent to her. 
Adetail of her costume struck me abruptly as pathetic. 
wore white gloves, so fresh, so very white, that she 
have drawn them on her hands as the train slowed 

New York. I realized that she had wanted to have 
thing that a bride was supposed to have! 

All this in seconds, while the crowd of passengers and 
waiting lessened, and the glow left her face, succeed- 

bya kind of bewilderment. I moved out toward her, and 
gawme suddenly. She caught her breath. One of her 

miite-gloved hands went up against her mouth. 
Isaid quickly: “It’s all right, Constance. Giles couldn’t 

but I'll take you to him in a little while. Meanwhile, 
sto have some coffee with me.” 

Ionly wanted to prevent the necessity of her saying 
hing. It seemed to me I could not have borne it if she 

iad stumbled into lies, when she saw me. 
She went along docilely. I ordered coffee and food. We 
staring at each other. She made a dreadfully apparent 

at steadiness. 
‘Iremember that I thought: “She stands as much chance 
‘ Zella, as a kitten against a lioness.” But illogi- 
aly, my conscience troubled me that I should be doing 

st to rob her of whatever chance she had. 
| Asif it mattered, she said shakily: “You're not angry 

th me, Lucien ?”’ 
Iwas not, and said I was not. It occurred to me that 

y men, in Giles’ position, would have done precisely 
t he’d done; and he had been candid enough with me 

his discussion of his reasons for wanting an immediate 
riage. It’s so hard to analyze one’s motives, after 

it. I know I was torn by my own personal emotions. 
utI believe what held me steadfast in determination to 

this marriage was a conviction that Giles should not 
80 behaved—to Constance. 
small face was very resolute when she said: “Now, 
you'd better tell me why Giles didn’t meet me and 

tal tell you. We're going over to his apartment in a 

iow soon ?” 
‘When we finish eating.” 
be wpe then that neither of us had made the least pre- 

ane. 
Said: “You aren’t trying to stop me any more? It’s 
as I've told you.” 

",20u Shall make up your own mind.” 
‘It's made up.” 
"Then let’s talk about something else.” 
can't think of anything else.” 
ou might think of how Martha and Joel are going to 

he looked so sorrowful that I could not go on. Instead 
id her an idiotic long story about a law case; and when 
Station clock said twenty minutes to eleven, I paid 

_ cx, and said we would start to Giles’ place. 
ue Test was just bad melodrama, and as temporarily 

%.¢ 88 bad melodrama sometimes is. Giles’ man let 
@ and vanished. Zella must have told him she was 

ous Suests. She was lying on a sofa reading, dressed 

: nce had the obvious childish reaction, and 
bose, precisely what Zella counted on having 

gat are you doing here?” 

“Living with Giles.” 
“T don’t believe it.” 
“You can ask him when he gets back. He'll be here 

soon.” 
“Thank you. I will ask him.” 
She did not say one other word through the endless half- 

hour when we waited for Giles. Zella continued to read. 
Once or twice I said to Constance, ““You’d better not stay,” 
or something like that. She shook her head. 

Sometimes her hands in the white gloves trembled. 
Whenever she noticed that they did, she held them steady, 
one against the other. Then she would forget about them. 
They would begin to tremble. 

I forced myself to concentrate on the unknown “suitable” 
person whom she would marry, when she’d forgotten all 
this. I tried to keep my indignation at Giles’ behavior 
white-hot. But instead I got to the point where nothing 
seemed as important as that her hands should cease to 
tremble. 

The quiet was appalling. The sound of Giles’ key in the 
door was utter relief. 

In the instant the door swung open, Zella spoke: “There 
you are, Giles. We have two callers. Miss Lorning re- 
fuses to believe I’m your mistress, and is waiting for you 
to tell her.” 

Constance stood up. I had been wrong, altogether 
wrong, about my kitten-and-lioness simile. Constance had 
achance. Nothing in the room was as strong as Constance 
and Giles, and the flame between them when they looked at 
each other, though his face was the face of a man drowning 
and hers of a lost child. Still, something they had had, 
and might always have, for each other, for no one else in 
their lives, ever, was in their look. 

It was understandable that Zella might want to punish 
Giles for this: that he never turned his head toward the 
sound of her voice, but regarded Constance steadily. 

She said: “I shall believe whatever you tell me, Giles.” 
Yes, she was too young for her chance. She should have 

said: “Please, Giles, don’t tell me anything.” An older 
woman, with less faith in her love, could have said that. 
But Constance asked the question, though by indirection— 
all her love for him, all her confidence, in her voice when 
she asked it, all her trust in her dark eyes. 

He answered truthfully. Many things in his life he did 
shabbily, did shamefully; but not this. He answered, as 
if he were impelled to damn himself as thoroughly as pos- 
sible. “She has been my mistress through most of this 
summer,” 
; The child clutched at a straw. “You mean—not recent- 
y.” 

Giles shook his head. “I mean, through the last part 
of the summer.” 

I said Constance’s name, twice, loudly, because I thought 
she was faint. The sound “Constance, Constance!” broke 
the complete absorption of those two. 

She took a stumbling step toward me. Giles stretched 
out his hand. It touched her gray coat. She moved away 
from that touch rather quickly. He did not try any more 
then. When Constance had turned from him, he strode 
across the room to Zella. 

I thought he looked murderous. Zella lay perfectly still. 
Constance said to me: “Please take me away from here, 

Lucien.” 
She never looked back when I opened the door. 
Zella continued to be perfectly immobile; Giles con- 

tinued to stare down at her, when I closed the door behind 
us. 

I took Constance back to my apartment, because I had 
no intention of leaving her alone at a hotel. She sat com- 
pletely dazed, while I telephoned Martha Wademouth. 
After I'd arranged that Martha come down, I tried to be 
matter-of-fact, and undramatic. 

“You wouldn’t sleep, if I told you to go to bed, Constance, 
so you may as well stay up until you go to sleep on your 
feet.... It’s better that you know, of course.” 

She answered that last: “Are you sure?” 

I WAS the more emphatic because, looking at her, I was 
so terribly unsure. She was sitting in the chair where 

Zella had sat, and that distressed me beyond its impor- 
tance. When she stood up finally, at my suggestion that 
she take off her hat and coat, I took great pains to have 
her sit down again in a different chair. . . . All that I re- 
member about that dress she’d chosen to be married in is 



the frill of lace around its neck, and that it made her look 
about fourteen years old. 

The night wore on. When I did manage to get any 
response from Constance to anything I said, it was a 
response entirely automatic, a careless, “Yes,” or “No,” 
that showed she hadn’t heard whatever I'd asked. 

At one point, she looked at my phonograph, as if she 
saw it, so I asked her whether she’d like to hear some 
music. 

She answered that, definitely if oddly. She said: “I'd 
like to hear the ‘Ride of the Valkyrie,’ if you’ve got it.” 

I had. I played the “Ride of the Valkyries” through for 
her five times. That gorgeous tortured music rose and 
rose in the room. 

She said once: “It makes you hold your head up.” 
I tried to say there was no reason she should not hold 

her head up, but she couldn’t notice. 
Finally she said, “I don’t want it any more.” 

sat silent. 
Dawn was purple and silver in the sky when she broke 

that silence. 
“Tl wait, you know. He will come back to me, because 

he and I belong, forever. Though I’m young, though I 
can’t understand yet, or forgive him even quite yet, I am 
sure of that.” 

Then I did not try to say any more sensible things. I 
never tried afterward.- Because, watching her pale lovely 
face in the dawn light, I believed her. 

And we 

Chapter Five 

—3 ARTHA suggested, even before I had the 
aod chance to, that she and Constance go abroad; 

but Constance was steadily, firmly, against 
it. “I’ve been enough trouble to you both. 

=a No need I should disarrange your autumn, 
4 Martha.” 

I guessed that she was reluctant to leave 
where Giles lived; that if she sailed, such the country 

scraps of hope as remained to her would be gone, and she 
felt she couldn’t get on without them. 

She did not wish to make her formal début in Boston, 
or at all. Her own suggestion was that she live in New 
York, and study piano-forte. She had a minor talent. 
Once she told us: “I should like to be able to play Wag- 
nerian music the way it sounds inside me.” 

Martha and I had some discussion about what might 
happen if she saw Giles on the street. But Giles, I knew, 
was still on some sort of terms with Zella. People men- 
tioned seeing them here and there together, though I did 
not happen to encounter them. 

In the end, we let Constance do what she wanted. I took 
a larger apartment, acquired a fiercely British dowager as 
chaperon, and Constance came to live with me. She worked 
surprisingly hard at her music, grew definitely thinner, 
and made no protest when, in the week Zella’s operatic 
début was scheduled, I suggested that the dowager, Con- 
stance and I go to Florida briefly. 

The reverberations of Zella’s triumph were still dinner- 
table conversation when we returned a month later. But 
the sunshine and the swimming had made Constance 
stronger and happier-looking than she had been all winter, 
and she returned to her piano-practice with a kind of 
abandon. 

I would come home, in the early dusk, to find the dowager 
brewing abominably strong tea, and Constance playing 
beautifully, her small mahogany-colored head very erect. 
It was a Y omnes domestic atmosphere, with fragrance of 
roses and wood-smoke in the room, and the stars slowly 
coming out in the winter sky. It was so much more than I 
had ever hoped to have. I thought I should be completely 
happy, if only I believed that Constance was reasonably 
content. 

Of any reason for her discontent, we never spoke, but 
talked of inconsequential things, like people long married, 
between whom there has never been much intensity of 
feeling. Sometimes young men came to call on Constance, 
but the spark that would light her beauty was so absent, 
and her manner so indifferent, that the same ones did not 
come many times. We dined out a good deal. I rather 
dreaded dinner-parties, lest in the interlocking of circles 
that is New York we encounter Giles and Zella. But that 
did not happen. 

Once, impelled by curiosity, I went to the opera along, 
to hear Zella in a new réle. She was magnificent, by 
did not stir me at all. She had been correct in her 
judgment—that she and I would never be simpatico, 
on a Saturday when I was meeting Constance at the 
for luncheon before a congert, a warm voice called, 
cien!” and Zella stepped out of a car. Very much, 
not too much, the prima donna, conscious of and not 
conscious of the recognition in the eyes of the d 
and of one or two more important-looking passers-by, 

I said quickly: “You aren’t lunching here, are yoy! 
Constance is.” 
“How rude you are, Lucien! I’m not lunching, but wey 

it matter?” 
I said that I was sorry, but it would matter. 
“That’s too bad. I had hoped—” She didn’t finish, § 

gave me the impression that she had stopped me for, 
special purpose, and changed her mind about it. Said), 
stead: “Giles is frightfully hard up. All the wrong stody 
went up or down.” 
When I made no comment, she said: “You must com 

to call some day. I’ve found a very amusing place to liye" 
She gave me the address. I bowed. We both knew wg 
enough that she didn’t want me to call, and I didn’t way 
to. She got back into her car. 

The next week her marriage to Giles was announceda 
the afternoon papers. 
When I read the announcement while on my way 

I hurried home—to a Constance utterly broken, a Cm 
stance without pride and reticence any more, who said 
over and over: “I should have stopped it. I should hm 
telephoned him, gone to see him, all these days I have want- 
ed to telephone. I should have gone to see him, insteadd 
ie waiting. She’ll ruin him. I tell you, she'll mm 
im!” 
I had not been sure, though I’d been almost sure. S& 

was not one whit recovered. She was no nearer 
than the girl who’d sat all night in my old apartment ste 
ing at emptiness until the dawn came. She had only bea 
waiting, all those months. She would wait forever. | 
knew it, when she said—and her own words steadied he 
suddenly: 

“This is not the end. This doesn’t matter. I won't 
it matter.” 

For my sake, I suppose, since she didn’t care herself, 
made an effort to pull herself together, played to me t& 
Chopin that I didn’t admire so much, but certainly fo 
more serene than her Wagner, made conversation witht 
dowager at dinner-time. (Blessedly, the dowager 
been out that afternoon, acquiring a hat as much 
Queen Mary’s most recent one as was possible. ) 
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UT that evening, and for many afterward, Const 
was like a frantic small ghost. For weeks, for mont 

indeed, she was like that. She would talk restlessly, 
a kind of brittle gayety. Then she would fall si 
abruptly. For a fortnight she would accept all sorts © 
eee Then for a time she would accept none 
all. 

It could not go on. She was wearing herself out. 
how it was to end I did not know, until one evening# 
March I came home to hear her laughter spontat 
clear, her voice with quick interest in it, and a man’s 
answering. 

Giles was sitting beside her on the piano-bench. T# 
were turning over sheets of music. 

He stood up, without the least apparent embarrassmelt 
when I went into the drawing-room, held out his hand aul 
said: “I’ve missed you and Constance, Lucien.” 

“We mean to behave, Lucien, but we simply must 
each other.” For all the gayety in her tones, 
sounded completely determined. 

Giles said, laughing: ‘You're so direct, Constance. * 
always breath-taking. I'd meant to spend the first 
minutes after Lucien came in talking about weather, 
the health of friends.” 

She put her arm through his, stood smiling up at 
Gesture and smile were possessive. Giles knew it, if 
stance did not. Various things occurred to me: that® 
was nineteen, that I was guardian in fact only 
property, and that anything I might say would be 
no use, anyway. 

“We met by accident today. Now we're going 
on purpose, fairly regularly.” 
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rly, I did not intend to be specially disagreeable, but 
ss two always put me in the position of saying dis- 
sable things. ‘Zella’ll be very pleased, no doubt.” 

glow left their faces. But Giles attempted non- 
se. “The year’s 1924, Lucien. We're all modern 

people. Zella does not own me to the extent that I may 
call on an old friend.” 

Seondered whether she did not. 
Constance, too clearly, didn’t care what Zella thought 

gdid—probably never had cared and never would. “Let’s 
it start over about the weather and things, Lucien. 
better.” 

Isaid: “Meanwhile, I'll have tea.” 
And the dowager Mrs. Jamieson swept into the room 

sth that curious impression of being clothed in the most 
gistantial correct garments and the most substantial 
gmect opinions, of that or any other season. It was an 

ion not backed by her disposition, for she was a 
and rather gentle soul. 

We had tea. Giles set about to be most charming. When 
jestood up to go, he said to me: “You won’t forget to 

my regards to Martha and Joel Wademouth.” There 
definite mockery in his voice, as if he knew well 
gh that he had been the subject of long conferences 

tween the Wademouths and myself, and still resented 
or interposition. I wondered whether he knew, even 
ww, the full extent of Zella’s interference. 

I remember his mention of the Wademouths not for 
his mockery, but another reason—because, while the 

ij of their name was still in the room, Timothy brought 
tome a telegram. There was a brief slight pause while 
lopened it. It was from Joel Wademouth, telling me that 
Martha’s horse had thrown her that afternoon, that she 
was dead. 
The small revelatory things are unforgetable. Giles 

tttered the correct expressions of shock; Constance wept 
bitterly and genuinely, for she’d loved Martha, and seemed 

aga Mrs. Jamieson’s substantial arms to have forgotten 
But he said one thing for which I 

had finished his farewells, “I'll see you very soon, 
darest,” as if no one’s death was important enough much 

Biodelay his pursuit of anything he wanted. 
I thought, for the first time then, that in ruthlessness 

umte and Zella were not badly matched. And I dismissed 

sea 
Bf friend 

lim from my mind, thinking instead of Martha Wade- 
whom I could remember as a handsome young 
hen I was a child, who had been my lifelong 

peaking also of Joel, who would never recover 
shock. from this 

That last I said to Zella, who came, rather surprisingly, 
the funeral. She observed: 
i S a very long time, my dear Lucien. That’s 
hother of my platitudes. Mrs. Wademouth was a nice 

im voman, though I have not met very many.” 
twas in Boston at the funeral alone. Constance had 
Wept herself ill, and Mrs. Jamieson backed me in forbid- 
tig her to make the journey. After the funeral was 
Wer, Joel was returning to New York with me; but there 
Were various things to which he was obliged to attend 
fir several hours before train-time, and so when Zella 

that we lunch together, I agreed. 
was rather subdued—whether it was the effect of 

ler black clothes, more conservative than any I had seen 
Wear, or not, I could not decide. We talked of this and 
until she said: 
turally, I had a special reason for wanting to see 

Lucien.” 
T repeated: “Naturally.” But I wasn’t antagonistic. 

Thad reached the point of accepting Zella as one accepted 
a, hurricanes. There they were, and no good 

oe 
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rs ) Constance and Giles have met, and plan to meet 

ty | ; ape you expect me to do something about it, 
a sha’n’t, any more.” 

0, you weren’t designed for elaborate intrigue. It 
it be restful, to be as you are, Lucien.” 

g, you mean.” 
ve a fatigue that is probably just end-of- 

Alexander with no more worlds—”’ 

“I shouldn’t wonder.” The laughter came and went 
from her voice. She was deadly serious, when she said: 
“There was nothing I wanted you to do. I can manage 
the situation. Giles and I are sailing for Paris in ten days, 
though I haven’t mentioned it to him yet.” 
“Why did you mention it to me? I’m not being rude, 

just curious. You would have a reason for that too.” 
Her eyes were luminous. “It may surprise you. That 

child, I realize, has for him a great love.” 
I remembered “the child” was Martha’s phrase for 

Constance. 
“Don’t pretend that matters to you.” 
“No much. But enough so that I don’t wish her to 

suffer more than need be. Keep them apart for ten days, 
Lucien, and I'll keep them apart for months thereafter.” 

““Months—not years, you say. You're frightened, Zella.” 
Her eyes grew hard as jewels then. “Giles put on a 

great defiant show. That was boring. But I’m not fright- 
ened. I support him, near enough.” 

To which I answered nothing at all. And in an instant 
she burst into speech again: “You have a quality that 
puts me on the defensive. To no one else would I bother 
to explain that that last bit of information is for your 
ear only, that I do not mention it, or plan to. Why should 
I bother to explain that? Or that Giles would have made 
Constance an abominable husband, while he makes me, 
by and large, a reasonably good one. I’m much envied my 
charming husband. And he is charming, much of the 
time. He is also that fatal combination of hardness and 
weakness. I don’t expect too much, though. Constance 
would have. ... 

“There you sit, Lucien, looking self-possessed, and I re- 
sent most, I suppose, that you make me a little inco- 
herent.” 

“No cause for resentment,” I made answer. “I was born 
to play audience to my interesting friends; my reactions 
of applause or disapproval aren't the least important.” 

Her black hat shadowed her eyes when she bent her 
head, as cigarette smoke had shadowed them, one evening 
of another year. 

“I do not ask for myself, Lucien. I can, as I’ve said 
before, manage. Those two may have been meant for 
each other. I’m forced to take their emotions more seri- 
ously than once I did. Many people are ‘meant’ for each 
other who are most badly suited, nevertheless.” 
“What are you asking?” 
She said with violence: “Keep them apart these days, 

for the girl’s sake, if for no one else’s! If Giles persuades 
her to run away, I shall divorce him or not as I choose, 
a entirely on the kind of publicity that might 
res t—’’ 

“You’re implying that Giles is the complete cad—” 
“The complete romantic so often is.” She paused, and 

spoke more calmly. “The girl’s very young. She'll meet 
some one else.” 

Wearily I said: “You announce that as if you very much 
wished you believe it.” 

“Precisely. Just as you, Lucien, must have spoken, to 
yourself at least, the same thought.” 

DIDN’T deny it. She stood = 
uae The catastrophe would 

With that, I was in complete agreement. 
a good thing he’s lost his money.” 

“Convenient, from my point of view. No use, from 
yours.” She saw I did not quite understand that, and 
went on. “I suppose you would let little Constance 

wine “You make Giles too deep-dyed a vil- 

“No. But I stand in his way—though sometimes when 
he notices what a decorative and creditable obstacle I 
am, he forgets that. You too stand in his way. We are 
strong enough, I think—” 

For all her lovely looks, her wonderful voice, she was 
irritatingly like a general analyzing his forces before go- 
ing into battle. That was perhaps why I said: 

“T’ll give you advice for advice. Don’t underrate Giles. 
You won’t manage him forever.” 
“Do I sound as if I underrated him? Good-by, Lucien.” 

On the street in the spring sunshine, the goldness came 
back to her pale looks. 

I said: “Good-by.” 

“Take me seriously in 
hers, no matter what I 

I said: “It’s 



And took her seriously enough, so that I considered 
methods all the way back to New York with Joel. 

It turned out to be fairly simple, because Constance was 
fond of Joel, and anyone would have done what they could 
for him, he was so broken. 

Wwe I suggested that we go on a short holiday, and 
implied that Constance would be of great assistance 

in keeping his mind occupied, she made no protest. Per- 
haps she really wanted to be away from New York for a 
few days, until her own grief for Martha (who had never 
liked Giles) was less. 

It happened to be Mrs. Jamieson who read aloud from a 
New York newspaper that reached the small Virginia re- 
sort where we all stayed, nearly a day old, the account 
of the sailing of Mr. and Mrs. Giles Calhoon, Mrs. Calhoon 
being in public life one of the opera’s luminaries. 

“Fine picture of her,” she said. “She has the true clas- 
sic type of beauty.” 
No one else said anything, though Constance looked at 

me with reproach—guessing, I suppose, that perhaps I 
knew of this sailing.... So, Martha Wademouth by dying 
gave indirectly to “the child” of whom she’d been so fond, 
nearly three years’ peace. 

Peace of sorts.... That Constance heard from Giles 
I knew. I even saw letters on the hall table in his hand- 
writing. But I would have known, anyway, by the differ- 
ence in her manner, after those letters came. She would 
be for a day or two like a ghost of her pretty self. 

That self was much changed, though so gradually, so 
imperceptibly the change occurred, that in retrospect I 
cannot place it. She was handsomer—and harder. That 
expectant quality in her very young beauty was gone. 
Her slenderness was as graceful, her dark eyes as surpris- 
ing, her profile as lovely as ever. She was more poised 
than in her teens, much gayer, with a febrile quality about 
her gayety, and over her whole manner a lacquer smooth 
as the pale nail-polish she affected. 

To one person only she was not changed at all. To Joel 
Wademouth she was just the lovely little girl whom he 
and Martha had liked so much when first in lilac chiffon 
she came to a party at their house the June I was gradu- 
ated from law school. 

In his first grief at Martha’s death, Joel turned to her. 
They used to hold long conversations about her mother, 
that far dim figure whom he had so much admired when 
he was a boy growing up. At what point that recollected 
feeling changed in him, when he transferred to the second 
Constance all the worship he’d felt for the first, I was 
never sure. But it was when his grief for Martha was 
faded. 
-I never blamed him for loving Constance so quickly. 
Even, I do not think that Martha would very much have 
blamed him. That outmoded Victorian phrase of descrip- 
tion, “‘A woman born to be loved,” suited Constance so 
perfectly. 

Then, because she’d missed what she wanted, she had a 
special wistful quality in those years sometimes that 
seemed to make her new hardness and flippancy just the 
pretense of a little girl who had been, most unfairly and 
most dreadfully, hurt. 

Our ménage of Mrs. Jamieson, Constance and myself 
continued, seemed likely to continue. Joel Wademouth 
was our most constant visitor; but as my health improved 
steadily, if slowly, we entertained a good deal. Still, there 
were many quiet afternoons when Constance played Chopin 
for me, and Mrs. Jamieson knitted, or made comments on 
things in the newspapers. 
We traveled a great deal with Joel. At long remove, 

Zella had some slight influence on these travels. 
For six months after Martha’s death, Joel flung himself 

into the business of making tremendous sums of money, 
as if there were any possible need for him to have more 
than he had. The real reason was that he liked to be 
sufficiently occupied to have no time to think. 

Y the autumn of 1924 he was at the same time tired of 
business preoccupations, grown very depéndent on 

us, and beginning to be in love with Constance. I don’t 
think he knew that last then. I did, only because I myself 
had been in love with Constance so long that I was acutely 
aware of the manifestations in anyone else. . 

He began to suggest that we all take a cruise, a world 
cruise preferably, as his guests. There was no special 

reason why not. Travel'was one of the conventional] 
recommended for the asguagement of sorrow; and my 
fairs and Constance’s, as well as Joei’s on a much 
magnificent scale, were in good order. But Const 
wanted to stay in New York. She began to read as 
ously the advance plans of the opera season, as t 
peared in the newspapers. And Joel did not want to 
away without us. 

I had through the summer been receiving a long 
of letters from Zella. She continued to insist on 
as a commander to his trusted adjutant in the midst 
long difficult campaign; but sometimes she was very 
ing, notwithstanding, and I answered her letters 
frequency which surprised me. She wrote in Septembs 

For your private information, which we understand eag 
other too well for it to be necessary for me to say, I hay 

told Giles that for my career I should have a season 

South America, which is true, though it isn’t 

immediately. They loved me in Paris! But of course, yo 
must have seen some of the reviews. 

Some day I shall go to South America and be showered 
with roses—if those are a South American flower; my 

botanical knowledge is so limited. Meanwhile, my Nep 
York arrangements are definite, as at the last minute] 
shall find out, and tell Giles! 

I take it your lovely ward does not plan to marry i» 
mediately. You should take her this winter te med 
European men. For you are a clever man, as I am a cleve 

woman, and clever people know better than to tempt fate 
repeatedly. My platitudes are not very good now. Yo 
stimulate and improve them as if they were character, 

which I do not have. 
With an affection for which you’ll never have the least um, 
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I COULD tell the very day that Constance heard frail She 
Giles he was not coming home, was likely to be in§ on 

America. It was more than a day or two after I'd 
that letter from Zella. I thought she looked as if she laliiewsp 
been weeping; and Joel, who was dining with us, the yd 
she looked tired. 

“A world cruise would be a rest for all of us,” he 
rather hopelessly. 

Constance’s smile always held a certain quality of 
den moonlight about it, even now, when in a bright 
frock I disliked, and a bright red lipstick of an unbeo 
ing shade, she smiled unexpectedly. 

“Let’s all go world-cruising. There’s nothing to 
me in New York, really.” Looking at me, and conse 
I recognized the implications of that if Joel did not, 
added quickly: “I mean—my music will never amount 
anything, for all the fuss I make about it.” 

(She had heretofore maintained that a new pianist 
was instructing her was too helpful to leave.) 
We sailed rather quickly—Joel hurried us, I’m sure 

Constance change her mind, suddenly as she had matt 
up—to spend a month in Paris before joining the ¢ 
at Marseilles. Of us all, it was only Mrs. Jamieson W 
reactions were perfectly simple and direct. She bought 
the possible Baedekers and announced she meant to 
back with her mind much broadened. 

I wanted to get Constance out of New York before 
found out that Zella and Giles would return for the 
Constance wanted to get to Paris before, she thought, 
would leave for South America. Joel probably—I'm 
sure, because Joel was never very articulate with mé 
which I was grateful, since everyone else seemed # 
whenever they chose, and other people’s articulatenes 
be wearing—Joel wanted to get as far as could be 
aged from any world he and Martha had known. 

I wrote Zella. I had hesitated about writing het, 
while I maintained to myself in theory that I 
interfere again, in practice I fought for time for¥ 
stance, whenever the opportunity seemed justifiable. 
were, heaven knew, reasons in plenty to justify it. 
not necessary to say more than that we plann 
on such and such a date. A cable came in answét. 
I say that Zella, tactfully, sent all her corresponde 
my office address? 

THANK YOU FOR COOPERATION AND SPLENDID NEWS. 

SHALL LIVE TO LAUGH AT THIS WHEN WE ARE OLD, BUT 

WHILE IT IS BETTER NOT TO LAUGH. HOPE YOU ALL 

THE WORLD AS I AM LOOKING FORWARD TO ENJOYING NEW 
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. 1 -“eodperation and splendid ‘news” annoyed me; it 
i too much. And I doubted extremely that while 

‘membered Constance’s desperately unhappy face, in 
ydays before sailing, I should feel at all like laughter. 

Chapter Siz 

O we sailed. We saw Port Said, Bombay, 
Calcutta, Rangoon, the Taj Mahal, Yokoha- 
ma, Peking and dozens of other places. An 
assortment of jungies, temples, climates, 
seas and shops—more shops than anything. 
We acquired enough material for boring con- 
versation on our trip round the world to last 

We were all, except perhaps Mrs. Jamieson, 
people too self-conscious ever to make use of the conver- 

fion at all. 
fn general, the adventure was neither as wonderful as 

hopes of it, nor as dreary as one’s fears. For 
it was successful or a failure, dependent on whether 

not Constance seemed to be enjoying herself. 
She was too young to be totally controlled by her idée 

There were bright days when she was excited and 
sether happy. There were days when she was bored, 
ly, miserable. 

Ive never made up my mind whether it was altogether 
intervention of Giles in her life that separated her 
the normal course of her youth, or partly her odd 
mupbringing. She never had much gift for making 

fends with her own generation. All those months of 
ying, in which she was so often interested in some 

thing she saw, or even just in the strange crowded 
lies or the look of the sea with the sunset on it, she never 
much definite interest in her fellow-passengers. 

She only spoke once of Giles in all these months. That 
son the homeward journey across the Pacific. She said: 

8 was in New York all winter. I looked up American 
papers in Tokio. In Paris, I could not find out where 

yd gone.” 
e and I were sitting after dinner in our deck-chairs, 

thing the darkening sky, the stars shining, with a cool 
air in our faces, sound of the sea an undertone to the 

i of dance-music, and that sound muted, for the or- 
tra was far off. 

Joel was playing bridge. Through recent weeks Joel 
avoided Constance as much as the circumstances per- 

(They permitted so little avoidance of anyone 
I'm sure no one except myself noticed.) He had dis- 

ed and been startled by the state of his own heart. 
ce said: “You’re supposed to make some re- 

Lucien! I want very badly to talk about it. You 
admit, I’ve tried.” 

Ifspending her brief time in Japan searching for Ameri- 
ag that might contain mention of Giles. in 
les about his wife, was the measure of her success 
ying, there didn’t seem to be much to say. 

smali body stirred beside me, a motion slight as a 
I thought: “If only I could avoid being sorry for 

if only I could dislike or even resent her preoccupa- 
that amounts to madness!” 

il said, just because it sounded forceful: “It amounts 
Madness. You have everything else in the world. Why 
it by dwelling on the thing you can’t have, mustn’t 

All the rest is no use without it.” 
“Because you let yourself think so.” 
“Because I can’t help thinking so.” 
“You don’t face facts, Constance.” 
“That's easy to say.” 
“True nevertheless.” 
pat are a few facts I haven’t faced?” 
Vue of importance: That Giles has never loved you as 

ve loved him. Else he couldn’t have behaved as he 

t¥ve faced that—his behavior, I mean. Zella’s very 
utul, and she flung herself at him.” 

q enough.” 
Pt you, but you’re more consistent than Giles.” 

&fact. You wanted facts.” 
it that’s no recommendation.” 

i to look at her. -Her eyes were darkly shining. 
t face in the bright starlight was unreasonably 

slike a sculptured face, done with struggling. 

2A 

She said: “Dear Lucien! You have helped me so. I 
couldn’t have got on, without you.” Then she put her arm 
round my neck to pull my head down, kissed me—and took 
her arm away. 

“That was so you should not look unhappy for me. It'll 
be all right. He’ll come back. I’m glad I’m only twenty. 
If I were older, I couldn’t afford to wait so long. I'd be 
afraid of losing what looks I have, of just being a tired 
— who reminded him vaguely of some one he used to 
ove.” 
I said, “Stop it,” so sharply that it was effective. 
For I had to wait for my heart to steady. If, when her 

arm was round my neck lightly, I had held her, held her 
close and breathless, told her that I loved her better than 
he, and wanted her more, would it have been the least use? 
And I knew the answer: none at all. It might have troubled 
her, in that small section of her heart reserved for Joel, 
myself and, I supposed, Mrs. Jamieson, jointly. People who 
helped her get along. 

She said in a small voice: “Why are you angry?” 
I assured her that my anger was directed at Giles, not 

herself. 
She said firmly: “It should be directed almost entirely 

at Zella.” 
The arrival of Mrs. Jamieson prevented the discussion 

of that. She suggested that the hour was late, that Con- 
stance would take cold without a wrap, but that the star- 
light was beautiful. 

Mrs. Jamieson’s methods as a chaperon were, like British 
diplomacy until recently, muddling but effective. Con- 
stance did not go back to the subject. ... 

In the spring of 1925, when we reached New York, Giles 
and Zella had sailed for Europe. We rented a summer 
place on Long Island, near Joel’s new enormous house, 
with the decorations of which Constance was so helpful. 
I wondered how she could be so blind as she was some- 
times, and decided I knew. It had never occurred to her 
to fall in love with anyone but Giles; and there was a con- 
verse. It never occurred to her that anyone else might 
be in love with her. It was an odd viewpoint for a girl of 
great beauty, but did have a certain dim logic. 

That autumn I wanted to go to Florida, but Constance 
was immovable. She would not leave New York, and her 
too-long-neglected music. Then at the last moment it was 
announced that Zella was taking a year off from opera in 
New York, and going to South America. 

So it was spring of 1926, and the whole thing was grow- 
ing to be an old story. I told myself that only I took it 
with desperate seriousness any more. But apparently 
Zella did also. She did not return to New York that year, 
either. Her letters to me were fewer than they used to be, 
and less intimate, more concerned with her South Ameri- 
can triumphs than with Giles. Sometimes they sounded as 
if she were very tired, and her triumphs were grown re- 
petitive. I wondered whether she knew or cared that in 
New York she was almost forgotten, like any sensation 
of the season before last. But clear between the lines 
sometimes was the repetition that she did not mean Giles 
and Constance to meet. 

“I have grown used to Giles, and would miss him. He 
has had a pleasant time this season.” 

Or, “Sometimes Giles is difficult, but so is life. Very 
platitudinous, that, my dear.” 

She said in two different letters, written long apart: 
“I have grown used to Giles.” And I felt like writin 
her: “Don’t let him grow used to you, too much.” But 
didn’t feel any longer that I knew Zella well enough to 
write anything so personal. 

New Year’s Eve of 1926, Joel asked me to dine with 
him alone, and early. We were taking Constance and 

Mrs. Jamieson to the theater later. All the arrangements, 
which were Joel’s, seemed slightly odd, but I made no 
attempt to account for them, until he greeted me at his 
town house with the air of a man who at last has made up 
his mind. Then I guessed. 

Still he was a long time telling me. We talked comforta- 
bly about the stock-market. He was an extremely wealth 
man; I was comfortably rich. Even Constance was well- 
to-do. The stock-market was an undramatic subject of 
conversation when 1926 was ending. 
We were nearly finished with dinner when he said: 

“Why doesn’t Constance marry ?” 
“You know as well as I, Joel.” 



“She’s still in love with Giles Calhoon.” 
“In love with him, or the memory of him.” 
“It’s spoiled her life.” 
“She’s still too young to say, as to that. She’s not 

twenty-two yet.” Though she had for long seemed so 
much older, I thought, except in her looks! Her beauty 
would always have a childlike quality. 

“Half my age, she is; and I’m as in love with her as if 
I were a boy. It’s ridiculous of me, isn’t it, Lucien?” 

I put down my fork, and looked at him: his bronzed hand- 
some face, that thick, white hair that was rather startling. 
He was distinguished, cultivated, rich, honest, kindly; 
Constance, or any woman, could do much worse than put 
her life in his capable steady hands. 

And I never came as near disliking him in my life as in 
that moment when the steady flames of the dinner-table 
candles shone on his face. A last sharpest twinge of jeal- 
ousy assailed me, and went past. I had never had any- 
thing of her that he or any man could take from me, and 
never would have. There was no cause for jealousy. 
Once, half across the world from here, I’d told Constance 
to face facts. I faced that fact then, in Joel’s dining-room, 
for all time. 

He said: “I should like to take care of her. Wealth— 
wealth sometimes amuses women. Probably she won't 
have me or my wealth, but with your permission I mean 
to ask her.” 

I was quite steady by then. He was my old friend, my 
closest friend among men. My feeling of liking, of respect 
for him, was just as it had always been. I said: “It’s 
courteous of you, Joel, but not necessary to ask my per- 
mission. She’s of age, and will do as she pleases. I have 
no control over her, and little influence. If I’d had any in- 
fluence, I would have used it to make her put Giles out of 
her heart forever.” 

He said (it was as if Martha Wademouth spoke suddenly 
behind his shoulder): “My dear Lucien! If it hadn’t been 
for your ill health, about which you never talk, you would 
have made Constance fall in love with you years ago. 
Your scrupulousness, even, in not letting a woman risk 
involving her life with yours, is one of the most admirable 
things—” 

I said what I’ve always felt: “If a woman loved me so 
little that the sudden stoppage of my heart would be an 
incident easily borne, I shouldn’t want to marry her. But 
that’s not anything admirable: it’s just egotism.” 

His voice was apologetic. “I’ve been very heavy-footed.” 
It seemed important not to let him think that. “Not at 

all. It’s quite true that I might have been in love with 
Constance if she had not, since practically the beginning 
of my knowledge of her, been in love with Giles. As it is, 
she’s the sister my parents didn’t happen to produce, ex- 
cept that she’s probably prettier.” 

Oddly enough, he believed me. I was so afraid he would 
not, if I paused, that I hurried: “I wish she’d marry you 
and be secure.” 

He finished what I had thought of saying, and decided 
against. “But you don’t think she has enough common 
sense. It’s rather surprising that common sense is a 
praiseworthy quality for which no one ever wants to 
marry a woman.” 
We laughed then. “You have my permission for what 

it’s worth, Joel, to find out that we’re both wrong.” 

CO a glass of champaign, before we went to meet 
Constance and Mrs. Jamieson, he observed: 

“Rather surprising that she’s never just packed and 
gone to meet him.” 

“Rather modern of you to recognize that among the 
possibilities.” I was genuinely surprised. He waited for 
metogoon. “She won't. You're an active person. So am 
I, within the limits my physical condition permits. So is 
Zella, more than any other woman I ever knew.” - 

He said, “I never disliked her as much as Martha did,” 
repeated the name “Martha,” and fell silent. 

I thought of Martha vividly, of great New Year’s Eve 
dinners she and Joel had given, and I had attended. Mar- 
tha, part of the irrevocable past! As on that remote June 
evening when Giles and Constance and Zella met, there 
came again to me, a sense of dread, of catastrophe draw- 
ing nearer, a sudden coldness in that warm room. I was 
still too young a man to wish, very vividly, for my-yester- 
days. But I did then. I wished Joel and myself back in 
that incredibly far time, before the war, at a New Year’s 

party where the elaborately coiffured pretty girls ¢ 
sedately, holding their trains up, did not smell of « 
rettes or cocktails or even of exotic sorts of pe . 
of the violets or sweet peas they wore for corsages, 

Myself dancing with Jane Parker, to whom I h 
be engaged one day. . .». Jane Parker was a long { 
married now, was the mother of three children, and g 
yy amiably commonplace. It was seldom I th 
of her. 

Ws some effort I remembered the point at whik 
stopped talking. “It’s difficult for active peopl 

understand, Joel. Constance is passive. She will 
fuse Giles anything, probably. But will never initiate 
thing with him. Why he’s never lifted a finger to get heg 2 
join him, is the facet of the situation I haven’t ‘ 
—unless he possesses more scrupulousness than I've ¢ 
ed him with.” 

“No,” said Joel. “My bank handles all his affairs, } 
not had a penny in years, but what his wife gives him’ 

“Zella herself doubts the strength of that hold. 
pointed out to me that I'd scarcely let Constance stanuit 

“But that’s the place at which Giles would draw 
line. Zella wouldn’t understand that. Women don't 
derstand about the drawing of lines.” 

Something seemed to me suddenly more humorous t 
it was. “Does it occur to you, Joel, that here we sit, 
thoroughly conventional men in many senses, and 
seem to be the least critical of Constance, though we 
believe she’d run off to Giles without benefit of clergy 
he gave her the least encouragement.” 

“So would any woman worth her salt, if she loveda 
enough.” 

Something else occurred to me that I did not say:{ 
if he believed that, and would marry Constance though 
believed it, he had courage. 
We went on to the theater.... 
That evening he asked Constance to marry him. I 

him alone with her, a good deal of the time. She did 
mention his proposal to me. As I’d more or less k 
she would, she refused him. There was a great deal 
strain apparent in their meetings during the rest of 
winter. But I think that proposal shook her somewhat 
of her self-absorption. She made evident efforts to be 
usually pleasant and entertaining to Joel when 
meet. She knew enough about loving unsuc 
sense that Joel must have suffered. 

He did not attempt the issue again. By spring our 
relationship had recovered its regular pattern. 
Constance this time suggested we make a summer 
abroad, we could be as matter-of-fact as usual. 

In our various journeys we must have been a pw 
group to our fellow-passengers. Though Mrs. Jamie 
Queen Mary hats were certificates of respectability 
quate for much more dubious combinations of people, 
a discussion of the relationships of the four of us 
have helped to while away hundreds of hours in 
chairs. 
We embarked in June, and whether this journey 

specially momentous to Constance, or whether she 
wanted to get some new Paris clothes, I was not 
She was so much grown in poise and composure it was 
to tell. I didn’t want to spy on her. It was sheer act 
that calling for our mail in our London hotel, just 
we left for the Continent, I found a letter postm 
Paris, addressed to her in Giles’ handwriting. 

And I was conscious, surprisingly, of relief. This 
spun tenuous relationship between them, which 
volved all our lives so long, would come to some 
and after crisis, perhaps be resolved. I thought: “If 
ever happens now is not what Constance hopes, she 
be set free.” 

In high spirits, and her best green sports suit, sh® 
beside me in the morning plane, looking touc 
a child on the way to a party. I was always conscio® 
her hand against my arm, of one of her rare 
tures of affection. But this time it was an even® 
exuberance. wl 

“Look at the approval on dear Jamiesen’s face, 
murmured. “She looks as if she’d invented Impéi 
ways, and was condescendingly permitting the Al 
to travel thereon.” ; 

Then her small hand tightened. Her long lashes 
against the lovely line of her cheek, and rose. 5 

a nh ie oe 

m* 

pe 

et cke eens 

Ss Ooa ee a 8 



tiate 

‘ve 

irs, F 
} him,” 

rous t 

e sit, 
and 

ee ae 
a’? 

Se gbacke SoSE= E,Ge-kS SShaee 8.8 Ee ezas 

Set her ¢ ou need not tell me any more than you like, Con- 

silently, started to speak, but did not. I ‘was not 
‘she wanted me to help her. It was one of the moments 

ma iloved her so that I felt: “Whatever she wants—let 
s whatever she wants! She’s done without, long 

” 

"Wide clear, very dark and soft, her eyes. 
I ever tell you that your eyes are velvety, Con- 

” 

shook her head, laughed a shy, very young laugh. 
In all the years we’ve known each other, Lucien, 
salmost never paid me a compliment.” 
yposed I hadn’t. It was difficult to pay compliments, 
loved her so, and not mention that. But I said: 

any time now.” 
fou know, Lucien, that I’m going to see Giles.” 

now or ever.” 
sighed. “If I ever did anything to make you 
ed of me, would you remember, just the same, that 
you, Lucien. You have been such a good friend.” 

"You'll never do anything to make anyone ashamed of 
Cc ” 

draw : | wanted to say: “Don’t do anything you'll be unhappy 
” I wanted to say: “He isn’t worth it.” I wanted 

my: “Don’t get hurt.” 
But she slid her hand down, took my hand, and held it 
ithe way to Le Bourget, as if it gave her some comfort, 
reassurance. 
Iknew she had need of both. I thought perhaps after 

ithour I might not see her again for a long time, just 
ly, not ever. And I wished a boy’s wish, that this 
might never end, that we might die so, high in 

dear air above the coast of France, holding tight to 
wh other’s hands. 

landed at Le Bourget. 
all four went to the George Fifth together, and then 

rated immediately. Joel had some business to attend 
Mrs. Jamieson was going to Messrs. Cook to inquire 

pe was a good British dressmaker resident in Paris. 
-_ simply that she had an engagement, and 

ttended one. 
tened carefully. When Joel discussed the time of 

for dinner, Constance implied that she would be 
ar with us. That was all the comfort I had, through 
gest day I ever spent. I forgot about luncheon, 
iked through Paris streets so unseeing that some- 

the sound of French startled me. Toward five, ex- 
ution brought me back to the hotel. 

A was sitting in the lobby. Even through my 
ness, I noticed that she was as beautiful as ever. 

be said : “Mon cher! How fatigued you look! We had 
have an apéritif before we talk.” And she took 
of me, and when she’d inquired about my luncheon, 
inded an omelette and coffee to follow the apéritif. 

the almost empty dining-room, looking out on the 
yard, where the flowers were blurred scarlet splashes 

the cool gray stone, dizziness left me, and in a little 
the flowers ceased to blur. I even decided that I 

i to see Zella. 
seemed more indignant with me than I would have 

i. “A sensible man, as I had supposed you! To 
Without food, through this heat!” All the cadences 
Sentences were foreign now. I realized that it was 
time since she’d had much occasion to use lish, 
she and Giles spoke it. Strange not even to know 
them, what language they used to each other nowa- 

, at school, had had a great flair for languages. 
itioned that to her. I apy Be Zella a very 

y about Giles preparing my mch in exchange 
preparation of his mathematics. To which her 

mmments were: that, too clearly, I was beyond my- 
1 worry, for which there was no immediate need; 
was taking care of everything; and as an after- 
that Giles would have been better off if he'd 

mathematics, at least sufficient to know the value 
in some currency. 

= repeated: “I tell you, there is no cause for concern 
@ternoon. Constance will be back by eight o'clock, 

le I have an engagement with Giles then. I suggest 
} pursue our discussion in your room, because you 
Hincapable of lucid thought if you have a heart-at- 

T have seen people on the verge of heart-attacks 

I was much too tired to make effective protest. She was 
as efficient about getting me flat on my back with only one 
thin pillow, as the homeliest nurse in Paris could have been. 
She seated herself facing me, golden, luscious as a shining 
fruit; and the first thing she said was: “We have at least 
two hours.” 

It stirred a memory, some years old, of her visit to my 
apartment on the night Constance did not elope with Giles, 
of her rich voice saying: “Two hours before you need meet 
Constance.” 

What had been the good of her effort and mine? It had 
been futile. Perhaps it had even been mistaken. -Time 
had moved on a thousand days and more; but here she and 
I sat, facing the same situation. 

I said that to her. She produced one of her banalities: 
“Nevertheless, in life it is necessary to make the effort, 
whatever its result. We shall, however, be more dextrous 
now.” 

I rose from my flat pillow. 
I will do nothing, any more.” 

“Lie down, then, and rest. I shall talk.” 
Well, let her! She always made the pleasantest sounds, 

talking, I ever heard from a woman’s lips. 

“Zella, we shall be nothing. 

HE told me, not as if it troubled her in the least, that 
Giles went from bad to worse. At the beginning I lis- 

tened to the sounds she made, not to the sense of them, so 
that I missed a great deal, except a rather amusing account 
of his affair with a third-rate dancer in Rio de Janerio. 
The story was not amusing in its elements. But Zella as 
well as I seemed to find amusement in the fact that the 
dancer was not even ballerina, or artiste of any caliber, 
entertaining. 

Whether it was the cocktail, the omelette, or my com- 
fortable bed, or the combination, or the reassurances with 
which Zella interspersed her account, I don’t know, but I 
was feeling better by the minute. Finally she made no 
protests when I sat up, and gave her complete attention. 

She stopped talking about dancers I hadn’t met and 
didn’t want to, and said: “There, I have cured you by my 
conversation!” And then: “Giles now is no more than 
a puppet for whom I pull the strings. You said once that 
I was afraid. It was not true then. It is now—of one 
thing only: I am afraid of the precise moment when he 
admits to himself that he is no more than what I tell you. 

“Which is why I made no protest when he arranged this 
meeting with little Constance. Only, I saw to it that he 
had to come to me for money for her luncheon, her tea, her 
drive through the Bois. And I made a suggestion that 
puzzled him. That he bring Constance and all of you to 
the supper-party I am giving tonight. 

“As if I meant that I would be reasonable and ‘modern.’ ” 
There was an intensity of contempt in the last word. “So 
that he might think that if he were a little patient, clever, 
wise (though he is incapable of being any of those things, 
you understand), I might consent to a divorce, and he 
might yet have his Constance unsullied betore the world. 

“The important thing was naturally to gain time. It is 
useless to believe that this or any method I might choose 
would hold him resolute to any course, for very long.” 

I remembered something else: “You said before that 
nothing was forever, but that you could guarantee months. 
You did better. You managed yegrs.” 

“Yes; but now it depends somewhat on what you tell 
me. Has Constance changed 2" 

“About him, not at all.’ 
She looked neither surprised nor dismayed. She was 

expressionless. Only her eyes were alive. I didn’t un- 
derstand her, never had, never would. But I asked her 
abruptly: “Why do you care whether you keep him or let 
him go? Did you ever love him very much?” 
a one he reminded me of, some one he still reminds 

me of.” 
I was astounded. Of course, her life had been full, 

crowded beyond belief; but it was difficult to realize she 
had forgotten in the hurrying years even that she had told 
me of the boy Nikolai, who came as a peddler to rescue her, 
and brought her a gypsy costume, who had a voice as fine 
as hers, who died in her arms on a street above the Dneiper 
in the fighting over Kief. 

She said in a different tone: “I can’t let him go—quite 
beside the fact that he and that girl have no more in com- 
mon than she and I. om, et bet cette So ee See ee 
planned. There is nothing you can do, though I'd hoped—” 



She hesitated, then said: “If only you were not, had 
not always been, too scrupulous! Well, as you are only 
just too polite to say, that has not ever been my trouble. 

“I shall make Giles quarrel with me. He will be at his 
worst. It will be extremely disillusioning for Constance— 
sufficiently so, that there will be no elopement on this 
evening, either. We are aligned on the side of morality, 
Lucien. Does not that interest you in the least?” 

“As much as it interests you, dear Zella.” 
She smiled, her fine teeth flashing. “Then more time will 

go on, and we shall gradually grow old and sensible. Why 
is that sometimes so much wished for? Not ever, sincerely. 
I know, because when I lose Giles, I shall feel old, and I 
could not bear to feel old—to grow old, as to grow fat, is a 
condition that can be staved off. To feel old, is to be 
broken.” 

I noticed she said, ‘When I lose Giles,” and did not con- 
tradict. Though I never understood her, in the sense of 
comprehending the springs that moved her, I always knew 
what she meant, and rather dreadfully, was usually in 
complete agreement. 

She stood up with that sudden grace of hers, and re- 
verted to her trained-nurse manner. “If you will remain 
lying still, until ten o’clock, and then have a light meal, 
you will be able to attend my party without fatigue.” 

“Zella, I suspect you of being a nice woman.” 
“You do no such thing. You are much too intelligent. 

oo only a practical woman, and illness is a practical 
thing.” 

I lay quite still while the darkness grew over Paris. I 
thought of many things confusedly: That Zella was not a 
nice woman by any standards, but by some an admirable 
one perhaps. That I didn’t want to die now, for many 
reasons, but clearly because I could always while I lived 
look after Constance in some measure. That the feeling 
of her hand in mine was a greater joy than any other I 
remembered.... I slept. 

There was a small sound in the room, in the heavy 
darkness. Constance’s voice: “Darling, you felt badly, and 
you didn’t tell anyone!” 

She was used to my recurrent illness, and not fright- 
ened, only gently concerned. So many times in the years 
we had lived under one roof had I lain quite still, waiting 
for the sound of her footsteps going past in the hall. If 
I have not mentioned those times, it is because they were 
not important. 

She said: “If you feel well enough, we’re going to a 
party at Zella’s house. Giles says we’re going to be 
modern and sensible at last—that Zella shows signs of 

“being reasonable and giving him a divorce. Are you 
happy for me, Lucien? I’ve been such a worry to you.” 

She did not expect any answer, nor wait for one. But 
in the darkness she pressed her warm cheek against 
mine, and went away. 

I had the dreadful feeling I'd betrayed her; and when 
I dressed, hurrying, with shaking fingers, had some idea 
of arriving at Zella’s before Joel and Constance, and tell- 
ing her to abandon whatever plan she had. 

But Joel and Constance were waiting for me when I 
was dressed. There was no opportunity then, or when we 
reached Zella’s, to speak to her alone. She was surround- 
ed by people. 

Chapter Seven 

O much more than just time and geographi- 
cal distance separated that “Evening at a 
Prima Donna’s” from “Dinner Party in Bos- 

Be — — 7 a been wy? <n of 
A the way that brought us to a’s “Eve- 
Card ning.” But in the stir of conversation well 

modulated in five languages, in the “party” 
air which Zella had a trick of creating about her when 
she sat alone in a room with me, I was a long time decid- 
ing what beyond the superficial things—the language, the 
fashions of the summer—was so sharply different. 

I knew when, though they were the length of the room 
apart, and both talking with every evidence of animation 
to other people, Constance raised her dark eyes suddenly 
and looked straight at Zella. Zella’s eyes met hers; 
Zella’s mouth curved in a smile not quite mocking, not 
much surprised. It was as if they were aware of each 
other’s thoughts! 
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We had none of us been so sharply conscious 
another that June evening when we sat by a garden 
trees were blossoming. Something had bound 
Constance and myself,—and now at last Joel 
had only to glance at his face to realize that, 
among fifty people we were always anxiously 
out one another. I thought among five thousand yw 
not mitigate that preoccupation, either. Const 
Zella, Joel and myself, Zella and Giles, even 
Zella, because their looks flickered over each othe 
times doubtingly, as if not sure whether they dre 
to alliance or enmity. 

The other guests were no more than well-dre 
prisingly substantial (since prediminatingly French) 
ows among whom we five moved to an end that, it 
I had known once or twice. Only I had forgotten, 
the knowledge were a blurred dream. 

8 ate the evening passed like many other 
in any capital of the world where the sophisti 

the cosmopolitan, amuse themselves. The Americ; 
as gay, the French as urbane, the Russians with t 
of those born to be adorned by jewels,. as hand 
usual. 

For a few minutes Zella sang, sang nothing cor 
tial, old French ballades with a kind of poignancy 
them. Her golden head flung back, her white 
straight above her deep rose-colored frock. Time 
as if from inconsequential occupations, when she 
The world narrowed to a lambent circle, a golden 
a clear song rising, rising. 

She was a very great singer. Perhaps only ¥ 
sang was she what she might have been, if a ge 
had not died in a long-ruined house in the Uk 
boy (who must have been the only person she ¢ 
quite like herself) had not died in her arms ing 
in Kief. 
When she had finished singing, the evening 

Even her own goldenness faded ever so slightly. § 
a hard, bitter, beautiful woman who arranged 
Constance, Joel, Giles and myself should sit at k 
at supper. 

The evening grew commonplace. Absurdly, It 
that Zella intended it should. I was just tired, bo 
patient for what I knew not. Joel and I talked ec 
places—about our plans for our holiday—to Zella, 
and Constance ignored us, spoke in low voices 
other. 

Even that did not matter, nor the curious f 
Constance never looked more radiant than when 
Zella’s warm beauty. There was simply no col 
possible between them, any more than between 
and lovely young animals, caged near to each 
only remember Constance’s face that evening, as 
Zella’s, and not whether Constance wore blue or 
white. 

Constance, face upturned to Giles—her eyes ¢ 
him, his eyes blazing with excitement. The one 
changed in all the long time was the strength @ 
desire for each other: something more, stronger 
sire, an emotion indefinable. That emotion t 
changed all our lives as well as theirs. 

Zella stopped talking, as if she were listening to 
who was saying nothing more important than @ 
had found a charming river inn in the country 
Fontainebleau, where he would like to take Con 
luncheon next day. 

Zella interrupte:: “You wish to go in the ro 
the town car, mon mari?” 

I thought: “Here it is!” 
There was derision in the very sweetness of 

voice. 
Giles hesitated. Clearly he knew well enough t 

tion was more than it seemed to be. 
Zella said: “Curious, the racial differences, 

differences, demonstrated by people’s taste in 1 
In Rio de Janeiro, that used to amuse me. A 
girl of a certain low type would no more ride in 
roadster and let her coiffure be disturbed—” 
No one had the least idea what she was talking 

except myself and Giles, of course. I wished 
that Zella would say something once spontanec 
tle thing even, like telling me for no reason the 
Giles and his third-rate Brazilian dancer. 



moved his handsome dark head from side to side 
if feeling the dimensions of the trap, and then 
In that very brief pause probably he knew that 

chance with Constance, if it were contingent on 
¥e “reasonableness,”’ was done. 
gaid too lightly: “How changeable you are, Zella.” 

in any society one grows used to obscure asides 
wives and husbands. We all ignored this one, 

ted about for a change of subject. 
was too rapid. 
in the third drawer of my desk, the small Louis 

we desk in my dressing-room, is my purse. Would 
ich it for me, please?” 
had said to me: “I shall be afraid, in the moment 
es he is puppet for whom I pull the strings.” 
ught she was made suddenly reckless by sight of 
md Constance together, and had by recklessness 

ht on the thing she’d feared. 
the moment when he should realize altogether was 

His defiance was lazy, controlled, for the sake 
1 beside him, whose face was grown white with 
said no more than: “You have servants here, 

situation was beyond anyone’s saving. Zella made 
that by answering: “Is the inn by the river of 

told us, expensive, Giles?” 
tance spoke then to Giles as if no one else were 

“IT hope so, because I wanted you to let me invite 
lunch. I want to invite some one to lunch extrav- 

y, my second day in Paris. No, not some one: just 

» you a car here, Miss Lorning?” 
i fare, Mme. Mikhailoff.”’ 

we my married name, socially, Miss Lorning.” 
lance obviously would never say it. She drew a 

Mreath, fighting for self-control. 
went on very quietly: “It is most unfortunate 
a made a luncheon engagement for us both to- 
, Giles.” 

stood up, pushed his chair back. It tilted, but a 
servant straightened it. It was then first I saw 

the quick sure grace of his youth was gone from 
like the confidence in his manner, the assurance in 

He looked so much older than Constance, when 
very lightly, stood close beside him. 

table was in a window recess, screened more or 
n the others. I wondered miserably if Zella’d 

i even that, to make sure what scene she chose 
would have no wider audience than necessary. 
happened much more quickly than in telling. 
less than a minute went by between the time 
pped talking and listened to what Giles was say- 

and Constance stood beside him, with her shoulder 
ghisarm. It happened as fast as the colors chang- 
a kaleidoscope. 
lance said: “Giles, will you take me home now?” 
id: “Yes, yes!” 
calm voice: “You aren’t leaving me again by any 

, Giles?” 
time for good.” 
ve said before, don’t you remember ?” 
ed. “I’ve left you for days and weeks, picked 

& dozen women in these years, who were nothing 
More than the chance to unfaithful to you, to 

to make you look old if I could, because to look 
d be the thing you’d mind most—” 
then—” She did not raise her voice a single note. 
‘n't come back this time.” 

y did you come back before? Not surely because 
you well.” 

five seconds, ten seconds, no time he could maintain, 
just as steady as she. “If I thought you had so 
dence in your beauty and your charm as to 

tl only stayed because I was well supported, the 
Would be a triumph for me.” 

you have returned before for reasons uncon- 
my wealth. Recently, even as recently as 
» you have—to use the conventional phrase— 

me for myself.” 
he remembering, too, the child Constance had 
the night Constance came to New York to marry 
found out his affaire with Zella? When Con- 
been so sure of Giles’ love that she refused to 

believe in that affaire, and it had been Constance who 
had asserted: “You mean—not recently.” 

Zella repeated: “Tell me, now you leave again, just why 
you have returned before? A small thing to ask.” 

He swore at her unsteadily. He lost his head alto- 
gether. He moved past Constance, toward Zella, and I 
saw Joel move to intervene. 

But between futile and irrelevant oaths, Giles said the 
sentence that in some form Zella must have waited for: 

“Take it for what cheap satisfaction it gives you, that 
the others can’t replace you, that I forget them when 
you smile, that you stir me beyond sense, judgment, or 
my own salvation—” 

He had completely forgotten Constance. So, if she 
chose to reckon it, though I doubted that she bother, 
Zella was made even for that other time when he never 
once looked at her, but hung on Constance’s least phrase 
and gesture as if she were his hope of salvation. .. . 

He forgot for a breath’s space. Then it was too late. 
When Joel stood up, Giles knew what he had done, because 
Joel was looking as if he didn’t matter to him, or any- 
one, any more, 

The hysteria in Constance’s tone was fairly well con- 
trolled. “Yes, Joel, I do want to leave. Are you coming 
with us, Lucien?” 

Constance burned her bridges fast, and thoroughly. In 
the car on the way back to our hotel, she said to Joel: 
“Do you still want to marry me? There’s no reason why 
not, if you still want to.” 

The last revelatory thing she said to him or me for half 
a decade, she said, after that sentence, and his response. 

“We'd better take the first plane back to London, don’t 
you think?” 

Joel was too blind with delight to listen to the sentence, 
much less analyze it. He wasn’t making any terms at all. 
He simply did not care, how or why she came to him, as 
long as she believed he was her best chance of happiness. 

Yet beneath his sheer unreasoning delight in her, and 
all his pride and confidence, there must have echoed al- 
ways some memory of that revelatory sentence. Because 
he said to me once, years and years later: “There was a 
moment, in the car in which we came back from Zella 
Mikhailoff’s,house, when I could have and should have set 
terms. I did not. I asked no promises. So I don’t blame 
Constance altogether.” 

— were married in September, 1927. Constance 
walked up the aisle to her wedding on my arm, an ex- 

tremely decorative automaton in white satin. I was de- 
void of feeling about her then, and for long after. 

She was doing the wisest and probably the best—the 
wisest was not invariably the best—thing that remained 
for her to do. If she was not to be “happy,” she was 
certainly to have all the compensations that wealth, kind- 
— and unvarying genuine devotion could provide for 
er. 
The exquisite appropriate pearls around that slender 

throat of hers, their perfect suitability, reminded me by 
contrast of the amethysts she’d worn at the dinner when 
first I saw her in evening dress. Old-fashioned jewelry, 
inherited from that other Constance Lorning who had 
no luck in love either, though Joel Wademouth had much 
admired her. No doubt in his present absorption he'd for- 
gotten that. 

It was much easier for me, whose life did not progress 
and never would, except in the unavoidable sense of years 
adding up, to remember sequences. It was rather amus- 
ing, besides being harmless enough. Now that Constance 
was being married, I could look forward to more leisure 
to pursue my meditations. 

Yes, though I told myself numberless times, I felt noth- 
ing, I suppose I was bitterly unhappy. For a long time 
thereafter I ceased being “bitterly,” “violently” or “‘ac- 
tively” anything. I was ill through the winter and the 
spring, tically ill, with neither much chance of 
dying nor of getting well rapidly. 

Our British Mrs. Jamieson stayed with me, while the 
Joel Wademouths explored the Far East, and the Giles 
Calhoons toured the Continent. Joel and Constance cur- 
tailed their journey, for a reason they’d told me. (When 
they told me, I thought just what I had before: “She 
burned her bridges fast and thoroughly.” ) 

They were due back in New York in May. Oddly, I 
had no desire to see them. I would again, but after a 



longer interval had elapsed between a Constance whom I 
had known well, and a Constance with whom I should 
have to practise to be at ease. 

So, since I was stronger, and my doctor had suggested 
a change of air, I used that as pretext for traveling to 
England to see Mrs. Jamieson on her way. She was re- 
tiring to a cottage in Sussex for which she’d saved, heaven 
knew how many years. Since that cottage was not in 
condition to receive guests, it happened we said our final 
good-by in a London railroad station, with genuine emo- 
tion on both sides. The flowers on her high-crowned hat 
bobbed with the urgency of her speech. It appeared she 
had restrained so much good advice through so long, that 
it more or less overwhelmed her at the end. 

She felt it her duty to say, I remember, that I wasted 
much too much energy on people who would always be oc- 
cupied with their own concerns, and I should look about, 
now before it should be too late, for some sensible quiet 
girl who would live the sort of life suited to my health, 
and so on—until her old head nodded from the moving 
railway carriage, and she departed no whit “broadened” 
or altered by her various journeyings. She would think 
she was, though, so that would do as well. 

I missed her. I should have liked to have heard her 
comfortable British comments on Spain, through which 
I traveled very leisurely. 

N Barcelona the cablegram for which I had been waiting, 
more or less, arrived. Constance and Joel had a son. 

Everything had gone well. The child was to be named 
Lucien Wademouth. 

That last surprised me, touched me more or less, but 
briefly. The lethargy in which I’d spent many months 
was too deep-rooted to be mitigated by news of the arriv- 
al of a child who was my second cousin, and would have 
my Christian name. That a child should be born and 
named Lucien Wademouth as the conclusion of the story 
of Giles, Constance, Zella and myself seemed a rather un- 
reasonable and inadequate solution for any of us. The 
sense of futility beset me during that time, so that I dwelt 
in my mind to the point of morbidity on such things as 
what the possible comment of Martha Wademouth, who 
had so badly wanted a child of Joel’s, might have been. 

But I couldn’t tell. I remembered instead her first sen- 
tence when I presented Constance to her: “What a lovely 
little girl!” And Constance’s white frock, with the lilac 
shadows in the folds, when she danced. 
We live our lives in sight of futility. The acute con- 

sciousness of it is just a kind of emotional toothache, for 
“which a counter-irritant is as good a treatment as any. 
I thought something like that when, on the heels of my 
cablegram from Joel, arrived—as I might have expected 
and had not—Zella to see me. 

I had settled down more or less indefinitely in Barcelona. 
Though it was hot, that didn’t matter if one’s major ex- 
ertion was a slow walk. But Zella arrived announcing in 
her first breath that the heat was too much to be borne, 
that it addled the mind and deprived the body of that 
energy so necessary for clear thinking. 

That’s just the summary of her long series of aphorisms, 
to which, it appeared, I was grown so used that I no 
longer noticed them specially. 

She said we were to go north, at once, by the evening 
train. (It was late afternoon then). I told her it was 
too much trouble. The climate which she protested must 
have had some slight effect on her, for she didn’t argue. 
We made an engagement to dine very late. 

After her departure to dress, I had some thought of 
taking the evening train north myself, unaccompanied. 
I had so carefully avoided knowing Zella’s whereabouts, 
that the sudden sight of her inquiring for me at my hotel 
desk had been distinctly unpleasurable. I didn’t want to 
be involved, even conversationally, in what was a finished 
story. But I’d been deadly lonely, Zella was amusing, and 
something in the intimacy she so continuously implied 
between us was real enough, so that I didn’t want to be 
as rude as I had used to be. 

In our brief conversation that afternoon, she’d said 
nothing at all about Giles, Constance or Joel. It was just 
possible that, hearing by some chance where I was, she’d 
come on impulse to see me. I supposed that even in the 
life of a prima donna might occur short dull stretches in 
which nothing better offered than a visit with some one 
unexacting. 

‘ self to me, and you know it. All you mean ist 

I dressed for dinner with more sense of anticipat 
usual. If I disliked: many things about 
had the advantage of being unpredictable. She 
disappoint me, when she arrived, en grande toilets 
a kind of entourage of members of the hotel staf 
her onto the gallery. ; 

“What a great deal of trouble I went to, to 
my Lucien. I assure you I have not taken as much 
since I remember. And want nothing that can pain 
consciousness, only to see you. Have you forgives 
my outrageous behavior in Paris—though as you 
have seen long since, it was necessary as well a 
tive.” 

I said: “I have never seen you in white before,” - He 
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ee let us talk about clothes and climate’ Bi, 
“ es ” 

“So Constance has a son! The news was in th 
Herald.” 

“Was it?” 
“Named for you, too.” 
a i 

“It is simply not cordial to make no effort at ¢ 
tion, when you can talk so well, Lucien.” 

“You had better talk for both of us—as usual.” 
“There, now I have made you laugh. I am 

for you, Lucien. But for me, you would have been 
long since.” 

I ordered dinner. 
She interrupted with: “Some day I shall have t 

sha’n’t I? In another six or seven years. I showm 
as yet.” 

“It’s because you’re soulless that you don't ¢ 
“Shall I sing to you, and have you tell me I'm 

then?” 
“No, Circe. 

cords—”’ 
Her laughter echoed richly along the shadowy 
“T have never met any woman with whom you 

close terms, Lucien. I should probably be jealous d@ 
woman.” 

“You won’t meet any.” 
“Which doesn’t mean there are none.” 
“Every year has so many days.” 
“Let’s get it over! I want you to say one thing 

Lucien, for which I traveled all this way in at 
dusty as to be bad for my throat.” 

She touched her fingertips together, in that 
special to her that brought back so many thing 
I waited. Her composed face, those erect shoul 
gleaming than her frock, and looking softer evel, 
motionless. But I guessed. 

“So you need not worry about Giles and Consta 
any more.” 

“Yes, that’s it.” 
“Do you believe me, Zella?” 
“T think so.” 
“You made safe.” 
“Don’t be a fool, Lucien. Do you suppose If 

scene?” 
“You didn’t mind. You don’t mind any means® 

ever end you’re after.” 
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NIGHT wind stirred in her hair. It was occam 
difficult to remember that, for what she’d doné® 

stance first and last, I should hate her. I stopp 
at her hair. “By the way, Zella, how is Giles? 
I’m interested, really.” a 

“As usual. Rather better than usual. I ‘mag 
him later, Lucien, for those awful five minutes I— 
through.” : 

“Understand, Zella, you don’t have to jusui 
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man you're dining with, and you feel more agreé 
not, so you're trying to be soothing. We both a 
you'll never make up, as you put it, to Giles 
scene if he and you live to celebrate your gold ' 
anniversary.” 

She chuckled. “Can’t you see us? My voice 
cracked.” 4 

“You’re an egomaniac.” 
iti Am > sa 

“Zella, you are a poseuse, besides being & 
point of dishonesty, restless, utterly dissolute 
I mean. I don’t know otherwise.” 

4 
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no time. I work pretty hard. Did I tell you 
ing pack to the opera next season, since it doesn’t 

ou wanted my reassurance that it didn’t.” 

eer I grow, the more fatalistic. When I read 
graph, “To Mr. and Mrs. Joel Wademouth, on the 
a son, Lucien,’ I thought, “If Lucien thinks 

that,’ I'll risk it.” 
one of those ‘bursts of candor which she always 

din me. “The truth is, I don’t understand you 
jetter than the first day we met. You don’t love 
yet he’s terribly important to you.” 

ic he is, so I've made him. I acknowledge the re- 

ry bit of that’s dishonest.” 
wi right. (How an hour with you improves the 

ties of my English!) When I am pretending suc- 
I love Giles. Happiness is just the maintenance 
tenses successfully.” 

a kind of test. “Have you sung yet in Moscow? 
’% the Soviet go in for guest stars?” 
I have not; and they don’t, as far as I know. 

jd you ask ?” 
see whether you had any deep feeling left, about 

LY» 

jranyone I ever knew there?” 
” 

a long time, you know, I forgot I told you all 
” 

at does it matter?” 
evo is the expression.” 

heard it. 
asked the far shining stars, indifferently: “Why 

gr antagonism last so, Lucien?” 
't know, either. 

fumbled for words, which was unlike her. “If I 
my feeling left, after ten years, for some one who, 
lived and saw me, might not recognize me!” 
bet he would.” 

looked delighted as I had never seen her. She so 
ly showed any childlike quality, had so much the 
of being born adult, that the change was startling. 

aminute, I said gruffly: “You have no right to be- 
buman, all of a sudden. ‘There are tears in your 

wiped them away. “Let’s spend a pleasant week 
Barcelona, Lucien. Giles has gone to Switzerland, 

® good purpose. That, I can take for granted. It 
trouble me. You're so entertaining that if you 

tot such a righteous young man, I should encourage 
to make love to me.” 
lof the men on earth would envy me, Zella.” 
you'll have none of me, for the silly reason that 

in your eyes, ‘the Malevolent Destiny of Constance 
” Her voice capitalized the words. 

wertheless we had some pleasant days sightseeing 
ay, and drinking a fair amount of thin white wine. 

those days she didn’t talk at all about Giles, Con- 
& and not nearly as much as was norma! for her, 

she went back to Paris, my lassitude, my bore- 
a5 apparently vanished. We'd had such a surpris- 
f00d time. 

extremely that under any circumstances she 
M have encouraged me to make love to her. As far 

, her life with Giles was “virtuous,” in the special 
I speculated about that a little, but as always 

at, Came to no conclusion. .. . 
casually, rather often through that New 

‘ason and the next—on rather the same terms that 
Joel and Constance, never mentioning them to 
‘Ror her to them. 

they’d named their heir Lucien, the Wademouths 
seme, I was more conscious ef that avoidance than 
Were. It, at least, was easy to analyze. I was as- 
ted definitely in Censtance’s mind, vaguely in Joel’s, 

ra that the handsome Mrs. Joel Wademouth did 
te contemplate. 

= grown very “social,” gave impressive parties 
asing eye te the detail that makes entertain- 

more than routine. She collected celebri- 

, 
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ties with reservations—meaning that they were, in each 
instance, not yet “collected” and really diverting. 

I used to call on Sunday afternoons, to present my re- 
spects to my namesake, be entertained for an hour by 
whomever might turn up for cocktails. And to look at 
Constance. She was prettier than ever. Motherhood had 
added a little warmth to her clear beauty, without in the 
least diminishing its grace. 
My namesake was healthy, amiable and, when he got 

over the roaring age, rapidly acquired teeth, individuality 
of features, and a sense of his own importance. By his 
first birthday he had acquired something else—a kind 
of echo of his mother’s charm. 

He has become the boy I mentioned in the beginning, 
who says “Tell me something historic” when he wants 
me to tell him anything at all that happened before he 
himself began in the world. But for the t year or two, 
I was a main source of unscheduled presents in his life, 
since his parents took him with such dreadful serious- 
ness as not to give him sweets. So, in that era, he showed 
no signs of relegating anything that happened as far back 
as my youth, to a “historic” era. 

INETEEN twenty-eight and -nine went by, and nine- 
teen-thirty. All of us lost some money. Most of our 

acquaintances lost fortunes. But Joel had so much that 
his losses were relatively inconsequential; I had such 
simple needs that mine didn’t matter; and Zella, having 
survived a social revolution, had taken great pains to 
avoid an economic one, by dividing her considerable sav- 
ings between British and American investments. 

So it seemed that all that would happen to any of us 
was that we should grow older, more settled and sensible 
year by year, and look forward with as much confidence 
= there was left in the world, to Southern winters all our 
ives. 
Even Zella and Giles seemed finally to have evolved a 

workable modus vivendi. She need not, it appeared, have 
worried about any sudden encounter between him and 
Constance. When Zella returned to the opera that first 
season, he did not accompany her. That established the 
precedent. 

She told me once, very briefly, that Giles said he did 
not wish to meet Mrs. Joel Wademouth, and make in- 
quiries about her child’s well-being. Se he spent winters 
in southern France. Zella joined him here or there when 
her opera season ended. Occasionally he went with her 
on her short concert tours. 
When I remembered my dread of some catastrophe 

overhanging us, I was amused enough—the fairly unbear- 
able catastrophe being that one arrives at the common- 
place from almost any destination. 

The beginning of the nineteen-thirties, which spelled 
“Maturity” for the men of my generation and the women 
a few years younger, promised the end of Prohibition, 
promised also, especially near election-time, the imminent 
end of the depression—to be achieved by a faith in mir- 
acles, the nature of which varied according to the cam- 
paign speaker. 

The Wademouths gave an enormous party at their Long 
Island place in June of 1933 to celebrate Lucien’s fifth 
birthday. It was one of Constance’s least successful en- 
tertainments, probably because the t list was so 
overweighted with people who had children of appropriate 
ages. 

But the gardens to which Constance devoted so much 
planning were exquisite, in the long vistas unencumbered 
with romping little ones, and the June day was of the 
finest ity—like the champagne for the adults. 

Constance herself seemed a trifle bewildered by the tu- 
mult, but she looked very well, “very young to be the 
mother of a son of five” as people mentioned with varying 
degrees of finesse, through the afternoon. 

Joel was, as always, naively proud of their comments, 
and of his son. Through the years since his marriage 
Joel had less interesting. “Nothing left to want” 
dulls men when they’ve reached a certain age. 

me it seemed Constance grew more restless year 
by year. She had, I knew, gone in for “committees” 

rather than celebrated people latterly. Worthy commit- 
tees, to ameliorate conditions of people clearly much less 
fortunate than Mrs. Joel Wademouth. She picked up and 
dropped (except for continued financial aids which de- 



manded no effort from her) a succession of causes with 
dazzling speed. 

Otherwise the mask had gone down over most human 
faces as it goes down over all our faces, inevitably sooner 
or later. What she felt or thought no one again would 
know. She was the Mrs. Wademouth, interested appar- 
ently in a diversity of things, but not very much in Mrs. 
Wademouth any more. And an amazingly young-looking 
woman for her age. Which was very nearly twenty-eight, 
that June of 1933. 
Sudden sight of her could turn my heart over, could 

make me see the sky above the blue water beneath a 
Channel plane, hear the dull roar of motors beating more 
steadily than heartbeats, could make me feel a small hand 
in mine, clinging to mine. But all that was of no moment, 
to anyone but me. 
When Mrs. Wademouth took my hand, to say good-by, 

at the end of the children’s party, the clasp was matter-of- 
fact, but her soft dark eyes were then, as on some other 
occasions in latter years, vaguely apologetic, as if to say: 
“Pity we remember the wrong things together, so it’s 
better for us not to be together very much.” 

Joel said, “Not tired, darling, from all this?” with his 
arm round her. 

She told him, no, that she enjoyed it. 
I had moved back to my old apartment, in 1932, that 

apartment where Zella came to me for aid in saving Con- 
stance from a foolish elopement—and Giles for herself. 
There was nothing as strong as motive, in my return. 
The apartment happened to be vacant, when I finally de- 
cided to move from the large place where Mrs. Jamieson 
and Constance and I had lived. I had always liked its 
proportions, and its view. 

So I returned. My solid furnishings went back against 
the wall spaces. Timothy moved as silently, but a trifle 
more slowly about his duties, as aforetime. 

Occasionally, Zella came for tea, when she was in New 
York. Once or twice Constance brought young Lucien to 
call. They were both sophisticated young women nowa- 
days. It would not have occurred to either of them to call 
at a bachelor’s apartment without telephoning, so they 
were never likely to meet. 
When Constance telephoned and asked if she might 

come to see me, toward dinner-time of a warm September 
day, I was slightly surprised that she had come up from 
the country in the heat, but said, “Of course.” And I 
asked Timothy to tell the cook Mrs. Wademouth might 
be staying for dinner. 

Constance came in, with Giles, calmly as if they had 
been calling on me together at weekly intervals through 
years. 

Chapter Hight 

E was older, harder than my memory of 
him, but handsome still. Zella had never 
happened to mention to me that his dark 
hair was gray-streaked. And to me, who 
could remember Giles as a schoolboy long 
before the war, that brought a kind of sharp 
shock. Unreasonably, for Giles was thirty- 

seven. But I had never paid special attention to anyone’s 
looks except Constance’s, and she did not grow old. Oh, 
yes, I always admired Zella’s, which seemed unchanging, 
too. 

Giles and I shook hands, rather tentatively. And Con- 
stance spoke, more poisedly than long ago when she at- 
tempted to take command of a situation between Giles and 
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me. 
She said: “This is an anniversary which you should help 

us commemorate, Lucien. Ten years ago this evening, 
Giles and I did not go to Maryland to be married.” 

He spoke as if his deep voice were part of her clear 
voice, as if their thoughts were so joined that they could 
without any appreciable pause each continue the other’s 
very speech. 

“I wrote Constance, some weeks ago, because this anni- 
versary was drawing near.” 

She said: “His letter crossed mine, the first I’ve written 
him in all those endless wasted years.” 

“Those years” she spoke of as time past, of tlhe years 
as they had been for Mrs. Joel Wademouth. This girl 
whose face was glowing, whose eyes were soft as dark 

velvet, was Constance Lorning, whom I used to k 
well, and who was grown a very little older, and su: 
herself. 

Giles wore his charm like a comfortable not-new¢ 
but something in his look of the boy he’d been, and 
thing was hidden of the man who’d made that app 
scene in Paris, had showed plain. 

Constance spoke steadily. “Because you did not 
us on that other evening, Lucien, because with the 
of intentions you let all we might have had and shared 
known together be lost and wasted, we think that you 
help us now.” 

Timothy came into the room with cocktails, ang 
mask Mrs. Joel Wademouth had worn so long, slid 
over her face. 

It had all happened before, even to Giles’ cordial ¢ 
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ing of Timothy. It had all happened, and nothing js fash 
happened. ‘or 

But when Timothy was gone, young Constance’s I\ 
voice hurried, as if, after long time wasted, moments fai 
were precious beyond measuring: “To help us, 
make the best of the possible worlds remaining to mggane f 
gether. They are not as many, not as wide, as they a 
ten years ago.” mu: 

I said that they had made the best of their px and 
worlds separately, or something like that. See 

“That doesn’t count,” Giles said, and Constance there 
“Of course not.” be cor 

it that. 
BRUPTLY, their words seemed to be true. Not ™ behav 
marriage, nor hers, nor the child called Lucien 

mouth, nor what the cost might be to either, seer 
count against the looks of sunlight in their faces. 

There stood young Giles, young Constance, sure of 
other, as at their beginning. The people whom they'd 
in the intervening time had been the shadows. Theg 
in Giles’ hair, the faint shadowing of maturity on( 
stance’s lovely face, seemed the trivial things. 

They had found each other. It seemed right that 
should have happened. The various interventions of 
Joel and myself seemed wrong, stupid, wicked. 

And yet (I could only answer for myself) however 
ly I had managed what I'd managed in relation to 
both, one motive I'd had steadily enough, impe 
enough, for it to hold me even now—hold the 
almost uttered: 

“What do you want me to do?” 
The motive was that I had wanted Constance 

to be safe. 
They gave me time, then. We all sat quiet and 
a while they waited, through minutes that 
ong. 
But there was only one thing for me to consider: 

had I felt that she must be safe—she specially in all 
world? 

Others took risks enough, losses enough, weathe 
storms, survived grief, disillusionment, bitter loss. 
since I’d known at the beginning that she was never® 
for me, had I struggled so for her to be 
secure? : 

I loved her. But love’s not essentially a protective 
tion. That wasn’t the explanation. 

With the curious irrelevancy of thought in crise} 
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“We car 
membered Zella in that peasant’s house in the Uke? Wil 
thinking of the flames rising in her father’s com 80 
The governess clutching the petit point she he ® af 
finish. Nikolai and young Zella singing as they : 
off, gypsy and peddler, to tramp the roads of Russia, to 
death behind them, death all about them, N Would 
enough ahead, for him. It was 

Then I knew all that was not irrelevant. S a. © 
there was a connection. It lay very far back, am * P< 
tion I had had long ago. If it had been Constane®iiia..... 
tiny to go down into the battle, to trudge strange Be 
with Giles, to know hunger, fear always rising an¢® ad 
dling, pain, utter loneliness—if this were true, why” Voices 
Joel, and occasionally Zella even, tried to prevem®: chane 
consistently ? Bilt was 

But try as I might, I could not tell. Fi 
And Giles said impatiently: “Why do we ice ig 

what you might say would be vital, Lucien? 
help us if you like, or hinder us as much as you 
not you nor my wife nor Constance’s hush 
in line any more.” 



‘nstance stopped him with a gesture. Not, clearly, 
ghe disagreed, but that she wanted to be kind. Yes, 
was the rest of it. Now that at last, after so long, 

slove for Giles was brightly resurgent, her old fondness 
me, that small shining candle beside the sun, had 
med again. Her restraining touch on Giles’ arm 

‘Darling! Let’s not hurt him by impatience. 
saan 9? 

shrugged my shoulders. I might as well have said it 
inning: “What do you want of me?” 

hen you will help us.” : . 
‘No cause for delight, Constance. Giles pointed out that 
desn’t make any real difference whether I do or not.” 

i would be a comfort 

a week, much less forever, with the friendship of Con- 
stance.” 

“T’m not telling you I will be content.” He was more 
patient than I'd ever seen him. “Only that I shall be hap- 
pier than I’ve been. We'll both be so much happier, that 
we can get on.” 

“We're older. We don’t expect as much, Lucien,” Con- 
stance said in the tone of one explaining to a rather dull 
child. 

The platitudinous quality of my answer at least was 
worthy of Zella. 

“In my experience, people of whatever ages expect as 
much as they can manage for themselves.” 

Constance’s gaze was 
pleading, wistful, like a 
child’s. I said impatiently: Well, in a specially foot- 

oh I'd tried to be 
ort to her, now and 
I was grown reason- 
familiar with that 

She folded her small 
and bent forward. 

must see each other 
and all the rest of our 
See each other often. 

there are other people 
be considered. We ad- 

it that. We even mean 
behave—if we can see 

other, that will be 
mh to get on with—” 

She was talking like the 
of eighteen she’d been ; 
as she was looking the 
eway, she was convinc- 
eough. It was Giles 
should know, and 
bly did, that she was 
nonsense. 

He was sitting back care- 
y, the haze of his cig- 
tblurring his features 
ly. An attitude curi- 

my reminiscent of Zella. 
maps not curiously, for 
been Zella’s husband 
nearly ten years: he 
likely to have acquired 
of her mannerisms. 

i spoke to him directly: 
said nothing can ‘hold 
in line’ any more. That 
it sound much like 
lance’s version.” 
answered, too quick- 

“It’s the same version. 
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“All right. I'll go to Zella. 
She’ll no doubt be consider- 
ably amused. Don’t—don’t 
expect anything.” 

But Constance stood up, 
smiling too radiantly, too 
assuredly. She slipped her 
hand through my arm. I 
wondered how many times 
in life she would use that 
gesture, so innocently, but 
with such devastating effec- 
tiveness. 

The cordiality of Giles’ 
hand-grip was painful. We 
were antagonists, and al- 
ways would be! But he 
seemed, to have forgotten 
that, as when he was but 
a schoolboy, once his way 
was granted, he forgot all 
his exasperation at who- 
ever’d tried to prevent it! 

And, since I’d promised, 
I telephoned Zella—who 
that summer, for some in- 
volved reason connected 
with new réles for the 
forthcoming opera season, 
had not gone to Europe, 
but had taken a house on 
the Connecticut shore. 

She sounded amiable but 
was sensibly reluctant to 
come to town in the heat. 
So I agreed to go out; and 
progressing along the Post 
Road in the dark, the traf- 
fic and the dust, had the 
feeling that I had spent my 
adult life journeying not 

to see each oth- 
4tom now on, Constance 
L We're adult. It’s ridiculous for anyone to scheme 

Manage us, as too many people have schemed with fair 

f “We came to you, because if either of us reopen—Con- 
with Joel, or I with Zella—the old issue, we'll 
80 much antagonism and recrimination that we 

+ get anywhere. But if you, whom both Zella and 
Say to either, or both as you choose, ‘Giles and 

ance met by accident. Isn’t it silly after all these 
8 to any reason remains why they should not?’ 

~ Would at least get a hearing.” 
Was so simple, so extremely plausible, that I knew it 

possibly work. I said so at some length. 

Were both like the best quality steel. They bent, 
tened to exactly the same position. 

‘ tted all the difficulties, and reiterated, in po- 
es, that I must “manage it,” that it was their 

] chance, 
Was I who gradually became impolite, impatient, 

I said to Giles: “It’s possible that Con- 
5 er sincere. For all she’s twenty-eight 

i, she’s never been too oppressed with stark re- 
mk me for that first, and Joel second, if you 

Sut don’t tell me that you'll be content for 

very comfortably or tran- 
quilly on the errands of 

other people, and it was time I stopped. 
She’d said, “Late supper.” I bathed and changed at 

leisure, anticipating without dread but only a kind of 
boredom that we should have a most unholy row, and the 
later the better. 

The butler told me I should find Madame Mikhailoff on 
the terrace, which was in actuality a kind of stone pier 
overlooking the Sound. A small oblong place, furnished 
with a table and chairs of delicate wrought iron, many 
cushions, and some sort of modern lighting that was 
bright, with no glare about it, and no obvious source, as if 
the architect had arranged it to appear as if it emanated 
from Zella’s hair. 

She was standing in silver dinner pajamas bright as 
chain-mail, staring at the water. Her profile was a little 
turned from me. Golden hair, silver costume, erect grace- 
ew all looked dramatic, unreal and somewhat 
onely. 
When we sat down to supper, in that modern substitute 

for moonlight, she said: “Not quite for the pleasure of 
my society did you come tonight, Lucien?” But she 
sounded indifferent. I did not answer then, listened to 
her instead, talking of music, of people in the opera, of 
“fans” and their ae ype a ae matters far removed 
from that silver-lighted platform suspended against dark- — 



ness and the sound of ripples, like a stage-set on which 
we played parts we did not wholly comprehend. 

Over coffee, she broke the mood, laughing as she re- 
marked abruptly: 

“You always credited me with too much intuition, 
Lucien. As in this particular instance, when you wonder 
why I am sure you did not come entirely for a social visit. 
I knew, because two of my acquaintances who crossed on 
the ship with Giles took trouble to inform me that he had 
arrived in New York. I suppose some one of your ac- 
quaintances did the same thing?” 

AS rarely, she overacted; she was too indifferent. I 
didn’t doubt that the famous Zella Mikhailoff might be 

as lonely as she’d looked, standing there by the dark wa- 
ter. Whatever their long relationship had been, and 
though I knew more than any other person probably, no 
one but she and Giles knew the essentials, the small things 
they talked about when they traveled amicably together, 
jests they made to each other, passion, if it was no more, 
that they shared: she must have been hurt in her pride 
that Giles in New York, no matter what caprice had 
brought him, had not communicated with her. 

Her next sentence admitted that. “After ten years it’s 
a little disconcerting, specially as I’ve felt rather safe, felt 
that I'd managed to preserve whatever it was I felt I had 
to preserve.” 

“Ten years, Zella. You don’t happen to remember where 
you were, how you were occupied, ten years ago this 
evening ?” 

She tensed. As she moved quickly in her shining silver 
costume, the motion was like the rippling of muscles along 
nme sides. ‘Her breath came more quickly; her eyes 
shone. 

Yes, Zella was made for struggle. She came alive, like 
a beautiful jungle animal, when she sensed danger. 

I said: “In the early part of the evening, you smoked 
three cigarettes in my apartment, and told me of a jour- 
ney you'd taken in your youth, of a boy named Nikolai, 
while you persuaded me to meet a train from Boston. 
Later in Giles’ apartment—” 

She uttered a very small sharp cry, controlled herself. 
Her voice was more contemptuous than angry. “So that 
pair of imbeciles have taken it into their heads to throw 
away—” 

“Not quite. Thank heaven for Constance’s child, or 
some combination of elements. . . . They came to see me, 
to ask my help in ‘making the best of what remained to 
them.’ Briefly, they want to be permitted friendship. 
I’m to be ambassador to you and Joel.... Well, here I 
am.”’ 

Her merriment was reassuring. “Lucien, will you tell 
me why we ever tried to interrupt that elopement? We’d 
have been saved so much trouble, afterwards.” 

I pointed out, mildly, that she had felt intensely on the 
subject at the time. 

She grew serious then. 
“And I do, still—don’t make a mistake about that!” she 

asserted gravely. “I was trying to joke. Wait now, 
while I consider—” 

She considered, her head on the long column of her 
throat tilted most decoratively, then spoke her thoughts 
aloud, ticking them off on her white fingers. 

“TI could be very angry with Giles, storm, mention sums 
of money he owes me, go on about his small recurrent 
misbehaviors, crack the whip, in short. ... I did that 
before, in Paris. You were there.” 

“T’m not disposed to go through that again. It wouldn’t 
be so effective in repetition; and besides— Has Con- 
stance any money of her own, at the moment?” 

“The connection is a little obscure.” 
“No, it isn’t—” 
I explained that under the provisions of that old will 

which had made me Constance’s guardian, her money was 
to be tied up until she was thirty, unless with my approval 
it should be turned over to her husband when she married. 
At the time, Joel had preferred I keep charge of it. Con- 
stance hadn’t cared. So her fortune, such as it was, was 
still fully under my control. 

“Thirty!” Zella repeated. “Two more years. A fine 
stretch of time to play for, and we’re grown used to play- 
ing for time. No money, a child—to whom she’s devoted, 
I assume?” 

“Less than you might assume.” 
“Enough, evidently, to make her ask for fr 

only. So you know your little Constance is a 
woman? No, of course you wouldn’t know,” 

“You’re mad to think so.” 
“Not as mad as those two, my dear Lucien* 

grinned. “My comic sense intervenes between me 
just anger. Aren’t you glad, Lucien, since it’s tog 
for violent emotion ? 

“They propose that we all dine en famille each 
I suppose! That Giles sits leaning over (y 
shoulder, in the Wademouth box at the opera, ,,, 
interrupt. I know Joel never bought her a bor 
opera; but with the great friendship that his wife 
husband are to have, there would no longer be any 
why not. 

“And every time Giles and Constance regard eagh 
adoringly, the rest of us are to smile, I suppose, 
‘The dear children. So touching!’ ” } 

I laughed myself. “That’s the general program! 
She lay back in her chair and regarded the 

which were clouded, so that few stars showed, 
I’m disposed to agree to the whole program, 
you think about that?” 

“That I haven’t heard you right.” 
She removed her gaze from the sky and fixed # 

me. After a while I began to feel uncomfortable 
that steady glowing scrutiny. 

“Well, Zella!” 
“No. There’s no need for me to be explicit. Not 

words have ever been necessary between us, f 
we’ve expended so many. Remember something I 
you a long time ago, before Spain—that day I took 
excellent care of you, when you were ill in Paris?” 

I remembered that day well. 
“It occurs to me, Lucien, that our conference 

been as widely spaced, geographically, as me 
consider ways of assuring world peace. We've 
plished just about as little, too.” 

I remembered, that time in Paris, she had said: 
afraid of the precise moment when Giles admits 
self that he is no more than—” 

mss mouth curved with mockery. She 
the expression on my face. “ ‘No more thanap 

for whom I pull strings,’ was what I said, Lucien, 1 
all Giles has been for years, under all his pretenses 
as I grow older, tolerance arrives in me.” 

“Now you sound as ridiculous as Constance 
about friendship.” 

“How well you know me, Lucien! But youll 
realize how well, before your dotage. I’m long 
to that. As I was saying before your - 
interruption, tolerance has arrived, at least eno 
that I realize Giles’ pretenses are as important to2 
mine to me. That’s why I won’t walk over them 
unless needs must.” 

She had an aphorism for me: “A house of 
comfortable-enough living, Lucien, if one sees to® 
the high winds aren’t permitted to blow.” 

“Did you ever hear of the English king who 
posed to control the tides, Zella?” 

“Of course. That is a folk story, with vat 
many languages.” 

“This is malicious of me: but I remember you 
Paris that you were afraid—” 

“It is malicious. I am afraid still; else I 
temper the wind with discretion.” 

“That’s awfully mixed.” 4 
“Clear enough to you, just the same. Give me 

the cigarettes with which I punctuate crises. 
“What are you afraid of?” 
She shivered. The hand that held her cig 

“Ghost, walking across my grave!” 
“Damn you, Zella, it’s warm as July here, & 

managed to make me shiver too. You're wasted 
—a dramatic actress.” 

“Do you think so? I will tell you the only 
afraid of, Lucien: Knowing yourself.” 

“The artificial moonlight has affected 
my dear. To return to practicalities: 
your consent, to what I’m not sure, I —y 
Joel, I suppose. And tell him that his ‘ 
mission to lunch and dine with her dear} 

sae que Boe rh ee Fe te 

ae eed el 

i aA 

Sf] 



there's no harm in it! Which proves I’m just as 
the rest of you.” 

"ll speak to Joel Wademouth for you, if 
bin eedn't bother.” 

are yeu up to?” 
I don’t know yet, myself. Only, it’s 

he and I had better have an entente—” 
is you and I aforetime.” 

was cool enough. “Precisely. As anyone who 
be to exercise some influence with Con- 
in the nature of things. But our entente is special, 

You’re staying, aren’t you? And I'll drive to 
u in the morning.” with 

you 

wis much later. I was in my room, but not asleep. 
moon rose very late that night, and something in 

pile light, stealing along the dark walls, the floor, 
: a tinge of unreality across the commonplace, made 
Myrstiess. After a while I put on a bathrobe and went 

window. The sea garden was a colorless fragrant 
sath my windows, stirring just a little in the 

breeze. The Sound was still, looking as it must 
joked before there were electric lighted cabin 
s, or useless, decorative sailing boats made for 

down to the garden, walked back and forth along 
fagged path that led to the terrace, unlighted now, 

with moonlight. It was an hour, a place, utterly 
J]. And then suddenly Zella was beside me; she 
her arm through mine, walked with me: not talk- 

but suiting her graceful step to the hour, only a more 
silver shadow among the others, only an accen- 
of the peace. 
next morning beside me in my car, a beautifully 
handsome woman of the world, she was just ex- 

3s realistic as usual. 
't let them think they’re dramatic. Refuse to 

that any situation exists. If they want to see each 
behave as if the only odd thing is to bother busy 

fe like Joel Wademouth, or you or me about it. 
you talking to yourself aloud, Zella, or to me?” 
ling for courage in the dark, if you must know.” 

September sun came bright across her hair, her 
skin. She looked steady as a figure carved on 

But she wasn’t joking, altogether... . 
we reached town, she disrupted my office staff 

ying to make a leng series of telephone calls, seem- 
Mincipally concerned with dressmaker’s 

though one was to Joel. About as much work 
as if a Viking princess had arrived off a book- 

t and I’m sure that behind my back (since I was 
for some minutes) the telephone operator and 

file-clerks made sure of autographs. 
laughter rippled through the partitions dividing 
lerks from the stenographers. It was all gay, 

d rather unlike her. She’d never been in my 
I had the surprising idea that she didn’t 

to leave, that remaining with me gave her some 
of reassurance. But why she should need 

m Wasn't clear. 
Smmounced that we were going to lunch. I took 

fo one of the dewntown clubs, in a skyscraper a 
lle or so above the harbor panorama. She 

fests, uttered her platitudes by the dozen, and fell 
Over dessert. To say, after a littke: “Strange 

in an odd war, we've been, Lucien.” 
With not much liking between us at the be- 
but great respect always.” 

ever been real to you?” 
m, in that beautiful even voice! Real 

she was, in many ways the realest 

dark hat, her e laughed at me. “I 
nee ume tor a ae even? Have 
at ghost you remember, of a dark- 

ite chiffon dress, whom you loved, even 

nstance in that sense? No.” 
- was as friendly, as amused as before, 

_ And 80, in a minute, I must go on to my 

remember?’ ” 

“You don’t think Constance then is the same person as 
Constance now?” 

“More so than most people.” 
“T am thoroughly impatient with you, Lucien!” 
“How often you have been!” 
Her eyes, her voice softened. “Yes. In spite of this 

and that, we have had such a good time, Lucien.” I'd 
never thought of putting it that way, but it was oddly 
true. 

She reached her strong beautiful hand across to mine. 
= fingers were covered with rings—and rings suited 

em. 
“You're barbaric, Zella, underneath your veneer.” 
“Promise me something!” 
“Something new, my dear?” 
She nodded, her eyes, her lips, smiling still. “We have 

shared so many little things, Lucien—including, often, a 
sense of ultimate disaster—long postponed, drawing near 
inevitably now.” 

“Stop it, Cassandra! I doubt if Cassandra was beauti- 
ful as you. I’ve always thought of her as lean, hard- 
faced, avid for attention—not at all like you.” I stopped. 
Her eyes were distant as lights on far hills. 

“What do you want me to promise you, Zella?” 
She touched my finger-tips with hers. “That no matter 

what happens, you will never judge me. I should like 
there to be one person—” 

She stood up, with her quick grace. I stood beside her, 
thinking detachedly how beautiful she was. “So—thank 
you for luncheon. Come to see me soon. I'll sing for 
you, if you like. Strange that I feel, so surely, there is 
little more for us to say. Do you realize, clearly as I, 
that our war’s lost? Not today, or tomorrow. [I shall 
prolong the campaign. But in the end— 
ane mind, Lucien! Only—remember the promise I 

as ” 

We faced each other, level-eyed. I said: “Zella, I 
should no more judge you than I should judge the sun in 
heaven!” And she went away, through the crowded 
room, where men’s eyes followed her, as I suppose they'd 
followed her as long as she remembered. 

SR telephoned me ten days later, invited me to Con- 
necticut for the week-end. I found a party of six or 

eight, people connected with opera in one way or an- 
other. She sang for me. At least, she sang for all of 
us. We had no personal conversation then, or for a very 
long time. 

In the days before that week-end, Joel summoned me, 
with more formality than was usual between us. Know- 
ing what it was about, I felt very uncomfortable. He was, 
after all, more than a dozen years my senior; and in his 
place, I'd resent feeling the necessity or the desirability 
even of calling me into conference. 
We met for highballs at his club. And whatever I 

might have thought of saying, before I saw him, went 
with my first glance. He'd “aged ten years.” Common 
expression, but I'd never wanted to use it to describe my 
thought so precisely before. 

All that remained was to do what I could to minimize 
his anxiety, if even that was possible. It was what he 
was intent on doing himself—though from his appear- 
ance, he’d had no success. Even Zella must have tried, 
judging from his brief summary of their talk. 

He said that she, Zella, was a remarkably candid 
woman, and had great good sense. Since the first part 
of that statement was farcically untrue, and the second 
dubious,—else why should she have preoccupied herself 
with Giles so long ?—I merely nodded silent agreement. 

He said that Zella said Giles and Constance met by 
accident, and that no doubt Constance, a shy young 
woman, might hesitate to mention the matter, because 
of the old boy-and-girl fondness there’d been between him 
and Giles. Not wishing, in short, to disturb the husband 
to whom her devotion was so ge ! (I should have 
liked to hear the original of all that, in Zella’s most con- 
vincing woman-of-the-world manner. ) 
However (to go on with Joel's s of Zella), 

Giles, it appeared, had told Zella he’d been delighted to 
see Constance, that now they were all adult and cured of 
that old folly, it would be pleasant to see her often. Zella 
understood that, and agreed with it. So, she said, would 
Mr. Wademouth, a of judgment. The only reason 
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said, “Thank you!”—to change the subject, ‘because 
too thought Joel would be the first casualty. 
“You aren’t a nice man, by a long shot. I say to my- 

i Lucien, it can’t go on; so, how long can it go on?” 
“You've said that before. You used to phrase it— 
hing is forever.’ ”’ 

{won't give him up to her, you know, when the crisis 
” 

“| was nearly sure of that.” 
“Because I can’t bear being beaten.” 
“for that, and other reasons you don’t want to talk 

” 

“Yes. I am used to him.” 
“There are other reasons still.” 
“There are always other reasons. How is the child 
sien Wademouth, whom I saw once in the Park?” 
“Healthy. Devoted to his father, uninterested in his 

her, except that he admires her looks. I spent Christ- 
with them. There were a good many distant Wade- 
— Average age, seventy. Constance 

3 bo: Nag 

“Yes. As usual, there is nothing to count on, except 
I can manage for myself. Let us not spoil our 
tion, dwelling on that.” 

“You know you can count on me, up to a point. It 
tinuously surprises me that you can.” 

She laughed, kissed her hand at me, and went out the 
sables slung over her shoulder carelessly as an old 
but gracefully as she would have worn an old 
if that were all she had. 

Chapter Nine 

TRANGE, dark undercurrent to two years, 
that phrase of Zella’s: “It can’t go on; so, 
how long can it go on?” 

- Two a, - —— the surfaces of ~ 
] lives were placid as blue water—over quick- 

45,74 sands. 
i Constance pursued the usual avocations 
& young woman of fashion. Her name appeared in the 

columns as among patronesses of various charity 
rds, as matron-of-honor at a fashionable wedding, box- 

fr at various race meets (not at the opera; Zella had 
maggerated the details of the entente). Her portrait was 

ed as of major interest in the show of a minor (but 
) painter; her name was neither blatant nor in- 

bicuous on various subscription lists. The seasons 
eded to the quarterly replenishment of her ward- 
; and one could tell the time of year at a dinner- 

ly by Constance in velvet in October, cloth-of-gold or 
fr in January, lace in May, flower-colored chiffons or 

tons (which made her look like a girl at her first 
y) in summer-time. 

‘Nor was that name, even in the most careless of the 
mbloids, conjoined by design—or accident, which would 

New Mmatve been less likely—with the name of Giles Calhoon. 
rau Giles and Zella went about together, as much as the 

migencies of the opera season permitted; even were the 
facters in one of those pieces of fiction called “feature 
fies” in the Sunday papers, entitled “Devoted Marriage 

ible with Glamorous Career,” and Giles and Zella ut- 
f platitudes duller than any she possibly would have 

, idered using in her private life. 
idt@p As far as I knew, Giles didn’t go in for platitudes 
es ; but though we saw each other more often from 

beginning of 1934 on, than we had in a decade, we 
mthanged no more words than n , 
Joel ceased trying to make money, and concentrated on 

t@ieePing successfully what money he had. I devoted my- 
od WMH to my law practice. 

_"¢ five spent a good many “civilized” hours together, 
» attending the theater, having cocktails at one 

her's houses—mitigating the occasions when possible 
other people, whom we chose with unanimity 

among our duller and less perspicacious friends. As 
| ey. We were afraid that others would find out whatever we, 
= Proceeded on the basis of having nothing to conceal 
"—,,™0re, knew must now more than ever be concealed! 

Be there was a fear among us, and a curious bond. We 
never for many days content without meeting, all 

. It was as if we were obliged to see whether a 
Manner, an expression had changed among us. 

ro) 

- 

- 
"i 

Yes, the dark current held us all, though our days moved 
placidly onward above it. 

But there were times when the current strengthened, 
quickened, when the unseen shore to which it would take 
us seemed dangerously near, but not ever visible, like a 
coast-line terrifying in the vagueness of its outline, mist- 
shrouded. Those times, the very sound and cadence of 
Zella’s words, “It can’t go on; so, how long can it go on?” 
pounded in my ears. 

OF evening in the late spring of 1934, I was dining 
alone with the Joel Wademouths, who were about to 

close their town house and migrate to Long Island. We 
talked idly enough about polo matches we might attend 
together, a garden party Constance had considered giving, 
in which she seemed to have lost interest, a possibility that 
I should fly to the Coast for a month, to attend to the 
settlement of a client’s estate. 

But Constance was distraite to begin with; and as din- 
ner progressed, she seemed to grow worse, and finally 
seemed incapable of paying attention to anything we 
said. I made efforts to cover up her silences, and Joel 
responded for a little while. Then I became simultaneous- 
ly conscious that I was conducting a monologue, that she 
sat with her dark eyes fixed on emptiness, and that Joel, 
staring at her, was raging. 

His look, more than hers, stopped me in mid-sentence. 
In the pause, Joel spoke to her softly: “That’s a pretty 
frock that you have, Constance. I don't think I've seen it. 
Is it new?” 

It was a cherry-colored lace, a shade that suited her 
clear skin and surprising deep eyes. 

She did not hear him! Wide, soft and childlike almost 
as ever, that glance fixed on something, on some one, not 
in that room. 

Joel repeated, not much louder'than before: “I said 
that was a pretty frock; is it new?” 

But his voice, deliberately no doubt, was still casual, as 
if he were continuing a conversation with me. 

She sat as one under enchantment, and a smile just 
touched the corner of her cherry-colored mouth. 

He roared at her: “J said your frock was pretty, and 
asked if it were new?” 

For a second she was terrified, like a child caught in 
wrongdoing. Her eyelids fluttered. Slow color rose in 
her cheeks. That smile of one remembering happiness, 
that softness of her look, vanished. She drew a single 
breath, was entirely composed. Her voice was icy. 

“No need of impressing the servants with ‘the master 
of the house speaks,’ Joel.” Then she caught herself and 
put a different, an artificial sweetness into her look, her 
tone: 

“I’m so sorry, dearest. But when we began talking of 
our summer plans, I thought, ‘Another summer of doing 
and seeing the same things, with the same set of people.’ 
It will be warm as usual. The swimming will be cold, as 
usual. The lilies and delphinium will bloom, and fade, 
and the gardens will begin to look overgrown and dusty, 
by mid-August, no matter how we plan them. 

“I was thinking: ‘Let’s not, this year. Let’s sail—you, 
I, the child—to some place in Europe where we've never 
been, where no one will know us or bother us.’ ” 

Giles and Zella were sailing in ten days’ time! 
Joel spoke very slowly, his look searching, doubting. 

(It was horrible to be able to read his thoughts: If she 
was bored with her usual amusements, with being pretty, 
clever, much in demand—by so much, his hold was weaker. 
If she could not face a summer, separated by an ocean’s 
width from Giles, dangerously weak his hold was grown.) 
Watchful his face, his words: 

“I’m sorry I shouted. And if you're dull, we must 
think of something new for you. But with conditions as 
they are, it would be very difficult for me to go to Europe 
this summer.” 

Her smile, mechanical now, her tone too light, too in- 
different. 

“Well! If you can’t go, we'll have to get Lucien to 
chaperon me, as he to.” 

I said bluntly that there was simply no chance I should 
be free to go to Europe that summer, and began to talk 
about business conditions. ... 

Another time, which was the single exception that year 
to the fact that Giles and I exchanged no confidences, I 
felt the current rising, hastening. He called on me alone, 



the evening before he sailed. He paced up and down, say- 
ing quick meaningless sentences about “their” plans, his 
and Zella’s: Paris as usual, a cottage in Brittany for a 
few weeks’ rustication, a trip to the fjords. 

Zella had played her hand well, through that winter, 
that spring. She had so managed, to this very eve of 
sailing, that Giles had made no protest against her taking 
for granted that they sail together. 

But he finished giving me an itinerary of the trip they 
might take to Norway, turned suddenly, faced me, his 
dark handsome face so wretched that I had one of my 
rare moments of sympathy for him. 

Yh pmmnnny were days in the last years when he had looked 
heavy, older, a man settled in his compromises. But 

recently—though I had not been wholly aware of it until 
that instant when he turned—suddenly, the nervous alive 
grace of his youth was returned to him, and the streaks of 
white in his black hair seemed like powder applied hastily 
for a costume ball. 

He said: “Lucien, my steady citizen, epitome of the 
single mind and the solid virtues, tell me what would hap- 
pen if when the IJle sailed tomorrow, I were not to be 
found aboard?” 

I said: “Zella would no doubt return on the pilot-boat. 
Joel would (equally no doubt) discover it to be entirely 
practical to take Constance to Europe, as she’s already 
suggested. What else do you think would happen?” 

“Nothing! Despair is occasionally an amusing emotion, 
because when it comes close enough to hate, it makes you 
feel powerful—as if you’d beat them all yet, in a minute 
or two, or a year or two, when you'd figured out the de- 
tails. But—Constance and I do not have too many more 
years to waste. Knowing that, is like a knife at my 
throat, sometimes.” 

“You said, Giles, not so long ago—that you would ‘be- 
have,’ that to see her would be enough.” 

“And in my position, what would you have said?” 
There was no answer, except that his position was of 

his own making, and he looked as if he knew that. 
He asked, without preamble, “Will you sail on the same 

ship as Constance and her child next month, to satisfy 
Joel that some one will be there to look after her—to look 
after his interest in her, will be what he means?” 

“No. She’s suggested it already, as I suppose you know. 
I meant my refusal. You'll never see, Giles, that in ten 
years of playing reluctant audience, I’ve had to set highly 
artificial barriers to what I will and what I won’t do.” 

“You take Zella’s side.” 
“Joel’s, just as much.” 
“The side of respectability.” 
“No, of common sense.” 
“How we dislike each other, Lucien, you andI! Yet we 

had a considerable affection once.” 
I said, and it was true, that I had greatly admired him, 

in our schooldays. 
“And not much since. But, I reiterate: Put yourself in 

my place. You are young, impressionable. ou meet a 
girl, a child, who is all your better dreams. The god of 
irony provides that, the same evening, you meet a woman 
with all the glamorous labels, foreign, and exile, a prima 
donna; a much more showy beauty, who is immediately 
interested in you. 

“Would you have stopped loving Constance? Or much 
resisted Zella?”’ 

“It didn’t happen to me, Giles. How can I tell?” 
But he answered his own questions. “No, you would 

have done one or the other. You would have made your 
choice, and not looked back. Sometimes, when I hate my- 
self most, I believe that if I'd made the other choice, I 
would have looked back too. ... . 

“You'd better pay attention, Lucien. This is as near 
forgiveness as you’ll ever get for your intervention on the 
night Constance and I did not marry.” 

I said, “Thank you,” and was going to say that I’d 
never been specially proud of my behavior on that eve- 
ning; but when I said, “Thank you,” he interrupted, his 
face whitely furious. 

“Not nec for you to mock me, Lucien! I—” His 
anger faded suddenly. All his young charm was in his 
smile, but on a face grown pitiably weary. “You see, I 
often mock myself. Giles Calhoon, who was bound to 
su , who was so cockily sure of himself, and the world 
his oyster, who is allowed to sign checks on his wife’s 

funds in certain accounts—to save embarrassment jp: 
payment of steamship transportation and hotel bills _ 

“On not all her accounts may I sign checks, 
wise. That would be placing too much temptation 
me. But, she is kind. When I ‘behave,’—while I be 
—she saves me embarrassment as much as she can, 
would not stop at any embarrassment that was nece 
to keep me in line. She has not—” 

I said: “I don’t want to hear about you and her” 
He looked completely startled! He said, “Oh, I 

thought of that,” in the most damnably amused voigg. 
I didn’t want to know about him and Zella, I 

want to know about Constance and Joel. My positigy 
occasional, ineffectual deus ex machina in all their 
was sufficiently wearisome. 

He said hastily: “Forget that, then. You we 
mocking before, and I wasn’t amused just now. Soe 
even. I came here today to get some hope—” 

“I can’t give you any. You and Zella don’t have 
bad a time, when Constance isn’t interfering. Const 
and Joel don’t have too bad a time when you're 
though it’s a matter of the most complete indiffe 
naturally, to you all. I manage to have a fairly ple 
life when I’m not dreading some recklessness on 
part or Constance’s that will submerge us all.” 
“So—you know that too. The road with no tw 

we all began to travel at Martha Wademouth’s 
drawing-rooms filled with garden scents—the 
must travel to the precipice at the end. I’ve waked ni 
in the hottest climates, shivering with cold dread at 
precipice in the black dark, very near—” 

It was strange that I said to him: “I didn’t know 
was a road. Mine’s a dark current rising and fr 
swirling at increasing speed.” 

His face was entirely ve, interested, quiet. 
I said: “For God’s sake, Giles, stop it! Sail with@ 

and don’t come back. She'll give up the opera—she'll g 
up anything, to end this. Constance will have a chane 
be absorbed, instead of pretending to be, in the ord 
interests of a woman of her type. She’s made them 
before. She would again, better, if you and she 
done. Besides, Zella and you are fond of each other, 
you couldn’t have lasted so long, with all that’s 
against it.” 

“Just say that I'll leave Joel to a peaceful and dig 
old age, and Constance’s child to stability and order in 
formative years, and you'll have completed the litany 
common sense, Lucien.” But his tone was neither 
asperated nor impatient, only tired beyond belief. 

“Do you suppose I’ve never thought: ‘For her sake, 
the sake of the extraordinary but rather decent wi 
I married, I should never see Constance again. I can gm 
_ nothing. I shall take from her most of what 
as.’ ” 

“Well, then—if you’ve thought it—” 
He flung his arms wide, lifted his head. ‘Do you kam 

that dark soft glance of hers, that smile of a happy! 
girl? For that look, that smile, the feeling of her ¢ 
soft and cool against mine, I would wreck whatever 
things are left to wreck for myself, would pull down 
Joel, you.... . 

“Constance—Constance feels as I do, sometimes. 
more cautious, having more to lose. It’s for her, not my 
self I have been cautious too. Cautious, furtive, sh 
our way to love—” 
He stopped himself, shrugged, sat down. “That 

said. The trouble is, Lucien, that your destiny 
have been mine, and mine yours—that leads to ind 
tion when it doesn’t lead to antagonism.” a © 

I thought: “If more than fifteen years ago, he'd comm 
back invalided from the war, and I well—” No, that 
pointless. I should have been married to a girl who 
the mother of several half-grown children now. 
saw what he meant. If I’d had the wide life, and he 
narrow— It’s easier to manage living if one may 
live a little. 

HE picked up his hat. “So, you’re right. It’s better 
you and me to operate on the basis of conside 

mutual distrust, with enough superficial courtesy to 
ceal the distrust from others.” ss 

He held out his hand. I took it, laughing. ‘ orn t 
tion as the perennial audience, which I mentioned t 
has enough involvements without—” : 



Jaughter was as easy as mine. “Exactly. Without 
me get out of character as the villain who’s ruined 

gi for everyone. Never mind; I'll be completely back in 
pr soon. If Constance doesn’t get to Europe, I'll 

, or near enough. Because Joel would do as you 
considering you a contemporary of mine, and so 

x able to understand me, and what I’m likely to do. 
“Also—more importantly—he realizes, as much as he 
s himself, that we’re longer on the road and more 

jliar with it, than he. Upon you and me, the very 
evening in a June eleven years finished, was laid a 
and a minor enchantment—” 
hantment! I thought of the expression on Con- 

ce’s face as of one enchanted, and her husband’s voice 
gz, repeating a question, unheard. Though I'd not 
been “enchanted” by Zella. I'd been realistic about 
always. 

“Good-by, Lucien. We’ll never do this again, probably. 
you know as well as I, there is no turning off the 

In the doorway, wearing gayety and recklessness again 
his weariness, and mockery through which no despair 
show, he said: 

"The road with no turning, the current growing swifter 
»Zella, it’s a flame soaring, soaring, rising to consume 
al. No, she never said so. But she wakes from sleep 
ing out about it. New, Lucien, you can again dislike 
comfortably for telling you that. So, good-by.” 

EL said in July: “I think, after all, I'll take Constance to 
Europe for a short trip. There are some things in Lon- 
don I should see to, and, it will make a change for her.” 
§o carefully she had walked for weeks, to make him 

safe. So carefully she tried to conceal her utter de- 
t in this journey that was small and casual for her 

iho was so long habituated to travel. 
While Joel was involved with his banking affairs in Lon- 
Constance flew to Paris for just long enough to order 
¢s and have them fitted. She returned to America 

med in them. They were specially becoming clothes, 
ps. At least, she looked more than usually lovely, 
younger and even happier than when she’d sailed. 

Rwas sometime in the winter of 1934-1935, that Zella 
to me: 

‘Giles has an apartment of his own. I just found out.” 
"Do you mean to let him know you've found out?” 
She shook her head, but uncertainly, for Zella. 
Isaid: “Don’t.” 
“My disciple in the art of preservation of the status 
grows better than I.” 

"You're tired. See the season out. It’s been your most 
mificent season.” 
hearsal for Swan Song. 
more than five years left in it.” 

shining eyes tearless. 
1 BAE isaid: “Zella, Zella—” 
y Ue T . are kind to me about it, I shall hate you. Once 
. ihe beginning of the world you said that to me, or some- 

ng of the sort, when I found out about your heart—” 
How can any doctor be sure? Even the reasonably 
health of my heart proves that. And—your voice 

imMcher than ever.” 
ot WE “It appears I sang too much, too young. In shabby 
1 on cold street-corners of towns. ... I beg you, 

tn, do not look like that.” 
Ttried to stop looking whatever way I was. 
“She went on calmly: “Strange this last year, when I’ve 

tired, how bright those faded things have grown. 
time I sang a gypsy part, I kept looking at my skirt. 

ae was the wrong color. The gypsy skirt Nikolai got me 
t was purple—” 
0 don’t. You have the habit of steadiness—” 
But § “The end’s too long in arriving. One has so much time 
e in thought, in the false calm before—” 

tthing’s any worse than a year ago.” 
‘The strain’s worse!” 
“When spring comes, and you have a holiday—” 

rie She laughed, and seemed care- again. “Lucien, you 
Lat so charming as when you are stupid. To para- 
‘see the definition of.a gentleman, you are never ac- 

mtally idiotic.” 
hac oe in the West, and was just returned, when I 
& guest at a large party where Zella and Giles were 

ests, late that season. The occasion was in Zella’s 

My doctor says my voice 
She looked at me, 

L 

honor, given by one of the opera patronesses, in a pent- 
house that was very art moderne—all shining metal and 
white stone and mirrors, except its window vistas, which 
displayed that timeless strange phenomenon, Manhattan 
— the trees in flower and new leaf in Central 
ark, 
It was a buffet supper, held rather early because of the 

hostess’ great age, so that when we gathered, sunset was 
just fading in the sky, and the green of fresh grass, the 
paler green of young foliage, the blurred rosy or white or 
violet of blossoming fruit-trees (planted for decorative 
effect, not for any fruit that would ripen) were vivid in 
the last clear light. 

Far below us, through the thin golden dust haze, the 
familiar slight odor of burnt gasoline and asphalt, no 
fragrance of lilac or magnolia or apple-blossom, rose so 
far as that penthouse terrace. But haunting as an echo 
in the still air, more pervasive than that muffied hum (that 
sounds so like the distant murmur of bees) of motor-cars 
passing continuously at a great vertical distance, was the 
scent of springtime. 

Zella sang on the terrace, standing against the high 
glass doors of the drawing-room, facing that painted ~ 
where the colors were dimming fast. She wore a froc 
of Madonna blue. Her hair caught the last brightness of 
the day. 

In the not many times, measured against the years, 
that I ever heard Zella sing privately, I could never 
afterward remember what she sang. For her voice took 
me out of this world into some other, where music was a 
means of communication more intimate than ever any 
words, a golden thread that twined what had been and 
what would be, what might have been and never would, 
hopes and terrors and the peace beyond all of them. 

I remember the clean proud lines of her figure, the 
Madonna-blue frock, her hair. | 

Afterward, inside, she was that stranger whom I had 
seen often, poised, beautiful, Zella Mikhailoff the opera- 
singer. I never had anything to say to that stranger. 
People crowded about her. Even Giles joined that glow- 
ing circle, as if it were where he wanted to be. Yet he 
looked like a man possessed that evening, haggard, weary, 
stirred, but so reluctantly. And an expression over all, 
shadowing his looks, scornful, jeering alike his stir and 
his reluctance to yield to it. 

(Some one had told me, the day I got home, that Joel 
Wademouth had done a very odd thing; had canceled half 
a dozen of Constance’s engagements, and taken her off 
to Hot Springs. The general opinion was that he must be 
ill, he was grown so arbitrary.) 

I" was much later that evening; it was dark, a moon- 
less night, with faint stars casting a gleam inconse- 

quential compared to the glow in the city sky that was 
the reflection of many electric-light signs. I was tired of 
conversation with dozens of people, of the noise, the 
scents of women’s face-powder, and the hothouse lilies in 
the white vases; so I went out to the empty terrace, 
where the dance-music came faintly. 

Walking very silently, Zella had come quite close before 
I saw her, close enough to put her strong hand on my 
shoulder. 

“Lucien.” 
“Yes, my dear.” 
“Suppose all reality did end for me on a narrow hot 

sunny street, above a blue river, ended when a boy died 
in my arms, long ago. Don’t you see that I need the 
show of reality more than most?” 

“It’s only—you, when you're being the Zella Mikhailoff, 
make me feel like an insubstantial ghost sometimes.” 

“As if I were an old-fashioned contralto with what they 
used to call a ‘singer’s chest’?” 

“More or less. It’s another springtime, Zella.” 
“And we all continue to survive after a fashion?” 
“After a fashion. Listen to the motor-cars traveling 

fast through the Park. It’s like the sound of a torrent, 
not far off.” 

She repeated my words, as I had repeated hers. “Not 
far off, now. I never mentioned to you—in Paris last 
summer, shortly after Constance left, Giles came a 
to the apartment one night extremely drunk—which 
unusual with him, and rather threatening. But when he 
was tired of uttering incoherent wane he dissolved in 
most bitter laughter, and told me of road 



turn-off, and your dark current, sweeping faster and 
faster. It was all—” She stopped. “Let’s not! Kiss me 
good-night, Lucien, for no particular reason, and let’s 
go in to tell our hostess what a pleasant time we had.” 

I kissed her. Her lips were warm, like ripe fruit, or 
rose-petals. Or no, like nothing at all except Zella’s rich 
laughter. ... 

Zella and Giles sailed together that year, too. 
Joel and Constance went to Long Island rather early. 

Most of his friends were by now discussing Joel’s surli- 
ness, and predicting some sort of nervous breakdown for 
him. Constance made no suggestion of a holiday abroad, 
that season. 

She was extremely thin, her beauty too fine-drawn, but 
never more vivid. I saw a good deal of her; she asked me 
out more frequently than in recent summers. Once or 
twice I thought she was on the edge of asking me or 
telling me something definite, and new with her, because 
she was aflame with that kind of restlessness that charac- 
terizes people who draw near to rope’s end. It’s rather 
odd that I did not suspect her plan at all. 

WE had luncheon together in New York in September, 
It was her thirtieth birthday, an event which she 

said, with vehemence, called for no celebration. But it was 
also the date on which, by the provision of her grand- 
father’s and mother’s wills, I turned over to her all her 
property. Since Joel and she had not chosen to take it 
on the alternative date provided (her marriage to some 
one who in the trustee’s opinion, was an entirely “suit- 
able” person), this other date became operative. 

I thought she took surprisingly little interest in the 
signing of papers, and my explanations of their various 
meanings. When we were finished she said: “That’s that. 
Let’s lunch.” 

She was very quiet, in the first part of luncheon. I 
thought, regarding her unfaded beauty, her extreme and 
rather touching slenderness, that it was unbelievable she 
was thirty! And Giles and I near enough forty—but that 
was more credible, even about him. 
When we were finished luncheon, she made me a sur- 

prisingly formal speech, thanking me gravely for my long 
time of stewardship; and as if that speech, evidently 
planned, had released something in her, she was suddenly 
natural—if it was natural for her any more to be, in 
manner, as she used to be. 

She began to talk about the years we’d known each 
other, talked gayly and yet wistfully, as if she cherished 
secretly many things between us that sometime since she 
had chosen not to mention any more: Unimportant pleas- 
ant small adventures of that world-cruise that had been 
for her and me only a futile progression back to our start- 
ing point; the successive hats of Mrs. Jamieson; Chopin 
in the firelit drawing-room of that apartment where we 
three had lived for such a long time; even that London- 
to-Paris flight when she had clung to my hand. 

I remembered her voice—yes, it had been younger and 
less sure—her very words: “If I ever did anything to 
make you ashamed of me, would you remember, just the 
same, that I love you, Lucien? You have been such a 
good friend.” 

Mine answering: “You'll never do anything to make 
anyone ashamed of you, Constance.” 

High in the clear air above the coast of France, she 
had said that, I had said that; but her hand in mine had 
more reality. And I had wished a boy’s wish, that the 
flight might never end, that we might die so—so close. 
An extravagance of young emotion! But I had known 

she was going to see Giles. I had thought I might never 
see her again. 

I asked myself, while she talked of other things: 
“Ashamed of her?” No, I was older, more tolerant. But 
Joel who was very much older, was probably no more 
tolerant. 

Across the table, Constance Wademouth said wen wh 
“Don’t think of something else!” and half-apologetically: 
“It’s a trick ef my own—that’s why I resent it, I suppose. 
This has been a very cheerful luncheon, for an occasion 
so sad as a thirtieth birthday.” 

At the door of her car she kissed me, like the small 
- engenguaa sister I used to—in some moods—pretend 

e was. 
I was reassured as, half-consciously perhaps, she’d 

meant me to be. Surely no girl with such a tranquil 

face meditated anything desperate, anything that gamit f 
break her husband’s heart or impair the secur ed | 
which her child lived his confident small life. ... 

Within six weeks, Joel telephoned me, with 
a kind of triumph struggling in his voice. But thy 
umph was stronger. 4 

“You'd better come up to the house,” he told m 
soon as it’s convenient, to persuade Constance that] 
some slight knowledge of finance.” 

She was bankrupt! 
She’d planned for a long time to turn her subst 

fortune into an impressive one, as quickly as she 
get hold of it. Some blind hope that she didn’t 
to explain to us, seemed to convince her that luck 
be with her in this. 

Apparently, through the summer, she’d taken th 
vice of every irresponsible young man in the Street 9 
happened to be placed near her at. dinner. I woulj 
have quite believed that anyone could have m 
within a few weeks so successfully to dissipate a sum 
represented a comfortable living. 
When bad went to worse, and worse approached 

end, she’d gone to Joel, who’d made the easy cale 
for her that when she settled her accounts, she 
have nothing left. She seemed unable to believe him 

Well, neither Joel nor I had ever loved her for 
financial acumen, and there was little relevant to 
It was her own money. Certainly we had no wish t 
proach her, much less to pin her down closely as tp 
motives that had impelled her. 

He was much gentler, more tactful, in what he did 
say as well as what he did, than I had recently seen 
be with her. The unpleasant thought occurred to 
“He’s too much like an indulgent father with a 
willful daughter.” 

Nevertheless, in spite of Joel’s best efforts and 
Constance finally had hysterics, which most women 
have had in the circumstances. Joel was as efficient 
possible in summoning maids, smelling-salts and 
family physician. But before he left her to their 
trations, he said once too often, “There, dearest! 
not worth tears. I have so ridiculously much for ust 

She said between sobs, but with a dreadful artic 
ness: “You’re glad, aren’t you? You feel safer 
don’t you?” 

The doctor spoke soothingly: “You must be tram 
Mrs. Wademouth. Of course, Mr. Wademouth, she 4 
know quite what she’s saying.” 

She said, in the hardest tone I ever heard from 
lips: “Don’t I—just!” 

I stayed to dinner with Joel. He looked an old 
yet an old man defiant. 

He said, when the servants were gone “rom the 
“She’s right. I’m glad, and I do feel safer. It’sa 
it means she planned—but whatever she planned, 
with this. It remains to think of ways to comfort! 
The boy—the boy’s a hold. She wouldn’t do 
him, and she wouldn’t commit him to poverty.” 

ILES came back to New York without Zella that 
and some unconvincing explanation of the earlinel 

his arrival to the effect that he and Zella were coi 
ing moving from their New York apartment to al 
one, so he had sailed in plenty of time to look abe 
just what would suit them. 

I remembered that Zella had said, once or twice, that! 
was perfectly content with her New York establisi 
but the story served as well as any other. 

I thought, at the time, that Giles was a trifle tod 
at that. But I only meant that he could not have giv 
worse financial advice than she’d taken—and might 
have given her better. For the rest, the time 
rival made no difference. 

Joel always assumed that it was with Giles’ 
that Constance embarked on her brief Wall Street ca 
I doubted it. Practically speaking, he lived on 
money, the wreck of his own paying for tips in? 
rants, bridge-losses, his clothes perhaps. it we 
all continuously forgetting that Giles had been? 
rich, and not to the set that saves wealth, but tot 
that spends it. 

Probably Constance wrote him that she had 
marvelous inside information that would be a 
tripling her fortune. He might have supposed t 
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sit from her husband. I shouldn’t be surprised if he 
her, “All the best,” as if she’d been betting on a 

ce, and that was the extent of his responsibility. 
Yes, I try to find all sorts of defenses for Giles latterly. 
Jwent down the Bay on the revenue cutter to meet 
‘s ship, on a cold late autumn morning when the sun- 
was like fire over the gray sea. 

That speech, “It can’t go on. How long can it go on?” 
pounded in my mind so long it was grown dull, mean- 

jess, without any significance at all. 
that intensity of emotion between Giles and Con- 
had gone on, seemed likely to be durable as life, 

had caused no irreparable damage beyond the damage 
Joel’s happiness, and that was only occasionally. 

HE cold air off Quarantine where the liners anchored 
was bracing enough to blow away macabre imaginings 

» day was brightening as the sun rose, and Zella 
das cheerful as I began to feel. 
mn she got through the barrage of newspaper pho- 
phers and interviewers, she began as if continuing a 

on suspended the evening before. 
“am not as sure as Joel that all now will be well. ... 

is never glimpsed in the least how bad things really 
! But of course I have not explained to you that I 

ed from him a long solemn letter. We could have 
hed over it, Lucien; but poor Joel would have suffered 

f he’d ever thought—that I decided I'd better not 
it for you to see. You don’t mind?” 

She wore a mink turban and long full cape. 
"You look as Russian as the Moscow ballet, Zella!” 
‘Dear Lucien! So sweet to pretend my appearance is 
the least importance to you! As I was saying before 

pleasant interruption, I am inclined to agree with 
that they planned to run away, as soon as their 
was adequate. Giles was never so indiscreetly im- 
t to get back to New York as this time!” 

‘But Joel doesn’t think—” 
"No. He had some sentences in the letter explaining 
he had no doubt of Constance’s entire scrupulousness 

conduct while she remained under his roof—does he 
that, possibly ?” 

“Proba bly.” 
tsighed. “American men—only not Giles!” | 

“Zella, you’re going to begin to be elusive, after twelve 
! I'm surprised at how glad I am to see you. Let 

remind you that I don’t like you.” 
The golden note of her laughter sang over the Hudson. 

known you don’t like me for so long. Well, at least 
tadvantage not planned by me, and reluctantly ex- 

ied by you, did arrive for us in the war, didn’t it? A 
iaing-space. The older one gets, the more one is 

mnkful for breathing-spaces.” 
tou never take any. Was Catherine the Great like 

“1am indignant, Lucien! She grew very fat, that 
rine; also—all the world knows I live for my work 
my husband. No, one should say ‘my husband and 
work’ in that order, shouldn’t one?” 
We were docking. Zella went through customs like a 

leaving her maid to close luggage and cope with 

ms first time I was ever in the least grateful for your 
. My car’s here.” 

She sighed. “Giles will be waiting at the apartment, 
very pleased to see you. He maintains that he hates 

ers and things; that’s why he won’t meet 
‘at ships. I suppose really we never know what to say 
beach other the first ten minutes. You come and have 
maxtast, even if he’s not pleased. It will break ice.” 
| four methods always interest me. For instance, do 
Mean to let Giles know you are aware of Constance’s 

adventure?” 
It is such a ‘sell’ for them. If they hadn’t 

i gaudy luxury—but Constance is like that.” 
: my turn te be indignant, and genuinely. “She is 

materialistic person I’ve ever known.” 
beautiful Zella Mikhailoff patted my arm: “There! 
rse! Who would deny it?’ 
Somehow I ceuld not manage to be angry. She 

Meapable of understanding Constance, as Constance 
of understanding her. ] 
‘Said: “I mean to be extremely nice and uninquiring 

That, when I can keep to it, and not lose my 

temper, always results in calm, relatively speaking. So 
perhaps we shall get through this year too. My voice is 
all right—for a time, that is; for a time that will be— 

“Oh, Lucien, my best friend, we try so hard to pretend 
to each other that all is well! Say something comforting 
to me about the time that will be—” 

“We shall rise in the morning, Zella, go to bed at night, 
eat, drink, entertain, be entertained.” 

“How dull you are, my darling!” 
Giles opened the door of their apartment, his manner 

proprietary to Zella, and even solicitous, asking about 
what sort of crossing she’d had, how she felt, and so on. 
But as she had anticipated, he wasn’t pleased to see me. 

He made me a rather lengthy explanation of his dislike 
of shipboard interviewers. When he said explicitly that 
he and Zella always planned to have their reunions after 
separation privately, I started to go. 

But Zella waved me back to my chair. 
Giles and I continued to make each other horribly self- 

conscious for a minute or two. Then Zella’s maid arrived 
with luggage, and her secretary with an assortment of mail; 
and she became the great prima donna all over the place. 

It was, clearly, a performance that always amused 
Giles; but also as always, I disliked it unreasonably. 
Breakfast was slow in appearing, and when it did, caused 
no lightening of the atmosphere. 

Giles and I lapsed into silence. Zella continued to open 
letters imperturbably, between sips of coffee. “Letters 
supposed to be personal from the look of the outside, 
and most of them are just requests to look at lingerie- 
collections.” 

She was opening the envelopes with a paper cutter, 
and flinging the contents, in general, on the floor. Some- 
thing flashed in the hilt of the paper cutter, and I said 
idly: “Extraordinary jewel work. May I see it?” 

She handed it over. “It’s Russian. All I brought out 
of the country, except the clothes on my back. The jewels 
are bad, too bad to be very salable.” 

They were nevertheless impressive. A great flawed 
ruby, not dark but very glittering, pearls black with age, 
many small crudely cut emeralds. 

I said: “That was stupid of me.” 
rather badly, and the blood spurted. 

“It’s a dagger, actually, not a paper-cutter,” Giles ex- 
plained. 

“He realizes that, by now.” Zella sounded amused. 
Giles went to help the maid find bandages, and I held 

a handkerchief tight round the finger. 
Zella said softly: “Giles as usual was eager to see 

whether I'd withered or toughened or something, since 
our last encounter. Apparently not. Poor Giles! He 
cannot quite wish himself rid of me, with any consistency.” 
My finger, bandaged, was quite comfortable. I took 

my departure at once. 
That was one of my few glimpses of the home life of 

Giles and Zella. 

Cotas and Giles came to see me together more 
frequently than ever, during the beginning of the win- 

ter. I had from them two definite impressions: that he 
was urging something specific upon her, and that she was 
resisting. 

So often they appeared wearing that false gayety of 
lovers who had just suspended quarreling. And the 
“made” conversation to me, Giles sullenly, Constance wi 
an air of relief. 

Then abruptly, their visits ceased altogether. 
But we all saw a good deal of one another, en famille 

during the holidays, at various festivities arranged, in 
fact almost commanded, by Joel. He was looking more 
than ever like a man on the verge of a serious illness, 
and snapped if anyone suggested that he looked in the 
least tired. So, transparently, the confidence he’d ex- 
pressed in that letter to Zella, was short-lived. 

The reason for the cessation of unofficial calls from 
Giles and Constance became apparent. Joel, to the point 
of embarrassing everyone present, cross-questioned Con- 
stance eternally, about where she’d been, how long her 
shopping had taken her, whom she'd seen, with whom 
she’d lunched. He was her account for every 
hour of her day spent apart from him. ; 

Giles and he were horribly polite to each other. But 
all the strain, the antagonism, the icion—in which 
that emotion that rose between Giles Constance on a 

I'd cut my finger 



summer evening that seemed, nowadays, remote as an- 
other world—had tangled all our lives, had endured so 
long they seemed likely to endure a long while even yet. 
One can grow used to strain, antagonism, suspicion, as 
to anything else. 

Chapter Ten 

HE end was upon us with no warning at ail. 
One bitter cold January evening Joel tele- 
phoned me asking me to meet him for a 
very early dinner at a restaurant in the 

} Fifties. I said that it was too cold to go 
out, that I’d made tentative arrangements 
for a client to dine at my apartment. 

He answered: “If you don’t come, I sha’n’t be re- 
sponsible for the consequences.” 

From a man who'd never been dramatic through the 
lifetime I’d known him, the words were unanswerable. I 
said I’d join him in fifteen minutes, and arrived in rather 
less time. 

But Zella was there before me. We exchanged one 
glance, and Zella attempted to create an atmosphere of 
normality by complaints at the risks she took with her 
throat, coming out in this weather, risks she would take 
for no one else but her old friend Joel Wademouth— 
though, she said as an afterthought, she might possibly 
take them for me. 

She was at her most brittle and artificial. I’d never 
seen her act more brilliantly than to that practically 
empty restaurant, for an audience composed of Joel and 
myself, acting te soften the grimness of Joel’s set lips, 
to lessen a kind of horror in his eyes—more brilliantly, 
or more unsuccessfully. 

Joel, who'd always liked her and found her charming, 
never noticed her warmth or her charm that evening at 
all. He said: 

“T’ve ordered food. When we’ve had dinner, you two 
are to come with me—and we'll settle all this finally.” 

Zella said: “You’re too commanding, Joel. It’s some- 
what terrifying. What are we to settle finally ?” 

He didn’t answer. Food arrived, and we attempted to 
eat it. Wine was poured. No one touched it. 

“Dessert + sd 

I said: “No, thank you.” 
Zella had suspended efforts, and sat relaxed and beauti- 

ful, as if she were only audience at the play now. 
Joel set down his coffee-cup. “What we’re going to 

settle, as you both know, is the problem of Constance 
and Giles.” 

He laughed. That laughter was a dreadful sound. “Do 
you know what I’ve found out?” 

Our silence caught at him, as perhaps, no words would 
have done. 

He said, “Oh, God!” He said, aloud: “I suppose every- 
one but me has known for years.” 
How hard Zella tried to take all the emotion out of 

that air so heavy with emotion! “No one, but we at this 
table, and Giles and Constance themselves. They’ve been 
reasonably discreet, for your sake more than mine, I 
think. So, don’t exaggerate. What you have to face is 
no more than what I faced sometime since. They are 
lovers. It’s convenient for many worldly reasons, for us 
and for them, to pretend they’re not. That’s all.” 

He tried twice to speak, and managed it, the third 
time: “She—she’s young. Sometimes, when I’ve been 
most afraid, I’ve told myself that this harmless flirta- 
tion would make her more content. Young women used 
to have such flirtations, and still be virtuous wives. Cor- 
sages, perfume, compliments—I know about all that.... 
It didn’t matter that he was worthless, while she was 
honorable—” 

I said to Zella quickly: “Don’t try. 
useless.” 

He began to laugh again, not loudly, but as horribly 
as before. Zella’s whisper crescendoed: ‘“I—can’t— 
stand—that.” 

As if he’d heard, which he could not have possibly, 
Joel stopped and looked at his watch. 

“We'll know the details of what I’ve arranged now,” he 
said. “Just wait a minute.” 

He went too steadily across the empty room, to the 
telephone-booths. 

It’s altogether 

“T’'ve never been so sorry for anyone in my 
never!” she said. “He’s like a large kind anima] 
some one has tortured. Like a St. Bernard, tortured} 
to death. He can’t understand.” 

“He’s a survival of something called the Victorian 
point, with which you would not be as familiar 
Zella. Better consider what’s to be done with 
stead of wasting time being sorry for him. I 
last there remains not much time to waste.” 

She shrugged. “Nothing’s to be done with him 
may as well do what he says. This—this is the bes 
ning of what happens.” 

The current would sweep us on now at last, would 
higher and yet higher. We could not stand againg 
any more..... The road, dark, undeviating in ity 
would take us to the precipice. ... The flame would 
Not all that we might do would stem the current, bar 
road, quench the flame so long smoldering. 

Yet, somewhere through the years, the habit of 
without confidence and without any definite hope 
grown so strong in me that I knew, even now, whey 
disaster so long anticipated, was arrived, I would 
still to postpone it. And so would Zella. We unde 
that of each other, without any words. ; 

Joel came back, said, “We'll go now,” signed 
dinner-check, tossed bills at the waiter. He wasa 
of caricature of his one-time calm, efficient self. 

Zella walked ahead of us, with her special sw 
grace. But she stopped, a longer instant than was 
sary, under the light at the restaurant door, 
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her furs about her with more than usual care. B be 
smile, her hands, were perfectly steady. Only her | 
were different. They were afraid. whe! 

Joel’s chauffeur opened the door of his car, 1 Geel 
to Zella and me, as on so many other evenings whe 
had driven us. tb 

On the way to his house, Joel spoke rapidly. ha 
ever you know in general, you’d better be informed the 
the specific situation. I’ve had that apartment of G S 
watched for a month, watched so obviously and st A 
that he and—and Constance, would be bound to be 
They haven’t dared meet there, or anywhere else. i 

“Today I said I was going to Washington for 
night, that I’d telephone Constance from Washingtaagy 
to the time of my arrival home. That, to make sure ‘t's 
met him at home and nowhere else. He's there. Som@@l yi ‘ 
we be in a moment.” feel 

Zella made a final, a hopeless effort. “And he 
that? Will your marriage go on more smoothly t iid frc 
you’ve forced a door? Will Constance love yout 
Will the years you both must live—if she doesn't ME yer 
away now, tonight, with Giles, which will probably Giles 
the only result you’ll produce—be more tranquil?” He he 

He said: “She has no money. I’ve locked mp ‘ 
« jewels. You—you manage him, and they can’t run@ 

The car was slowing for the corner near his 
She seized his arm. She said: “Don’t—do—this—t 
You will produce the catastrophe Lucien and I 
prevented by so many devious ways. You will 
them to fling away the comfortable secure lives 
they’ve liked, that have held them, even up to now. 
the sake of whatever pride they have left in them,t 
be obliged to fling away everything, now.” 

He said, heavily: “Pride! I had pride, too, in my 
What a fool you all must have thought me.” 

The car stopped. The chauffeur opened the door. 
The long curving stairway of the Wademouth hous? 

very dimly lighted. 

hed ate 

area 

ELLA took my arm. “TI feel like saying that 
happens, I will try no more now, Lucien. ButI 

that you would not believe me any more than 
believe myself. It would be restful to stop trying, 
oneself be consumed—” 

“Yes. We are whispering like conspirators. De 
remember when you used to call me ‘my conspiré@ 
spite-of-himself’ ?” 

“I remember so much about you, Lucien.” 4 
Joel, ahead of us on the stairs, stopped suddenly. } 

waited. Zella’s warm round arm was trembling ny 
The only important thing in that long minute seem 
be to give her reassurance. : 

The house was uncannily quiet, and our foot 
the velvet-carpeted stairs had made no 

Feegnearere 
a 



ine was just light enough to see when Joel moved on 
sin, and koned us to follow. Then very distantly, 
gs a sound remembered, came the sound of music, 
dance orchestra playing softly. 

*4)) this part of my life comes back to me, Lucien, in 
jJouder and louder in my ears. Do you remember the 
orchestra at Martha Wademouth’s at the very be- 

g of this?” 
jrmembered, Giles putting his arm around Zella and 

back at Constance beside me—and the strange 
in his face. Only, he was bitter about Zella then; 

that bitterness was gone long ago. It did not seem 
at all that Zella and I, in this strangest of all 

evenings, should be so close our thoughts summoned 
game moments out of time. 

and clear, the best of dance-music. .. . 
We were at the landing outside the drawing-room. 

were other people besides Joel waiting for us on 
landing, but so dim was the light that they were only 

shadows in the shadowy hall. 
’s whisper was close against my ear. “I have con- 

i whether I should scream and give them ten 
ore. But there is no use screaming at destiny, 

= | 

of the shadows on the landing flung open the 
ng-room door. 

Those two did not move. In that single swift-passing 
t, by the fact that they did not move, they briefly 
— the dignity they’d never reached in all the 

ore. 

awhite frock, not unlike the frock she had worn the 
ening they first met, Constance sat on the couch 
Joel Wademouth’s great fireplace. Her tumbled ma- 
y-colored head close against Giles’ shoulder, his 
bent down against her hair, his arm about her, 

hands in each other’s. 
‘The only sound in that room was the very small sound 
logs in the fireplace burning steadily, and almost as 
the sound of a radio they’d turned on, and forgotten 

of G 

i is before, perhaps, playing dance-music faintly. 
wt The interruption to that silence seemed trivial, weari- 
agton The man who had flung the door open for Joel 

‘Sod enough, Mr. Wademouth, with the rest we have.” 
tel took two steps into the room, and spoke without 

yy feeling, as if he’d memorized the words—as, I sup- 
m, he had: “Constance, I will divorce you, take your 

from you, never permit you to see him again, unless 
promise now that you will never see or communicate 

man.” 
Giles stood up then: “Come along, my dear.” 

wp He held out his arm. She stood up; she took his arm; 
: M her dark eyes slid over her husband’s face, over 
: rested on mine beseechingly. 

Bm idlia said: “Hello, Giles. This is all fairly uncomfort- 
® isn't it? I suggest you and I have a little talk be- 
it proceeds much further.” 
ried. I knew it was no use, but—I did try. 

was saying: “We don’t have anything to talk 

lignored them all. I spoke to Constance as if she and 
alone in our apartment, waiting for Mrs. Jamieson 

tome in to serve tea. Even as I spoke, I tried to re- 
er what cadences I would have used, what phrases. 

with that often-repeated phrase of hers: 
@ said—you always said you ‘meant to behave.’ I 

@ you; so did everyone. ... This is just an en- 
ent of a situation that has always been a part of 

never to be resolved suddenly—perhaps, I grant 
™ hever to be resolved at all. But only part of your 

: Rot the most important That’s your husband, 
son, being Mrs. Joel Wademouth—’” . 

Do Giles interrupted: “Come along, Constance!” She 
. 1 with him, a step nearer the door. 

looked around the room. Zella leaned against the 
» where Giles must almost touch her when he 
The two detectives stood with an air of being 

y inattentive while they waited for instructions. 
de ision was wavering in Joel’s face. I turned 

‘aim: “Let me take Constance out of here, to my apart- 
you can telephone to make sure she’s all 

tch her in an hour or two. Let me talk to her, 
bu issue any more ultimatums—” 

sn't 

oe 8 Boe) 

ay 

or. 
use 

Giles said: “You can talk to her as much as you like, 
but to me too. If, because she was fond of you, she'll 
listen a little, even now, I'll listen too.” 

“Meanwhile,” said Zella, “I’m going home. You, Giles, 
might decide it was advisable to find out what I'll do, 
sooner rather than later. I'll wait for you for a rea- 
sonable interval.” 

She smiled at me. Her bright mouth, her eyes were 
unafraid now. She smiled as if we shared a secret jest, 
we who had shared so many small things. 

And she went away. 
I had said so many reasonable things to them both 

that my voice was as weary as my mind. There was only 
one thing that counted, to say in variants: That too much 
time had gone past for them. They were grown too deep- 
ly committed to their lives as they had led them, to reach 
for all their striving, back to the lives they might have 
led together. 

Whether I talked about Constance’s son, or Giles’ wife, 
or Joel, or myself, I was only talking about that. There 
came a time after hours when Constance grew unsure, 
grew very frightened. That time I'd known would come 
since her dark eyes besought mine. 

She began to say, stumbling over her words at first, 
that there were things and people to be considered, 
people who would be hurt, if she and Giles went their own 
way, regardlessly. 

He interrupted her. “I know the rest: Joel, your child, 
Zella; Zella, your child, Joel. All this winter, whenever 
I’ve urged you to go away with me, you've talked about 
your child, Joel and Zella. About Joel and your child, I 
can do nothing. But about Zella, I can.” 

He was putting on his coat. “Give me a straight 
answer, Constance. You can’t evade all of life, forever, 
you know.” 

“T’m not,” 
“You are, and I have been. But I’m not, any longer. If 

I get rid of the Zella problem, if I get her to divorce me 
at last, will you let Joel divorce you, and marry me?” 

She said: “Yes—if we could be married. Then, I 
could have my son. It would all be different.” 

The door slammed behind Giles’ departure. 
So I sat alone in a room with her who had been the 

love of my life. Only she was nothing, any more, but the 
ghost of a lovely little girl whom I'd once brought to a 
dance in Boston. 

“Making the best of all possible worlds”—those very 
words she’d said, when she asked my help to persuade Zella 
and Joel to permit her “friendship” with Giles. And I 
hadn’t damned her for the words then, or even specially 
noticed them. She was trying still, she would always try, 
to get everything she wanted on the most comfortable 
terms for herself. 

Zella had always known what had puzzled me so many 
times: Why we all struggled—all the people to whom 
Constance had been important—to keep her from doing 
what she had seemed so sincerely to want to do. Because 
we had realized that the attempt would reveal her, pitiless- 
ly, for what she was, a small greedy person, inconse- 
quential, save for the accident of her lovely looks. 

She said now: “Lucien! You must not look at me as if 
you hated me.” 

“I don’t. Hate’s too strong a word.” 
In a little while, she would find some pretext for going 

back to Joel, before Giles should return. She would say, 
“We must think of others,” or something almost as mean- 
ingless to her. Probably she would find a more effective 
sentence. She knew she had time. Zella would handle 
Giles, as she always had. 

ME warning, dim, far-off, clicked in my mind then; 
but Constance’s voice interrupted it. 

“I never thought that you would fail to understand, 
Lucien.” 

“I don’t. I assure you I don’t.... Shall I telephone 
Joel and tell him to come for you, now?” 

She stormed at me. I don’t remember what she said, 
except one thing: “You only mind that I never wasted 
my life on you.” 
“How human of you, Constance!” 
“I don’t know what you're talking about now!” 
“Human, to resent, even as do most people, being seen 

through. You resent it to the point of being vulgar and 
shrewish about it, in short—almost admirable.” 
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What a lot of trouble she’d caused, with that wide 
empty gaze of hers, those velvety eyes whose mystery 
was no more than that they were focused always on 
herself! 

“Your figure at least is lovely, Constance, just as lovely 
as I always thought it. Will you run along home now, to 
your husband, who’s much too good for you?” 

She slapped me. Her soft little hands, characterless 
as a kitten’s paw, tore across my face. I wasted time, 
I wasted minutes, struggling with her, for the cheap 
satisfaction of holding her still, furious and helpless, 
while I thanked her at some length, for setting me free 
— a tiresome dream at 
ast. 

I stood outside her doorway, knowing her Voie 
laughter, would not answer me. 

There had been fear in her eyes for an 
the light at the entrance to that restaurant 
Joel and myself had dined hours—and the length 
—ago. I had wasted irrecoverable minutes wit, 
stance, while Zella fought back fear. Perhang| 
wasted the years there might have been for me ang 
in those minutes. 

I put my hand on the door of the place where gy 
lived. Giles opened it as if he had been 

The time I'd wasted did not matter. Giles ty 
that, quickly. Ze 
already done with gj 
years, at the time I told her that I'd let her 

go, on her promise—not that 
it was worth much; but this 
time, I had the means of 
making it effective—to tele- 
phone Joel to take her home 
at once. For I was in a hurry 
to go call on a person, a hu- 
man being, a lady of my 
acquaintance. 

It seemed tremendously 
important to tell Zella im- 
mediately, not tomorrow or 
some other day, but within 
minutes, that I had not had 
to wait for my old age, as 
she’d predicted, to know that 
I loved her. 

In the instant that I let go 
my hold on Constance’s 
wrists, it happened that she 
was nearer the telephone 
than I, near enough to an- 
swer its sudden ringing. 

She said: “I don’t under- 
stand you. Speak more 
clearly, Giles.” ... 
Then she said: “No, no, 

She said, her voice me- 
chanically, repeating some 
part of what he’d said: “For 
ten minutes or five minutes, 
or a minute to say ‘good- 
by bad ” 

And slowly, distinctly, but 
with violence: “No. I will 
not be dragged down with 
you. I’m not responsible. 
If you cared, you would not 
ask it. Don’t try to see me. 
Joel will keep me out of it.” 
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Constance shrillej 
proaches at me, g 
thanked her for Setting 
free from a tiresom 
dream, 

In the very moment{ 
entered their apart 
that night, with 
stance’s promise, ‘f 
get rid of her, if wee 
married,” Giles kney 
ly and forever what k 
let himself become, 

Because, Zella had 
“T'll wait for you at k 
and after all, he wast 

Not her fault. He 
that over and over, 
said he knew that, ev 
the instant he went in 
faced her, that he thoy 
“She regrets what ! 
She wanted me to beal 
things that I pres 
that I was.” 

But Zella must have 
very frightened wha 
saw his face, with th 
terness on it, the co 
the anger directed at 
self—only, that shes 
not know. For unles 
were very frightened, 
would not have snat 
the Russian dag 
so —— to a 
second’s space, 
all the oppositions d 
willful life, the thing, 
people, he had hated 
being in his way. 

Thesound of a telephone re- 
ceiver clicking was the sound 
of the world ending. I knew that, before I looked at Con- 
stance’s panic. I went straight past her, out of that room, 
that house. 

In the last darkness of the night, all that long way 
across the empty city, a voice that never held reproach, 
reproached me: 

*“T shall be afraid, when the time comes that he knows 
he is no more than puppet for whom I pull strings.” 

Her gay and lovely voice reminded me; “Not many words 
have ever been necessary between us, though we've ex- 
pended so many, Lucien.” 

And, “In spite of this and that, we have had such a good 
time, Lucien.” (That was in a moonlit Connecticut garden, 
when she wore a silver costume bright as chain-mail.) 

And: “Promise me, that no matter what happens, you 
will never judge me. I should like there to be one per- 
son—” (That was across a luncheon table, in a skyscraper 
overlooking the panorama of the harbor.) 

Oh, my dear love, who taught me all I shall ever know 
of the splendor and the strangeness and the courage of 
living, was there a day when I was so young, so stupid 
as to judge you? 

The gay voice had stopped one luncheon-time, after: “T 
should like there to be one person—” There were no more 
cadences in that unfinished sentence to echo in my heart. 

The jewels of the 
hilt gleamed on th 

where he had flung it, gleamed no brighter than 
hair—shone not half as brightly as Zella’s eyes, that 
closed now, used to shine. . 

Giles had waited for long enough to make one 
futile gesture, before going out into the darknes 
short lonely way remaining to him. 

He had written a letter “to whom it may ct 
say that he loved Zella, that what had happene 
no way, however indirect, brought on by anytilig™ 
done.... A futile gesture. But I understood 
had wanted to make it. 

Finished with the letter, he telephoned to Ce 
ask whether she perhaps wanted to say good-by. _ 

Then he waited for me, who he had known | 
and when he had talked to me a little while, he 
there where Zella lay quiet and serene. 

TS is one jest which she and I will share 
That I never summoned any warmth of 

her, either of resentment or affection, to her lifes 
That I thought I had not loved her. 
How her laughter would ripple over that secret 

she knew so long. 
Would? It did, many times. That is why! 

much warm laughter to remember, all the silent 
END 



i takes more than one whiskey 

in make a ereal whiskey 

ibe Four Roses 

Four Roses is not just one straight 

e whiskey. It’s a blend of several 

ith the straight whiskies—and nothing but 

od tt whiskey! 

; she ¢ Each of the straight whiskies we 

= use is outstanding in some par- 
e snate ticular way—in smoothness, or body, 

ell in aroma, or flavor. 

‘symbd By blending these whiskies to- 

= gether our own special way, we 
hated get a liquor that has a// the quali- 

y. ties a whiskey lover seeks. We get 

_—_ Four Roses—a whiskey that’s Amer- 

han ica’s finest, because it’s several great 

, that whiskies in one! 

ae Lour Roses 
— Americas finest whiskey 

regardless of age or price! 
Frankfort Distilleries, Incorporated, Louisville & Baltimore, makers of Four Roses 

(94 proof), Paul Jones (92 proof), Old Oscar Pepper and Mattingly & Moore (both 
90 proof)—all blends of straight whiskies. Also Paul Jones Four Star Dry Gin (90 

proof) distilled from 1009 grain neutral spirits. 



@ When talk comes to beer, folks 

everywhere are praising Pabst 

TAPaCan flavor. Such flavor was 

never possible before. 

Pabst Export Beer —just as Pabst 

made it — is hermetically sealed in 

your own non-refillable container 

and brought to you—wherever you 

are — pure, wholesome — delicious. 

You have tried other beers—now 

try Pabst TAPaCan. You will agree 

with millions of beer lovers, that 

Pabst tastes better. Ninety-two years 

of brewing experience does make a 

difference. That difference in added 

enjoyment can always be yours. A 

word to the wise is sufficient — insist 

on Pabst TAPaCan. 

=4 Old Tankard Ale 
Enjoy genuine Old Tankard Ale— 
full bodied, full flavored, full strength. 

Brewed and mellowed by Pabst. 

INSIST ON ORIGIN 
PABST TAPaCa 

Brewery Goodness Sealed Rig! 

... Protected Flavor ... Non-fem 

able... Flat Top—It Stacks; 

Saves Half the Space... No De 

to Pay... No Empties to 5 

.- Easy to Carry ...No B 

le or use thereol & munity wherein the advertising, sal 
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